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To the woman I used to be






COWBOY’S LIE

In the still dark of the morning,

I’d wake up with a smile

to the sound of boots coming my way.

Coffee and comfort waiting at my door.

Lord, how could something so wrong feel so right?

You loved me and left me for another day.

You took me to the moon

and showed me all the stars.

Told me I was the best you’d ever had,

your once-in-a-lifetime love.

You weren’t out to hurt the others,

just give you a little more time.

Take the good with the bad

was the anthem I despised.

Four years later, I wake

to the tears rolling down my face.

The pain so great, to die would be gain.

Jesus said, joy comes in the morning.

That’s the evil of this secret,

it was never meant to be this way.

Forgiveness, grace, and freedom await.

You took me to the moon

and showed me all the stars.

Told me I was the best you’d ever had,

your once-in-a-lifetime love.

You weren’t out to hurt the others,

just give you a little more time.

Take the good with the bad

was the anthem I despised.

Cowboys lie and cowboys cry.

There ain’t a tear you shed that I haven’t already cried.

My greatest weakness and hardest goodbye,

this is for all the women wanting to die.









FOREWORD

EVERY SO OFTEN, a story lands in your hands that doesn’t just ask to be read—it asks to be felt. More Than a Secret is one of those stories.

As a grief counselor and pastor, I’ve sat with people in the aftermath of loss, betrayal, moral failure, heartbreak, and silence. I’ve heard the words they don’t say out loud. And I’ve seen how the human heart can survive things we’re told should destroy us.

That’s why this book matters so much.

The woman who wrote these words does not claim to be a hero. She doesn’t pretend to have it all figured out. She shares her truth with a kind of unapologetic vulnerability that is rare and courageous. What you’ll find here isn’t filtered or polished; it’s real. It’s the voice of someone willing to walk through the fire and still choose integrity, even if she had to learn it the hard way.

This book will stir up something inside you. It might make you uncomfortable. It might make you cry. I believe it will also invite you to ask some powerful questions of your own—about honesty, about relationships, about faith and failure, about what we do when life turns out differently than we hope, and about how we begin again.

If, by chance or divine intervention, you are that woman—the one in the affair, the one who never imagined you’d end up where you are, who feels torn between conviction and connection, the one who feels completely in love and completely lost—this book is especially for you. There are few resources (if any) written with your heartache, hope, and healing in mind. Fewer still that offer compassion without condoning and clarity without condemnation. This story does both. It will not excuse you, but it will see you.

So whether you’re flipping these pages out of curiosity, pain, or something you can’t yet name, I hope you’ll read with an open heart. And maybe, just maybe, this story will help you feel a little less alone in your own sin and struggles.

Pastor Rachel Long, MS,GC-C, CGC

Doctoral Candidate – Human Services 2026

Founder of Joshua Center






PREFACE

HOW CAN THE best thing in your life make you wish your life would end, abruptly?

I am writing this book to the woman I used to be. It is a story of a relationship where, for the first time in my life, I felt love, passion, and intimacy. It was addicting, exhilarating, and fun—until it wasn’t. As you will discover, it is a story of how I fell into an affair with a married man thirty years older than me and loved it. I was married at the time as well, and I was the happy mistress. However, what started out as so unexpectedly shocking and uplifting morphed into something else over time, something toxic and damaging.

In the pages to come, I’m going to tell you the story of my life, particularly honing in on the last decade, with a level of vulnerability perhaps beyond any book you’ve ever read. It is the second most courageous, difficult, and painful thing I’ve ever done to recount this story, write it, and share it with the world. The first was and is living it.

You will be tempted to perceive me as a victim. Please do not. I take full responsibility for the choices I have made, the sin I embraced, and the actions I have taken. Though I have changed the names of many people involved, I will be real, raw, and genuine with the good, bad, and ugly, because anything less would be a lie, and I’ve learned the hard way that there is nothing more important to me than my integrity. In fact, I opted to hybrid publish this book so I could give you the real and unfiltered version as I believe that will be the most relatable to every woman who has walked in my shoes or perhaps still is.

Being a secret was never in God’s design for humanity. He created boundaries for our relationships to protect us and empower us to experience his gift of intimacy as a blessing, never a curse. What I did was not only wrong but destructive. It nearly killed me. Letting go of the man you will get to know in the pages to come has been the hardest and most painful journey I have ever embarked on.

