
Often when women talk about intimacy—spiritual, emotional, or sexual—
one word is missing: hope. Marian tenderly, thoughtfully, and biblically pours
hope on broken intimacy. As this pastor’s wife shares her sexual pain, she
opens the door to sexual honesty for all women. Tears flowed as I read her
victory cry: “And so we invited God and his intimacy into our bedroom and
he transformed our bedroom into a place of worship.” I want every woman
to read this book! 

—LIndA dILLOw, coauthor of Intimate Issues, Passion Pursuit,
and Surprised by the Healer

Marian Green bravely and vulnerably opens the door to the shameful secret
of lacking sexual desire in marriage and its complicated roots. Based on 
a strong biblical foundation, she offers specific practical direction for
addressing lack of desire that goes far beyond any sex therapy techniques.
In an important addition, Luke Brasel expertly complements and expands
Marian’s explanations with clinical principles that are rooted in attachment
and feelings. Inviting Intimacy is my top recommendation for the many women
who, sadly, find that faithfulness in their relationships doesn’t automatically
restore the sexual pleasure they expected.

—MArnIe C. Ferree, author of No Stones—Women Redeemed from 
Sexual Addiction and director of Bethesda workshops, nashville, Tn

Marian writes with exceptional beauty and grace as she describes her journey
toward intimacy. This book is an absolute treasure for every woman who has
struggled in the realm of sexual and spiritual intimacy. Marian’s story combined
with Luke’s healing counsel is truly brilliant!

—BeCky HArLInG, international speaker, author of 
The 30 Day Praise Challenge, and a John Maxwell leadership coach

Marian Green and Luke Brasel graciously and wisely guide readers from the
false security of survival toward the courageous life of intimacy with self, others,
and God. If you want to live more fully from your heart, this book can help.

—STepHen JAMeS, LpC-MHSp, nCC, executive director Sage Hill Counseling 
and author of Wild Things: The Art of Nurturing Boys

Marian’s vulnerability and truth reveals beauty and eradicates shame. The words
dance off the page in God’s delight of not hiding in the shadows but finding
truth in him. Individuals who have experienced sexual abuse, emotional abuse,
addiction, promiscuity, or hopelessness will find transparency, courage,
hope, and promise of a healer. 

—TrACy MCdAnIeL, MSw, founder and CeO of restored



Marian’s tender honesty will give many women the courage to name the
deep stirrings in their own souls. Luke supplements her heartfelt sharing
with rich spiritual and psychological wisdom. Any woman who desires to
find wholeness and healing in her sexuality will find great value in this book.

—LOrrAIne pInTuS, author of Jump off the Hormone Swing and 
coauthor of Intimate Issues and Intimacy Ignited

Some books are simply inspiration. Marian Green and Luke Brasel have given
us such a book. Marian’s naked honesty about her war with her own shame,
body, and interior life are a generous gift. Luke guides us through Marian’s
storytelling (and our own) with the eyes of an artist and the skill of a surgeon.
Let this book reach in and stir your longing to love from a whole heart.

—JAn MeyerS prOeTT, counselor, speaker, and author of 
The Allure of Hope and Listening to Love

ever since Adam sinned and hid, God has been calling humankind from our
hiding places. every generation needs honest storytellers to remind us that
it is not only safe to emerge from our hiding places, but overcoming our fear
of being known is the only way we can experience healing. Through story
and insightful reflection, Marian and Luke encourage and guide us toward
that healing journey.

—pHILLIp rOBInSOn, pastor and director of Integrity House Counseling Center

This is a brave and beautiful story that every woman can relate to. I am so
thankful for Marian’s willingness to leverage her vulnerable narrative in order
to remind us of our honest brokenness, not to leave us there but to point us
toward hope and healing. Marian’s gripping story paired with her beautiful
writing and powerful biblical insights will leave you longing for intimacy, not
with a short-lived optimism, but with a bursting-at-the-seams desire to be
fully known by God, by yourself, and by love.

—AndreA SuMMerS, director of women’s ministry, The wesleyan Church

Marian’s book on intimacy from a biblical worldview is full-bodied, full-
hearted, and full-spirited. not only does she bare her most intimate journey
of healing from a past of promiscuity, but she opens the Scriptures for her
readers with the kind of educated precision that only comes from a practiced
Bible scholar. Marian is fiercely intelligent, honest, and devoted to a living
God whose love has the power to transform us in our deepest brokenness.

