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Grappling Women Next Door

Mixed Wrestling Victories 

Introduction:

RaeAnne (5’0” 122lbs) won a “Best Butt” contest and you’ll see why! And of course, this beautiful woman had to learn how to keep the fellas at bay. Like most of the women featured in this book, RaeAnne has a devilish side with a slew of dominant tendencies. You’ll fall in love with this powerful beautiful lady!

At 5’5” 228lbs, Aubrey is a man-taming instructor and a practitioner of the fine art as well. This beautiful woman has the power and the skill set to put almost any man firmly in his place. Aubrey has the body, the attitude and the background to thrill any fan of Woman Power.

Megan (5’6” 141lbs) and Yeli (5’1” 147lbs) are very accomplished students of Aubrey’s. What these women lack in pure size they make up for in skill and deviousness. See what’s it like to suffer through physical, emotional and verbal torture at the hands and legs of truly dominant divas. These pics will drive you wild!

SueAnne is 5’5” 204lbs and has a delightful smile, a playful nature and devious desires. This thick-thighed beauty is a master of verbal domination. 25+ inch thighs and an adorable face are just a couple of the tools this beauty uses flawlessly. SueAnne is one very dangerous, sexy lady! 

Kelly is a 5’5” 171lb mother and wife. She is in fantastic shape with a scissor hold that can crack ribs and deliver quick, decisive knock outs. Wife and husband both have their say in this amazing profile. One look at Kelly and you’ll realize why she’s our ideal musclewoman next door!

Welcome to the exciting, often times taboo world of strong, skilled, dominant women defeating and dominating men! There’s a special aura in the room when a woman humbles and humiliates a man and we tell all here!
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RaeAnne 5’0” 122lbs
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The problem with winning “best butt awards” is that you become a physical object. And then, guys and even some girls make it their business to find a way to touch your rear end. But then again, I’ve been a kick-boxer for the last fifteen-years and a weightlifter for the last eleven, so people get the message to tread lightly.

The worst situation for a man to be in is to be horsing around with me, to go too rough and to prevent me from breathing or moving at all. When I feel claustrophobic it’s bad news for the guy. I had this twice, once when I was thirteen and once when I was twenty-one. 

When I was thirteen, it was a male friend and he was a very unlucky fella! I was still able to move my right arm and hand and although I was getting crushed on the ground. It was Summer and I reached for his shorts and got a full, divine handful of testicles! I squeezed, twisted and pulled in ways I might not do now, but back then I didn’t know how devilish this was! I thought he was exaggerating but soon he was BAWLING and ended up needing nearly an hour to semi-recover. I was apologetic, but I was also full of the giggles and I KNEW that this would NOT be my last ball busting adventure.

The next time, when I was twenty-one, was during a bed-tussle. I hate losing and we were sexy wrestling and I was losing to a much bigger but less athletic guy. I did NOT like it and with my back on the bed I kicked him in the balls SO HARD, I could absolutely FEEL his devastation. He took close to two hours to semi-heal and he had a pair of bruised balls for a couple weeks. I started losing my attraction to him because he kept complaining about his poor balls, but I figured I’d have to give him sex anyways because I needed to make sure he could still operate “down there”. Ultimately, the ball busting ended our relationship. I guess you can say that I really broke him as a man.

The following year, I got into the fetish world by-way of modeling. One of the women I was modeling with suggested that I go to her rental-style “Dungeon”. Guys made appointments with women independently and the Dungeon supplied the room AND security watching on camera and being stationed nearby. I did some research and decided to start out offering wrestling holds, ballbusting and Domination.
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My first few sessions went well, but I definitely felt as though I was missing something. It was an odd sensation because while the men left with the exact feeling they wanted, I knew that I wasn’t getting the most out of the sessions. That changed almost IMMEDIATELY when a light bulb went on in my head...Online videos. 

I watched 3 or 4 hours of Mixed Wrestling Sessions/videos, traditional Femme-Domme and Ball busting clips and full-length videos.....an entire new world opened up to me. And it was not like I had to search some dark corner of the internet either. All I had to do was go on youtube and a couple slightly more spicy places and there it was! I blended what I saw with my own personal touch and I tailored each session to the particular guy.

Soon, my taunting was like this;

“What are you 5’7” 190lbs? I know you SAID you are 5’9” 180lbs, but I am sniffing out a liar or perhaps just an embellisher. I have these nice, thick mats, would you like to wrestle first? I think you’d find it utterly emasculating to get beaten the F’up by a 5’0” chick. Or we can cut to the chase and I can have you strip down to your briefs and I can start punting your balls. No worries, I’ll start slow so you’re not sterilized on the first kick.....

