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Wives vs Husbands

May 2025 Edition

Introduction: 

Rachael 5’6” 168lbs & Garrison 5’7” 145lbs..... Becky 5’4” 147lbs & Calvin 6’0” 172lbs....... Lori 5’4” 142lbs & Terry 5’7” 160lbs....... Sophie 5’6” 223lbs & Anton 6’3” 173lbs.......Carina 5’4” 203lbs & Freddie 5’7” 150lbs...... Tricia 5'7" 194lbs & Jack 5’8” 181lbs........ Elisha 5’6” 154lbs & Anton 5’9” 157lbs.......Jenny 5’8” 158lbs and Will 5’4” 132lbs........Malea 5’4” 188lbs & Isaac 5’10” 154lbs.

Yes, men are usually bigger and stronger than women. But times are changing, and more and more women are gaining strength and important fighting and grappling skills. You’ll love learning from these amazing couples and seeing these great pics. See why readers have fallen in love with these insightful books!
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Rachael 5’6” 168lbs & Garrison 5’7” 145lbs
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I grew up about 60 miles south of Marquette, Michigan which is in the Upper Peninsula. It’s in the middle of nowhere and my parents got radicalized. I barely even remember them being mainstream or “normal”. By the time I was seven we were in church all the time and following male chauvanist customs that were not a part of mainstream society.

I have one sister who guided me through life. In other words, she reassured me that my instincts were correct. Even though we went to a church-school and were sectioned off from non-believers, I knew this way of thinking was all B.S. 

I was led to believe that women had their role and they had to be happy in that role. There was no question that the world was set up for men with women just playing a necessary function. My parents were not outrightly abusive, but I suppose that is a matter of debate or interpretation. I was not allowed to play sports or do anything that I now see as fun.

I met Garrison when I was nineteen and he seemed open to a modified lifestyle. What I did not know, at the time, was that Garrison was basically lying to me or at least hiding his true intentions. He proposed to me after eight months and I accepted. Three months later we were married. One year into the marriage Garrison was as strictly religious and my parents. And he would not accept any debate with his wife. I had been conned.

I definitely had the impression that I needed to escape once my attempts to be heard were rebuffed. And “rebuffed” is another way to say he smacked me around. And it never ocurred to me to fight back. I yelled for him to stop, but I did not physically give it much of an effort except covering my head. Garrison was about 5’7” 145lbs at the time, but I saw it as being man vs woman and the woman can’t win. 
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It took me three total years of marriage before I wised up. My parents were not supportive of me, but my sister was and I lived with her and her husband in the northern suburbs of Chicago. What a culture shock! And in this case, a shock was a great thing!

First off, you’ll understand even more once you read my sister’s profile. She went from the hardcore male-first life directly into a very liberal existence with feminism everywhere. And Sharon’s husband, Brent, was a whole different kind of dude!

I adapted to life in a normal community very well. Sure, I did a few wild things, but I just turned twenty-three and was having the time of my life. I joined a gym and discovered a hidden set of talents. I was about 5’7” 150lbs at the time and the trainer told me I had “unusual strength”. Hmm, was he just trying to get me to spend more money at the place to increase my talents? I sort of thought so until I realized that benching 135lbs with no training is pretty impressive. And legs were even more surprising. I could do 100lbs, right away, on leg extensions and leg curls. 

I felt like a drug addict going to the gym. I had to have the adrenaline high! And I had to see my muscles grow...and boy did they! And the snowball kept rolling and rolling. I started boxing, kickboxing and MMA classes, anything to get that rush! 

I dated this guy, Doug, and one night we both had a few drinks and started wrestling. Doug was about 5’10” 190lbs and in terrific shape. After about five minutes of all out wrestling, Doug was shocked. He couldn’t believe that I had only four months of experience. I couldn’t quite kick his butt, but I was coming close!  
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I had no interaction at all with Garrison until I was about twenty-five. I finally went back “home” for my aunt’s funeral and he made sure to be there. At first, Garrison tried to convince me to move back. But then, as I convinced him that I wouldn’t, he said something haunting; “This isn’t over”.