—CHrISTIn TAyLOr, author of Shipwrecked in L.A.: Finding Hope and Purpose When Your
Dreams Crash and Crew: Finding Community When Your Dreams Crash
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The first time my husband, nathan, saw our story in print, he

looked up at me from his reading spot in bed and said, “well,

that’s awkward.”

I turned toward him, my toothbrush in hand, foaming at the

mouth. “what?” I panicked. “It’s entirely too late to feel that way.” 

“no, I’m not saying to change anything. I’m just saying it feels

weird.”

weird. Vulnerable. Frightening. How will I feel should I ever

meet a stranger who has read all the most intimate details of my

life story? 

To strengthen my resolution, I remind myself of another

woman who took a risk and changed everything. Her story is

recorded in Mark 5:21–43.
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She had been bleeding for twelve years. Twelve years gone

from her child-bearing years, as the law forbade a man from touch-

ing her while she bled. All financial resources had been exhausted

in her search for healing; she could no longer afford hope. If only

she had access to the temple—then she could worship the One

who heals. Instead, this woman kept to the shadows, for she was

unclean. 

But one day an opportunity presented itself. She had heard the

rumors about this man, Jesus, and the people he had healed. She

knew he carried a power inside him that no one else possessed. She

realized that, according to the law, her touch would defile him, too.

But she needed his healing. She needed the hope he offered.

Besides, he was surrounded by throngs of people—perhaps no

one would notice. If she kept low and out of sight, then maybe,

just maybe, she would catch a corner of his robe. 

dirt kicked up in her face. people crushed her from all sides.

The cramping in her stomach intensified alongside nervous

expectation. She peered through robes and shoulders and then—

there he was—just out of reach! She stretched her arm between

two sets of legs, and her fingers brushed against fabric. was it

him? Had she made it? 

power surged through her body. Tears flowed. God had finally

seen fit to heal her. As she turned away to head to the temple and

present herself in praise, she heard his voice. 

“who touched me?”

She stopped—paralyzed—keeping her face turned from his.

Over her shoulder she heard one of his followers ask, “what do
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you mean who touched you? All these people pressing in around

you and you ask who touched you?”

“Someone touched me,” Jesus said. “I felt the power go out 

of me.”

what was she supposed to do? Slink away? Answer? Surely he

knew it was her. Surely the whole crowd knew it was her—the

unclean woman who had bled for over a decade. Caught, she fell

to his feet and murmured, “I did.” 

He lifted her up and looked her in the eye. Face-to-face with

her healer, gaining confidence as she spoke, the woman’s words

flowed. Twelve years she had bled, she explained, and the Son of

God had healed her. 

“daughter, your faith has healed you,” he said. (Centuries later,

it would be noted that this was the only time in the Gospels that

Jesus called someone his daughter.) 

Just then, a messenger arrived, someone from the household

of Jairus, her synagogue leader. “don’t bother the teacher any

longer,” the messenger told Jairus, who, she noticed with surprise,

was standing alongside Jesus. “your daughter has died.” 

Jesus took Jairus’s face between his hands and looked him in

the eye. “do not be afraid,” he said. “Just believe.” 

The healed woman stepped back, suddenly aware that she

had interrupted someone else’s miracle. She felt Jairus’s despera-

tion, and she knew what Jesus was asking of him. She knew the

risk of faith. The crowd pushed between them, but for an instant,

Jairus caught her eye; then he turned back to Jesus and nodded. 

Later that night, rumors caught fire around town. The girl who

had been dead was now alive. Jairus had believed. He had been

imparted with faith and had seen the power of God’s resurrection.
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The healed woman, in the privacy of her heart, wondered. Could

it be true? Had Jairus dared to hope because she had dared to

hope, too?

what first appeared to be an interruption turned out to be an

impartation of faith. But when we look at the story closely, we find

God had been orchestrating this meeting for twelve long years;

the year the woman had begun bleeding was the very year

Jairus’s daughter was born. 