[image: A collage of a person in a garment

Description automatically generated with low confidence][image: A picture containing person, clothing, person, swimsuit

Description automatically generated][image: A collage of a person in a garment

Description automatically generated with low confidence]

Oh, great, I’d love to wrestle....

(after wrestling) OMG, what happened to you, Barry? WTF? You just got your ass whipped by a 120lb woman! Dude, you have some size and strength, but you fight like a handicapped frog. Seriously, I’ve faced a lot of men and even tons of women and girls and you are the most sorry sack of sh*t I’ve ever face.

Since you’re already on the ground and I’m already glaring down at you I might as well start with some testicle stepping. Sit on your hands, bastard and if you try and touch my leg or protect your crotch at ANY point, I will remove your testicles with my BARE HANDS and that’s not a threat, it’s a promise.

Those briefs gave you a bit of protection even though the tears running down your cheeks may beg to differ. Stand up and put your briefs on your head in a “loser’s hat” style. 

Dude, you’ve got fat testicles, a big, wrinkly scrotum and a short, wide cock that only a very desperate woman could ever love or accept. Once again, your hands go behind your back as I pepper your testicles with 25 kicks, 5 at a time and then a brief 10 second break.  
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I KNOW this won’t happen, but if your hands move out from behind your back, Barry, I will put that testicle-clamp over there on your family jewels and I will literally turn the screws until you can feel your nuts cracking. Just as you raise the intensity of your tears, panic and prayers, I will rip your pearls right out of that fat dick of yours....So that’s just a friendly reminder.

And part of the purpose is to see if I can get your penis to hit your stomach during the snap kicks. Good luck, Barry...You’ll need it.”

The kicks and the continued verbal evisceration always goes from bad to worse before I end the ballbusting in my own particular way. After all the foot torture is done, I take my hand and go from slaps to twists, to tugs and then I bind the gentleman’s testicles together and open-hand smack them with nearly 100% of my power. 

All that’s left is for meto do is to laugh at the poor loser and begin to cuddle him. He always melts under my aura and dedicates himself to a life of obedience and full acceptance of his inferiority. He goes home, beats off, loses interest in all-thiings-female for a couple days and then ALL he can think about is getting his ass and his balls crushed again.

I had been doing Fetish-related sessions for about 14 months when I blabbed about it to the guy I went to Homecoming and Prom with five years earlier. He was a tennis and baseball player and about 5’9” 170lbs and relatively handsome. He had a sexy Latin look even though he was a bit of an awkward dude. He was also somewhat drunk when he said “I’d love to do that kind of EXACT session with you”. 

I asked Danny if he was SURE he wanted all of that rough stuff and then Danny gave his confessional. He said that he always loved my muscles and he often times beat-off while fantasizing about my muscles and about the fact that I knew how to fight. We talked about this more and more and three days later we met at my apartment for a very personal session.

From Danny;

I really did not get all that was involved in this. When RaeAnne told me to get down to my briefs I was excited and when she got down to her bra and panties I was even more excited.  
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But then, RaeAnne said “you’re seriously going to get knocked out by my arms or legs, you’ll have a dental floss leash around your cock and balls and I will bring you to tears as I crush your most prized area. I’m not messing around, Danny, you want it, you’ve got it. Let me advise you to use those muscles and your competitiveness to fight back with ALL you’ve got.

Look, Danny, it is NOT out of the question that I will put your testicles in the window sill and slam the window down on your sack. I am not looking to ever have sex with you, so whether or not you have a functioning cock and balls when you leave here is irrelevant to me. I have always been curious about whether I will orgasm WHEN I see a man sterilized by my handy-work. Today might be the day we find out.

How well do you really know me, Danny? How do you know that I’m not a man-hating and crazed lunatic? You’ve put yourself in a very precarious situation and I advise you to stand up for yourself and do all you can to leave here in one piece and still operating like a man.

I do respect male power, Danny and if you happen to defeat me or even impress me with your competitiveness and power, I may reward you...And I am a lady who knows how to reward certain fellas”.

I wrestled with EVERYTHING I had because I felt threatened and I also loved the idea of gaining control over RaeAnne and getting some sexual gratification. I was twenty-three at the time and horny ALL the time. The atmosphere got very competitive and serious.

Much of the match is a blur as we were battling for control and it was very even. I wrestled a lot as a kid and was still super-athletic and pretty strong. There were even a few times I thought I was close to having RaeAnne in some compromising positions. But after four or five minutes I began getting into trouble. RaeAnne almost got me choked with her arms, scissors and arm-barred all with-in a two or three minute span. Then, as I was making SURE she did not compromise my right arm, RaeAnne caught me as she swung her legs around my neck. 
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