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Praise for Fifty Shades of Faithful

Hang on to your Bibles and your sense of humor, but check your inhibitions at the door. This is not your grandmothers marriage manual. … Hard-hitting relationship issues ranging from intimacy to abuse … A wild ride, some parts of which may jolt a bit.

Blissfully unorthodox Christian couple whose quick thinking, devotion to each other and unconventional approach to life in general and marriage in particular draw them time and again into the worlds of the troubled individuals who cross their path.

As a marriage counselor in training, books like these make me want to do back flips! You will laugh, you might cry, but you will definitely turn the pages. All marriages will have trials, but there is hope! Do yourself a favor and grab this book.






Fifty Shades of Faithful 

by
Mary C. Findley
© 2014 Findley Family Video


Fifty Shades of Faithful

© 2014 Findley Family Video

Scripture quotations are from Holy Bible, King James Version. Public Domain.

No part of this publication may be reproduced in whole or in part, or stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the publisher. Exception is made for short excerpts used in reviews.

Findley Family Video Publications

Speaking the truth in love.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of characters to persons living or dead is coincidental.

In Association with The Edge Books

What is THE EDGE?

THE EDGE is a conviction. Its where we stand to save the lost. Its stepping away from our comfortable pews to bring God to the world. Its following Jesus example to minister to the outcasts, the overlooked, the forgotten.

THE EDGE is about relationship, not religion. Its Gods power being stronger and Gods love running deeper than anything people face. Its being fearless in the face of adversity and willing to look the devil in the eye and say, You cant have him or her anymore.

We are authors, Christians, people walking by faith. We are THE EDGE.

www.TheEdgeBooks.blogspot.com


A Note from the Author

Sam and Vivian Tucker are not exactly conventional Christian marriage counselors. This short story collection is mixture of suspense, humor, and love designed to help marriages in trouble and to teach fidelity and commitment to the married and unmarried.

The stories contains no graphic or explicit content but do have some eyebrow-raising bits of advice. Its not a sex manual but it frankly covers uncomfortable topics.

This book contains a little something for everyone as people of all ages have relationship adventures and misadventures in these stories. 
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Cowboys and Indians

I opened to my beloved; but my beloved had withdrawn himself, and was gone: my soul failed when he spake: I sought him, but I could not find him; I called him, but he gave me no answer.
Song of Solomon 5:6

Havent you ever played Cowboys and Indians, your honor? 

As soon as Timothy Reynolds said it, he knew it was a mistake. The Honorable Linda Samuels looked at him over her half-glasses.

Cowboys and Indians, Mr. Reynolds? she echoed.

Tim wanted to stop, but he couldnt. Yes. Cowboys and Indians; Cops and Robbers. You know  Someone captures someone else. The Indian ties up the cowboy, or you have toy handcuffs We all did it when we were kids. It was exciting and fun. Everybody knew it was just a game. Even if you were the person who got tied up, you liked it.

I cannot say I ever did play those games, Mr. Reynolds, the judge said coldly. I cannot imagine it being fun to be tied up or handcuffed. Your wife has given evidence that she did not find it fun. She called it spousal abuse. She has presented it as grounds for divorce. That divorce is hereby granted. The marriage of Timothy James Reynolds and Sandra Vaughn Reynolds is hereby dissolved.



*****

Tim had heard about people who had recurring nightmares about terrible events in their lives that hadnt happened yet. He really never imagined that the finalizing of his divorce from Sandy would become his. Yet he kept waking up, every single night, after having this very dream. Oh, how he dreaded the time when it would become a reality.

Tim looked at the clock. Four AM. Drenched in sweat and trembling, it was just as if he had missed a fatal car crash. He knew he was heading for something devastating, catastrophic  the end of everything. He climbed out of bed and went for the shower. Standing under the coldest water he could get for about ten minutes was the only thing he had found that came close to calming him down.

Christians arent supposed to get divorced, he said to the icy water as it poured down his face and over his body. Marriage is for better or for worse, till death do you part, no matter what. Theres no such thing as a divorced Christian. Not a real one, who wants to serve the Lord one hundred percent.

He turned his back to the showerhead and rested his hands against the wall. I cant teach. I cant preach. I cant have any kind of a real ministry in a Bible-believing church. Its like having a terminal illness that goes on for years. Youre too sick to do anything useful but youre still alive. Im a little young to just sit at home and be a prayer warrior. Sandy has destroyed every chance I ever had of having a ministry.

Thinking about Sandy was a mistake. Now it was ten times harder to cool down. A whole flood of memories burst over him. Dates, courtship, the wedding. Tim went down on his knees and began to cry as he thought about their wedding night. It was only six months ago. This marriage should have lasted fifty years, God permitting, not been ended by 

By the suggestion that they try something different, have a little fun, play a little game? Tim had been stunned by Sandys reaction. Perversion, she had called it. Sadism. She had said no Christian could possibly think it was all right to experiment with mild bondage. She hadnt understood the cowboys and Indians analogy, either. Shed actually been afraid of him when he had persisted in trying to persuade her.

The protection from abuse order had been served at work, Monday morning, after that unforgettable weekend. Had he been such a fool to call her, to try to go to his own home to talk to her? A night in jail had not given him any reason to change his mind about how to handle this. When his father had come in the morning, paid his bail and walked him over to the coffee shop across from the county lockup, he did not hesitate to take up the subject with Clark Reynolds. Tim had always asked his dad for advice, even if hed already made up his mind what the right thing to do was. And the right thing, of course, was to get Sandy to stop being an idiot and listen to him.