And so I offer you my story—of healing physical intimacy

through spiritual intimacy—with a little fear, a little trembling, but

a lot of faith, knowing that each of our stories points toward Jesus’

resurrection power, toward his ability to bring life to that which

has experienced death. 

each chapter of Inviting Intimacy closes with an opportunity for

you to reflect, to self-examine. Luke, my coauthor, has merged his

passion for healing through story and his education in counseling

with a beautiful set of clinical insights and questions. I encourage

you to find a new journal—one so beautiful you cannot wait to fill

the pages—and designate that journal to this journey. My prayer

for you is this: May you discover God’s power in your own story. 
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part 1

spiritual intimacy



I have heard that a woman’s sensuality is like a flower, to be

coaxed open gently and with tenderness. I have always longed to

be this woman, as the very essence of that metaphor suggests

she can be coaxed open. Gently but assuredly, she will respond to

her husband who loves her. I imagine her as a peony with lush 

layers of petals that fold into themselves—and when open, she

invites him to get lost in her. 

But that has not been my experience. 

My younger self tossed the seeds of my womanhood under

the feet of men who trampled them. By early adulthood, instead

of that perfect peony, I was the night-blooming cactus—planted

on a desert path, thirsty for attention. I bloomed after sunset and

wilted before daylight, hoping someone would notice only my

beauty and none of my thorns. Those barbs were the strongest

1
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form of self-defense I possessed. I now realize that they inflicted

pain on no one except my husband, the first man who dared to

pull them out, one by one, so he could hold me close.

And as he pulled, I remembered where each came from.

thorn 1

I counted the glow-in-the-dark stars on the ceiling. If I were a

good girl, I wouldn’t be lying here.

I was fifteen when my older boyfriend didn’t hear me say no.

Didn’t I say no? Maybe I only thought it. Maybe his friends were so

loud, he couldn’t hear. There were cheers coming from the other

side of the door. I looked at the clock when it started, and then

again when it finished. Six minutes to womanhood. 

Afterward, he took me out for fast food so we could talk.

“If you get pregnant or something, I’ll pay to have it taken care of.”

“what?”

“I’ll pay for an abortion.”

I hadn’t thought of that. “Oh.”

we ate a little more in silence. 

“And there’s one more thing.”

I looked up at him, trying to sift through everything that had

happened, trying to redefine our relationship now that we’d had sex.

“I don’t think we’re working out,” he said between bites.

My entire teenage world came crashing down through the

smell of garlic bread sticks and ready-made ravioli. 

within the month, he was already dating someone else and

they were serious. They went to church together. I heard she told

him no and he listened. Although devastated, I was becoming
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educated. For the next decade, I would struggle to forget the 

following lessons I learned:

• I was disposable. 

• There was a large possibility my naked form was repulsive.

• If that guy was good with God, then I am better off without

God.

thorn 2

If he had been my first and only experience, perhaps I would

have recovered quickly. Lessons learned. Abstinence sworn. I

might have grown up, married, and experienced intimacy freely.

But that is not what happened. Later that year I started dating a

guy who never talked until he drank. As soon as he was drunk, he

was all hands and demands. what he lacked in communication,

he made up for in longevity, as he didn’t leave me after the first

night. during our year of dating, I learned: 

• Substances create a numbness that should be part of the

sexual experience.

thorn 3

By my junior year in high school, I was convinced life was better

if I was not alone. So my next boyfriend and I dated for the last

two years of high school. we did homework together every after-

noon and scouted out parties every weekend. Monday through

Thursday was great, but the weekend was a problem. 
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My curfew was earlier than his; and when I went home, he

would have one hand around a bottle of Jack and one around

another girl. while he was frisky, I tried to be clever. My strategy

was to make friends with the other girls. Maybe loyalty would

come with friendship. If not, maybe I could discover what those

girls had that I didn’t. 

However faulty my logic, my friend circle grew exponentially. I

tried to have compassion. After all, his disloyalty was likely a haz-

ard of his job. He worked in a video store that had everything one

needed: tanning rooms in the back, free employee rentals, and a

private adult stash—one of the largest in the state. It was such a

great video store that several of our teachers would come in

after work, deftly darting through the aisles toward the private

back room. Some of these teachers were married, and their

rental choices offered me an education outside the classroom—

pornographic sex must be desirable. Between my boyfriend’s

alcohol-induced trysts and my teachers’ unintentional continuing

education, I filed away a few more lessons: 

• I am not enough and someone else is always willing to fill the

gap. 

• If I want to keep a man’s attention, I must perform well

enough that pornography is not needed. 