When I hit rock bottom, amid all the turmoil, I desperately went searching for someone—anyone—to relate to but came up short. There was not a book, podcast, or any other resource to be found in confidence that would help me make sense of this nightmare I had entered, let alone how to chart a path out of it coming from the mistress’s point of view. I wanted nothing more than for God to take me to my final resting place; there was no desirable solution, and the future looked very bleak. My hope and prayer is that this book will be the resource of hope, inspiration, and encouragement that I couldn’t find when I needed it most.

Should you give this story a chance, I trust you will find the inspiration to not only survive breaking free from the toxicity of an extramarital affair but have the hope of thriving again, living your best and most abundant life in the years to come.


Girl,

You are fearfully and wonderfully made.

You were not made to be anyone’s number two.

You are worth more than a secret.

May you find the courage to choose the harder right,

to be the best version of you that you can be.









CHAPTER 1 PICTURE PERFECT



“I’d never cheat, an’ I would never lie,

in another’s eyes, yeah yeah”

— “In Another’s Eyes,” BY TRISHA YEARWOOD AND GARTH BROOKS



I USED TO tell people I had it made. Raised in small town USA, there was plenty to be grateful for. I grew up in a two-story farmhouse covered in clay-colored vinyl siding and a driftwood-shingled roof on the edge of town with about fourteen acres, a few cows, chickens, an occasional pig or two, usually a dog and/or barn cats, and too many unwelcome coons and possums. Our property had a creek that ran through it, and on the other side, my grandparents, better known as Nana and Papaw, had about forty-four acres of tillable ground and woodland that adjoined. Not even a half mile from our house was their farmhouse on a couple of acres, and on the north end of their farm is the place I grew up visiting every time we wanted to go fishing. Now that is where I live, next to the fishing hole. My parents own the land adjoining, so our properties connect through the field.

I have an amazing younger sister, Ashley, who’s always been one of my greatest cheerleaders. Every time I start to question whether a house will sell, a project will get finished, or if I’ll ever marry again, I can hear the echo of her voice: “It will,” or “You will get it,” and “You will.” I have some of the hardest-working and most loving parents a kid could ask for who never let us want for anything we ever needed. I never got the deck and private entrance I wanted in high school, but the Airbnb guests enjoy it now! Bless their hearts.

I grew up on God, Garth, and Strait. Our house was built on the foundation of faith. We lived a simple life, with a “work hard, play hard” mindset, although work often felt like playing around the farm and we loved it. Going out to eat on a Sunday was a treat, and every meal at my nana and papaw’s was heaven on earth, especially when there was a hot apple pie coming out of the oven with a cup of black coffee and vanilla-bean ice cream. I wonder if that’s part of God’s grand design, the cycle of life, because Lord knows if Nana was still here and I still ate like I did growing up, multiplied by slower metabolism, I’d be in a world of hurt!

A tomboy to the bone, I was confident I could do anything any boy could do and welcomed the challenge. I was my dad and papaw’s shadow growing up, learning how to work around the farm, remodel houses, and back trailers before I was tall enough to see over the steering wheel. I grew up with a love for raising cattle while my sister enjoyed horses, perhaps primarily because I could make money selling beef and I hadn’t figured out how to turn a dime with a horse. In fact, they seemingly just cost money—hay burners.

When I turned sixteen and got my license, I decided it was time to quit playing sports and start my career. I started “trashing out” (removing what remained from repossessed homes the banks took over) and mowing bank-owned properties for cash flow. My mom was a real estate agent and made the connections for me. This income allowed me to make the down payment and secure my first house, which I later sold for a profit.

At seventeen, I bought my second home and remodeled it during nights and weekends around school. That, too, sold for a profit.

I also borrowed $35,000 to buy thirty-five steers from a Texas ranch. My plan was to supply beef to an all-natural grocery store in Minnesota until nine of the steers died in the first few months—but that’s a story for another time, a very painful lesson learned. I worked around the clock to get the loan paid back. Thanks to Dave Ramsey (a personal finance guru I follow) and Proverbs 22:7 (“The rich rule over the poor, and the borrower is slave to the lender,” NIV), other than a conservative note on my home for a brief time, I have never gone into debt since. I’ve never had a credit card, a car loan, or a credit score. Take a breath—I am okay.

Terri Clark’s song “One of the Guys” was my anthem, and I took pride in every beat. I never cared much about school and really didn’t want to go to college, but my parents thought it would be a good idea to have a “backup.” Reluctantly, I agreed to get an associate’s degree in business from our state’s community college, cramming every class into one day a week so I could work the rest of the week. Yes, yes, I see you, Sabbath; I’m a work in progress. Note to self: I know my parents’ motives were well intended, but learning from professors who have never been in business is a waste of time and money. Let’s face it, at eighteen years old, what do you have to lose? Go big or go home. And if you go big, be prepared to work harder and longer than all your friends combined—or at least smarter!