One year later I heard that Garrison got married. I hoped that would be the end of it. He had been emailing me scriptures and other absolute crap about gender roles and other “obedience” related items. This didn’t stop even when he was engaged and married. Fast forward a couple years, I was twenty-eight-years old, Garrison had been married for one year and I had just met my now-husband.

Garrison paid me a surprise visit. This was six years after our divorce and five years after my gym addiction started. 

You know how you dream about a certain situation happening and then it happens and you freeze? Well, that was NOT what happened this time! I asked Garrison what the hell he was doing in Chicago at my doorstep. He referred back to his statement years earlier that “this isn’t over”. 

I said something like this;

“Oh f—k, are you serious? Get out of here. Literally leave now. NOW!”

I had a sweatshirt on and a sports bra under it and I took the sweatshirt off. Then I took my sweatpants off and I had spandex shorts on underneath. I had a nice pump since I had just come back from MMA class. 

Garrison looked like he saw a ghost. So far so good. By this point, I was about 160lbs. I could bench press 200lbs, squat 375lbs and deadlift 410lbs. 

Garrison was glaze-eyed and he said “you have muscles like a man”. I said “you don’t have muscles like a man. And I assume you don’t find me attractive now with my man-muscles, so leave”.
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Garrison stumbled on his words and said I looked nice and he wasn’t going anywhere. Then he said something kind of creepy about how my new physique made him even more sure he was going to take his wife back.

I was very straightforward. I looked at this 5’7” 145-150lb twerp and said “leave or I’m going to literally beat the s—t out of you right here, right now”.

I was sick of this back and forth and I pushed this jerk that had abused me six and seven years earlier. Garrison came at me and I grabbed his arm from the outside and put immense pressure on his elbow as I kicked out his same-side knee and swept his other leg. Garrison was flat on his back and I could have dislocated his elbow. Instead, I jammed my knee into his lower stomach and the wind left his body in-full. I put a jiujitsu lock on his left arm and pressed his chin to the side painfully. Then I located my ankles on the sides of his neck and pressed in.

“I’m deciding if I’ll break your arm, dislocate your elbow or make you pass out. You don’t get a say in the matter. Do you wish you would have just left? If I see you again, I won’t wait, I’ll come right at you and beat your ass because you’re a weak, pathetic loser”.

Foolishly, I let go and stood up and Garrison got on one knee, clearly struggling to breathe. He stayed that way for nearly a minute before he stood up and charged me. 

I got to the side and struck the back of his head before getting fully behind him and sweeping his legs. This time, I mounted him sitting on Garrison’s chest. I jammed by knee back in his lower stomach before pressing my knees into his shoulders. He tried kicking my back and came too close for comfort. Not being an experienced street fighter, I was nervous and a little sloppy. I gave him another abdominal shot, this time with my fist before slamming each foot into his ribs. 

Garrison’s face was open so I delivered two short shots with my fist to his chin. He was barely awake, but I changed that by choking him out. 

I quickly got my sweatshirt and pants and tied his wrists behind his back. I looked over and saw our neighbors, a couple in their 70’s watching. The police pulled up because they had called them. I had a few more seconds and Garrison did not seem toothless or defenseless enough at this point. 
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I did what any smart woman would do. I grabbed his legs, got the ideal angle and gave him three shots to the balls. By the time the police came he was absolutely crushed. They made sure he wasn’t in need of a hospital visit (it was close) and then read him the riot act about leaving me alone. 

Oh goodness, can you even imagine? A guy that believes in male superiority tries to re-take his property and ends up getting beaten up. Kicking my ex-husband’s butt (and family jewels) made me feel both shaky and proud. But, what if this was a legit-sized man? Could I have handled things? I wasn’t so sure, so I went on to train with far greater dedication.
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