• performance, performance, performance secures love. 

thorn 4

I was working in restaurants when my boyfriend and I broke

up. restaurants are a magical place—food, fun, and recreational
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drugs everywhere (at least in my experience). I managed to take

a full college scholarship and dispose of it in less than a semester

as I entangled myself in the world of cocaine, prescription pills,

ecstasy, and anything else I was stupid enough to put in my arm

or up my nose. Fully anesthetized, I was numb. dating guys who

sold drugs ensured I never had to pay cash, thus educating me in

the highest distortion of intimacy: 

• Sex is a commodity; trade it wisely. 

The saddest part of my story is this: There are dozens of women

with histories just like mine. I know because I partied with them. 

even today, I may meet another woman and make small talk

about life. “what do you do?” is always one of the first questions. I

usually share about this book on intimacy. After all, if I am going

to get to know someone, I might as well start with the mess. I con-

tinue to be amazed by how many women tear up, right there as

we meet each other for the first time. My story is our story, and all

of us are desperate to know we are not alone, that we are not

without hope of healing. 

layer upon layer

part of my healing came in recognizing that sex was not only

a choice but a lifestyle, a culture, even. A public health report from

2002 said that by age twenty, 75 percent of their respondents had

engaged in premarital sex. If you increase the age to forty-four,

abstinence outside of marriage decreases to 5 percent. So in

2002, 95 percent of the adult population in America had sex 
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outside of marriage. This is a staggering statistic. The conclusion of

this public health report states, “Almost all Americans have sex

before marrying.”1 I had no motivation to deviate from that norm

so I followed its wide path and became a statistic.

when talking about shame resulting from sex outside of mar-

riage, we have to venture through a specific artery of premarital

sex: promiscuity. what is the difference? Sex outside of marriage

can happen with a fiancé. It can happen with a boyfriend of six

years. It can happen only once or twice. But promiscuity is the act

of having sex indiscriminately. It is sex without relationship, and

sometimes it is relationship based on sex. It is multiple partners

engaged in casual occasions. promiscuity is sexual chaos, which

was definitely center stage in my story. In the beginning, God

took chaos and made order; mankind entered and reintroduced

chaos. 

what happens when we deviate from God’s intended model

for sex and intimacy? we sin. Sin introduces shame. And shame

offers us a choice: we can allow the shame to convince us that we

are too dirty, too broken, for God, or we can allow shame to invite

us into the Father’s forgiving embrace. Our goal is to rest in his for-

giveness and healing together. 

we are starting a brave conversation. As believers, we might

admit to one another that we had sex before marriage, or even

that we made horrific sexual choices, but it’s a new level of vulner-

ability to discuss promiscuity or sexual shame. As a result, we feel

alone in the body and alone in our bodies. we start to wonder if

our brokenness is beyond healing. we secretly fear that we disgust

God just like we disgust people, and so we carry our brokenness as

a prison sentence. Corpse-like intimacy becomes all we think we
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deserve. we are lonely, but we are used to it. we do not even reg-

ister pain most days. 

recently, I stumbled upon a passage of Scripture in ephesians:

“They became callous and gave themselves over to promiscuity

for the practice of every kind of impurity with a desire for more

and more” (4:19 HCSB). I could go ahead and insert my name into

that verse and it would be a perfect summary of my teen and

young adult years. Marian became callous. Became, as in layers of

dead skin piled on until I was unable to feel. Callousness does

not happen overnight. A callus builds slowly and then thickens.

every act of promiscuity, every rejection, every one-night stand,

every broken relationship, every chaotic night and lonely morn-

ing layered my story with suffocating lies: I am disposable; I am

unworthy; I am consumable; I am alone. And these lies were the

death of me—layer upon layer of death. 

But there’s hope in paul’s imagery. while a callus is layer upon

layer of dead skin, all these layers serve a purpose—to protect the

skin beneath. Thus, a callus is not permanent. It can be removed

in the same way that it formed, layer by layer. It takes a lot of

scrubbing, a lot of patience, and a lot of repeated work, but in the

end, under all those dead cells, there is a layer of new skin—new,

tender, gloriously feeling skin. 

There is work to be done. I have named my lies. now I need to

call out the Father of Lies and exchange the lies for truth. revelation

12:10–11 is a gorgeous prophecy foretelling the victory of Jesus

over Satan through a battle of epic proportions. As the victor is

declared, a voice from heaven says, “now the salvation and the

power and the kingdom of our God and the authority of his Christ

have come, for the accuser of our brothers has been thrown
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down, who accuses them day and night before our God. And they

have conquered him by the blood of the Lamb and by the word

of their testimony” (eSV). 