Here’s what you do in small-town USA: Graduate high school, maybe go to college, maybe not, get married, buy a house, and possibly start a family. I’ve always been in a hurry, echoing Alabama’s song, “I’m in a Hurry (And Don’t Know Why),” in real time. I’m known for running a hundred miles an hour in life and business. Living the American dream was no different. I dated a guy named Dan for three years, went through an enormous amount of church classes and counseling, tied the knot, and bought the house by the fishing hole about a half mile from where I grew up. I had no complaints.

I was following the formula I learned, going through the motions, climbing my own entrepreneurial ladder, heavily involved in church and small groups, family, and maintaining our slice of paradise surrounded by corn and beans. I was full of life, confident, strong, and successful for my age by most definitions. I had everything going for me and never shied away from hard work or hard times. I learned early on to press in, and when the going got tough, I got tougher.

Sometimes you simply don’t know what you don’t know. I was naïve and young, striving to be a sponge and soak every bit of knowledge and wisdom up, whether personally or professionally. I was content. I really didn’t know anything better to stack my life up against in this little town. I was a virgin when I married, and when I finally had sex on my wedding night, I had to wonder what all the hype was about. I went through the motions, focused on work, family, church, Jesus, and being the best version of me I could be on this journey called life.

It’s important for you to know and be mindful of where I come from and who I was growing up as you continue to read and digest the unfolding story with all of life’s turns and fast curveballs. I was a God-fearing, Jesus-loving farm girl high on country living from small town USA. I was predictable, dependable, and loyal to a fault. An overachiever, of whom nobody would have higher expectations than myself. A young go-getter, determined to work harder and longer than anyone and everyone around me, to experience a life that generations prior only dreamed of. A girl who saw the straight and narrow as the only path if she didn’t want God’s wrath. A warrior of sorts, a phone call away for her family, friends, and neighbors. Always eager to help, serve, and inspire to greater heights. A good human by every standard, though far from perfect. I put an excessive amount of pressure on myself. I was confident but also judgmental, although most would never know. I struggled with control, even with my Maker: Why couldn’t things be the way I thought they should be?

When I was eighteen years old, my family met some folks, whom I am calling John-Boy and Jenni, and who became near and dear to our hearts. In fact, they grew to be more like family than friends. The first point of connection was probably how we dressed: more often than not, jeans, boots, and a casual shirt. We were all from small country towns, high on country living, country music, and hard work.

John-Boy became like a big brother to me, and let me tell you, there is only one John-Boy in this world, so unique, always making me laugh, and always “good”—no matter the circumstances. Jenni was a lot of fun too. Running with the kids, sharing meals, going to concerts, we shared a lot of laughs and hazelnut coffee. We loved their kids like they were our own, eager to help with schoolwork, play, bake, attend rodeos, or any other fun we could find.

John-Boy and Jenni were not locals but had been here some time. At one point, they moved back to their home state and sold their nearby home. When they decided to move back and plant roots here, they were trying to figure out what that would look like. In the meantime, they had rented a couple of different farms that weren’t shaking out like expected. My husband and I were talking more and more about how we could support them in their endeavors. John-Boy and Jenni were both in our wedding, and I don’t think there was anything we wouldn’t do for them.

The idea arose for them to build a boarding facility for horses on our property with living quarters above it, which would be only three and a half miles from the horse track. We started checking into what that would entail, made the plans, counted the cost, sought the county’s blessing, and we were off!

For six months John-Boy and Jenni lived in my parents’ upper-level, half a mile from Dan’s and my place while we constructed the new three-thousand-square-foot barn. The barn would be equipped with ten horse stalls, five on each side and an open center to store hay and still have a walking path for the horses. There would be a wash bay, a half bath, and a tack room extending out the front of the building on the main level. Above that enclosed space was a massive twelve-by-thirty-foot deck leading into a rustic nine hundred square feet of living quarters. It would be perfect for them, and even easier for all of us to do life together only 150 yards away from Dan’s and my home.

I had spent the last few years relentlessly reading, learning, and attending as many Dave Ramsey live events as I could. One of his key speakers and leaders I had grown to respect had since resigned and started facilitating life-changing events, what was then known as “Life Plan,” for anyone who was interested. Life Plan was an intensive one-on-one coaching event to help you lay out your life on the whiteboard, understand what caused the greatest falls and what inspired the biggest leaps, in an effort to live your best life moving forward. It was a two-day commitment on the outskirts of Nashville, and I jumped at the opportunity to sign up and go.

