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Dedication
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For the horse girls who can’t imagine life without their horses (my wife Diane), and the husbands who learn to share hay bales, vet bills, and the occasional peppermint—one laugh (and sigh) at a time.
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Introduction
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When I said “I do,” I thought I was marrying one woman. What I didn’t realize was that my vows came with a bonus: a thousand pounds of horse. No one mentioned that at the altar. No one said, “For better or worse, for richer or broker, in sickness and in midnight colic emergencies.”

If you’re holding this book, chances are you’ve already encountered the peculiar world of horse people. Maybe you married one. Maybe you are one. Or maybe you’re just wondering why your garage smells like hay and your savings account now funds chiropractic adjustments for something that isn’t even human.

This book is my survival manual, love letter, and cautionary tale rolled into one. It’s a chronicle of the strange adventures that come with being a horse husband: the 2 a.m. vet calls, the “budget” tack sprees, the competitions that somehow last fourteen hours, and the quiet, magic moments when a horse presses its nose into your chest and everything else melts away.

You won’t find training tips here. I can’t teach you how to sit a trot or polish boots to show-ring standards. What you will find are stories: messy, funny, occasionally expensive stories told from the sidelines of the horse world. Think of this book as the field guide I wish someone had handed me on my wedding day.

Because here’s the truth: you’re not just along for the ride—you’re part of the herd now. And once a horse moves into your marriage, life will never be quite the same.

So grab your muck boots, a sense of humor, and maybe an extra credit card. Welcome to horse ownership... by marriage.

Introduction (From the Wife)

When my husband agreed to this life, I don’t think he fully understood what “life with horses” really meant. He thought it was trail rides on sunny afternoons, maybe the occasional horse show. He didn’t realize it was mud up to the knees, vet calls at 2 a.m., and more money spent on supplements than groceries.

But here’s the truth: he didn’t just marry me; he married my passion. Thunder has been my dream since long before vows or rings. And somehow, instead of resisting, my husband has learned to laugh through the chaos. He’s held flashlights in the dark, carried water when pipes froze, and made sandwiches on the tailgate during marathon show days.

This book is his story, but it’s also ours. It’s proof that love isn’t always candlelight and roses. Sometimes it’s mud-stained jeans and hay in your hair. Sometimes it’s saying yes to a horse you didn’t choose, because you chose the person who loves them.

So if you’re reading this as a fellow horse spouse, know you’re not alone. And if you’re reading this as a horse person, remember that behind every horse-crazy woman, there’s someone holding the gate. Someone who’s learned to read the difference between a happy whinny and a “call the vet” nicker. Someone who’s become an expert at standing in the rain with a halter and pretending they meant to be there.
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Chapter 1: The Wedding Triangle
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If jealousy had a mane and a tail, his name would be Thunder.

They say marriage is about compromise, but no one warned me I was marrying a horse too. On our wedding day, Thunder stood in the barn aisle, braided and polished, with a floral garland that made him look like the best man. In photo after photo, my wife beamed at him like a Hollywood co-star, while I lurked in the background holding the bouquet he’d tried to eat. By the time we cut the cake, I was already the third wheel.

Our honeymoon wasn’t tropical cocktails by the sea. It was the barn aisle at dawn, where I learned the difference between pellets and sweet feed, and how to scrub buckets without “leaving a smell.” When I suggested sightseeing, she suggested mucking stalls. I kissed her under a sunrise... only to watch her kiss Thunder’s nose three times after.

The hierarchy became even clearer on our first anniversary. While I ironed my one good shirt, she reminded me the regional horse show was that weekend. Dinner for two became hot dogs on bleachers. The gift exchange was more telling: she gave Thunder a custom bridle, and me a polite smile. At Christmas, stockings appeared on the mantel—one for her, one for Thunder, and a tiny peppermint pouch I was told was “ours.”

I tried sulking. I tried joking. I even tried bribery, once offering Thunder a bucket of carrots in exchange for a little less attention. He accepted the carrots and then ignored me completely. Eventually, I realized I wasn’t competing with another man. I was competing with a thousand pounds of charisma, better hair, and a more photogenic smile.

So I leaned into it. Thunder wasn’t just her horse—he was her partner in joy, her confidant, her stress reliever. Fighting him meant fighting her happiness. Accepting him meant becoming part of the triangle. I became the guy who holds the camera, the lead rope, and occasionally my tongue.

Some days I still feel like the sidekick. But then I see the way she looks at me when I help haul water buckets at midnight, or when I drive the trailer at 4 a.m. so she makes her class. In those moments, I’m reminded: it’s not about being first or second. It’s about being part of the ride.
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I thought she meant me.
She meant the horse.
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