The beauty of this verse is empowering, especially when we

consider the description of Jesus’ enemy: the Accuser. That Greek

word is kategor. rabbis transferred this word into a proper name

for the devil. Can you imagine kategor, standing before the

throne, hurling accusations, begging God to love us less?

If you look closely at kategor once more, you can tell that our

english word category is an offspring. To categorize something

means to divide it into separate groups. do you see what kategor

does? He hurls accusations—lies—about me, about you. He wants

to divide us from each other and separate us from the God who

loves us. And kategor is no fool, right? He knows God will not love

us less. So what does he do with his lies? where does he direct his

accusations? At me, at you. 

I am not unshakeable like God. I waver in my belief of his love.

I hear the lies and wonder if they aren’t true. For too long I allowed

the accusations of the Accuser to do their job and keep me from

spiritual intimacy. I had accepted defeat.

However, if defeat can be embraced, then defeat can also be

rejected. And with that truth in hand, my thorns began to loosen.

I’d heard enough from the Accuser. I was ready to call out the

Liar and embrace truth.

This is no small task. The lies to be conquered after a life of

promiscuity are loud, louder than the truth initially. They

announce defeat before we even stand to fight: “you will never

heal. you will never feel clean. you will forever be broken, dam-

aged, and consumed. you will never enjoy sex. you will never
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desire your husband. you are only meant to give pleasure, not

experience it.” 

In the early days of relearning intimacy, I started with one honest

truth, one thing I desired and believed God desired for me: healing.

I wished to leave my past buried beneath a pile of yesterdays, but in

order to uncover the gift of today, I needed his healing. 

So three tasks were before me: 

• I had to define intimacy.

• I had to define the obstacles to intimacy. 

• I had to possess tools to overcome the obstacles: shovels to

bury shame, chisels to chip away my walls, hammers to

reshape my understanding of self, pumice stones to slough

away my numbness, and a bucket of grace to wash over me.

where are you? 

Change is a process. As Marian said, you did not come to be

who you are or where you are overnight, and thus you cannot

transform overnight either. It is Ok to not be Ok. 

To begin the journey toward healing, you must let go of expec-

tations and trust the process. expectations of how this will go or

even what final healing looks like sabotage the journey before it

can begin. Because we long for heaven, we mix the promise of

heavenly restoration with our demand for what life should look

like now. Only when we let go of our demands and expectations

can we fully embrace where God wants to take us.

discerning where you are is an excellent place to begin. when

God was moving toward Adam and eve after their sin in the 

confessions of a cactus

25



garden, he asked Adam a question: “where are you?” (Gen. 3:9).

This is not an inquiry of proximity but rather of heart. 

The journey of recovery begins and continues around this

simultaneously kind and wounding question. In its kindness, the

question reveals your dignity. you matter. what is happening

inside of you matters. If God can pursue and care about the state

of your heart immediately following sin, maybe you can too. 

The question wounds in the sense that it calls you to be pres-

ent with the pain of your condition. Life east of eden pulses with

pain, partially due to the curses and consequences of the fall, but

also thanks to our depraved participation in recreating the fall on

a daily basis. 

So, where are you? I encourage you to get out your journal and

begin answering that question using the following prompts. The

heart is propelled, stirred, and invited by questions not answers.

Seek and you will find. when we demand answers, our process

stalls. when we allow ourselves to seek, we stumble and find our

way into answers.

1. Sit in the tension of God’s question, “where are you?” To give

your heart a language, consider speaking through these feelings:

anger, fear, hurt, loneliness, sadness, guilt, shame, and gladness.2

do not filter or edit your experience. Be honest. How is your heart

at the outset of this journey?

2. where do you want to be? In your wildest dreams, what

would a healed you look and feel like?

3. picture yourself as a hiker with a backpack. As you pursue a

trail of healing, what expectations or demands concerning this

healing journey and its outcome are in your pack? which ones

need to be set aside and left behind?
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notes

1. L. B. Finer, “Trends in premarital Sex in the united States, 1954–2003,”
Public Health Reports 122, no. 1 (2007): 73–78.

2. For further exploration of these eight core feelings, see Chip dodd, 
The Voice of the Heart: A Call to Full Living (Franklin, Tn: Sage Hill, 2001).
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