I loved it! It challenged me to look in the rearview mirror long enough to discover and see the patterns in my life and what caused various painful falls. These insights and lessons helped me form a vision for my future. I’ve always been intrigued by the self-help world, learning how to get, and be, better. I came back from Nashville so excited that I encouraged everyone in my circle to go through the program. Ultimately, at various times, my parents, sister, aunt, and even John-Boy went through it.

John-Boy called me at the conclusion of his first day. I could hear the excitement in his voice. I was excited for him and couldn’t wait for Jenni to go. The program brought so much clarity, healing, and hope for each of us to discover and embrace. We all have something special inside, right? Because of the program, how I saw others changed. My level of empathy grew. I learned that no parent gets it perfect, no child grows up flawless. Now, thanks to Life Plan, every time I cross paths with someone with a less-than-kind interaction, I think to myself, She’s just a broken-hearted little girl in a woman’s body or He’s just a broken-hearted little boy in a man’s body. For every human, I became innately aware that “hurt people hurt people.”

John-Boy and Jenni had truly become like family. When they moved in upon completion of the living quarters, Dan and I, my parents, and my aunt continued to rotate houses with them for dinner multiple times a week and were getting to know one another even better—the good, the bad, and the ugly.

I was excited.

Jenni had agreed to go to Life Plan, but within days of her departure date, she not only bowed out but deflected by running to the church I had attended for nearly twenty years, creating a huge monster over John-Boy’s and my friendship. I guess looking in the mirror was too daunting.

I was not too worried. I had not only attended this church for twenty years but had served alongside their leadership, leading and participating in several programs and ministries. They knew me.

What happened next shocked and wrecked me. Rather than offering accountability and attempting to get to the root of the deflection and dysfunction, the church simply sided with Jenni, coddling her while castrating John-Boy. My heart ached. All along I had wanted for my friends to find healing from their past, hope for their future, and to begin to thrive in their marriage and in life. Instead, the church was enabling Jenni’s fears and failing the couple and their family right before my eyes.

Eventually, the senior pastor met with me and Dan. I asked him, “Do you believe the definition of insanity, doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results?”

“No, not entirely,” the pastor responded.

This is what I saw the church doing for Jenni, the same thing they had done again and again, instructing Jenni to meet with a volunteer counselor, read a book, and participate in a small group. This prescription had not helped Jenni get to the root of her pain or find healing. What made them think the same prescription would produce a different result this time? Within six months of moving into the new barn and home, John-Boy and Jenni moved out.

I was devastated. While I could not conceive of having a romantic relationship with John-Boy, he was nevertheless my best friend, my “adopted” older brother. We had so many common interests. Life was fun with John-Boy and Jenni and their kids.

Dan voiced his support for me, even for John-Boy and my friendship. He told the church he didn’t have any concern or fear whatsoever. But it made no difference. Unfortunately, without any support, John-Boy bowed down and bowed out, going along with everything Jenni and the church ordered.

Is it possible that his and my friendship was stronger than their marriage? Maybe so. But I did not know that, and I could not see how anything I had done could be construed as wrong or inappropriate. My heart was in shreds.

Although the senior pastor apologized for “failing us” in this situation, he was not willing to “right the wrong.” My parents, Dan, and I decided to leave that church. We could not, in good conscience, continue to support a church that took the easy way out rather than pursuing the “harder right” (which is my shorthand for doing the harder but right thing). Jesus never did. It all seemed very unfortunate and unnecessary. Where would we go to worship? What would life be like without the closest friends we’d ever had?

And what, on God’s green earth, would we do with this massive reminder in our backyard? This three-thousand-square-foot horse barn stood nearly thirty feet high with living quarters and no horses or people and was situated at the backdrop of our pond. With every sunset it was a reminder of the failed friendships and venture. To say I felt disappointed and sad was an understatement.

But I am not one to mope. I am a doer by nature and so those emotions rolled into a momentous attempt at redemption. A year later, when horse-racing season was firing up yet again, and only being three miles from a major racetrack, I posted some flyers and let people know we had a horse barn for rent. I attended association meetings and started making calls.

I reached out to a reputable outfit and got an initial “No thanks.” But a few days later he called back and said he and his wife would like to come and see the place. I made sure the barn looked its best: lights on, mats swept, shedrow raked, wash bay rinsed. It was show ready. After all, your first impression is your last impression.
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