Tim, stay away from Sandy, his father said sternly. Thats what the court says you have to do. If you take some time, show her that you didnt mean what you said or did, that it was some kind of horrible mistake  maybe Sandy will come to trust you again.

Dad, I love Sandy, Tim blurted out. I would never hurt her. Doesnt she know me better than that?

Tim, being married mean you can trust each other so much that when things happen they drive you together, not apart, his father replied. But when you come up with something thats different from what the two of you have been taught all your lives  his father struggled to go on. This thing you did  you didnt learn it in our house, or in church, surely  That kind of thing will tear a marriage apart.

You think I was wrong  I was sinning  even to bring this up? To suggest it, to want to talk about it?

Its not something Christians would even talk about, son, much less try to do. Its something the world does, not something we do.

No Christians? Not ever? You never thought about it, or talked about it with mom? Never?

His father looked away. I wasnt there, Tim. I dont know exactly what you said or did. I only see the result. It couldnt be right, the way Sandy reacted. Shes a fine Christian girl. For her to ask for legal protection from you, to want a divorce 

Divorce? Tim had exploded. No! No way! Now that would be sin, Dad. Ill never agree to that. It wont happen. Ill make Sandy understand.

I told you before, stay away from Sandy, his father warned. Tim, this is a horrible thing. People are  people are calling us, wanting to know what on earth you did. We dont know what to tell them. Your mother  Tim, your mother is completely shattered. I had to have our number changed. Shes so  Were both so  so ashamed.

Tim stared at him in silence. His father rubbed his face with his hand. Where are you going to stay? he asked wearily.

I  I hadnt thought about it, Tim admitted. I was going to ask if I  if I could come home for a few days.

Your mother does not want to see you, said his father, still not looking at him. She knows I came to bail you out 

Ill pay you back, dad, Tim said quickly. Dont worry.

Sandy told us to tell you that the court has frozen you out of all your banking and credit accounts, his dad said. Theyll arrange to garnish your wages for support payments, but youll still receive the rest of your paychecks. Youll have to open a new bank account somewhere. Here, take this. He handed Tim an envelope. Go rent an apartment  not here in town. Contact me on my cell phone in a week or so. Dont call the house  I dont want your mother to answer it. Let the court know where you are, of course. You know when your hearing is.

His father lurched up and stumbled quickly out of the coffee shop. Tim sat there with the envelope in his hand for almost an hour. The manager of the coffee shop finally came and asked him to leave if he wasnt going to order anything else.

*****

And so, he had asked for and been granted a weeks emergency leave from work, and found this efficiency apartment in a city about twenty miles from his home town. It was nice enough. It wasnt a flea trap full of perverts. Tim guessed he was probably the only pervert in the building. At least, he was beginning to think of himself like that. He had moved in four days ago. His dad had brought over some clothes, but he hadnt seen anyone else he knew since he had been arrested.

Someone was banging on the door. Tim staggered up, stiff with cold and unable to keep his balance. The banging continued.

Police! shouted a voice. Open up in there!

Tim grabbed his bathrobe, ignoring the need for a towel. What now, he wondered? Had Sandy decided to have him arrested again? Could she tell he was thinking about her? Was that a violation of that protection from abuse order? He was too cold, too out of his head to think sensibly. Finally he made it to the door and opened it.

In the hallway stood a tall, middle-aged man in a policemans uniform, with thinning gray-black hair and a mustache. He was rock-solid and in remarkably good shape. Tim bet he was no doughnut addict.

May I come in, sir? the officer asked. Tim stepped aside and waved him in. He stood leaning against the doorframe, staring stupidly at the officer until the man closed the front door, led him over to a chair, and sat him down.

I  uh  I had a complaint about the noise in this apartment, sir, the officer said, seeming very uneasy. Anyone else here with you?

No, Tim said in a whisper, shifting his gaze to the floor.

The neighbors, sir, have been hearing voices shouting, um  strange noises  crying  They said tonight theres been water running for over an hour.

Tim looked over at the microwave clock. It said 5:10 AM. No wonder he was so cold. I was taking a shower, Tim said. And sometimes I talk to myself in the shower. Am I under arrest? Should I get dressed?

No, sir. No. The neighbor who called  hes actually a friend of mine. This isnt my beat, and Im not even on duty right now. Hes not pressing charges. He was  well  more worried about you than anything. Wanted me to check and see if you were okay.

That was very neighborly of him. Tims teeth had started to chatter. Im fine. Im sorry I bothered anyone. Im sorry.

Here, son, lets get you dried off and warmed up a little bit. Tim thought this was strange behavior for a police officer, but he allowed himself to be rubbed down briskly, and, while he went through the motions of getting dressed, the officer made some coffee and searched the cupboards.

Finding any drugs or beer kegs, officer? Tim asked dryly, coming into the kitchen/living room.

No, sir, and Im not finding any food either, except this fossilized pizza. He prodded the unopened box on the counter. My friend said youd been here about four days, taking long showers in the middle of the night. What have you been eating?

Well, nothing, I guess. My dad brought me that pizza when he was here  I didnt really feel like it at the time. The coffee was complimentary with the coffeemaker when I moved in, as I understand it. I dont normally drink it.

Well, its all there is, so choke it down. What do you normally drink?

Straight bourbon, Tim grunted, swigging the coffee. Ugh, this stuff is horrible. How can you drink it?

With four sugars and three creams, the police officer replied. But you dont have anything like that. If you drink bourbon, you must eat the bottles afterward.

Right, I do. And
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