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She Put Him in His Place!

Mixed Wrestling Female Victories

Introduction:

These women are in some very interesting, exciting male-taming situations. We’ve got big, strong women defeating men and smaller women putting bigger guys firmly in their place. We also have same sized male and female opponents going at it. This answers the age old question of what happens when a trained, strong woman faces an average Joe. These women use all sorts of holds to control men and to make them tap out. And in some cases, the guys simply “nap out” because they are too stubborn or slow to submit.

Find out what goes through a woman’s mind as she’s putting the finishing touches on her male opponent. And see what it’s like for a guy when he’s seconds away from an embarrassing, emasculating defeat. 

These PICS and profiles will drive you wild! This is the best value in the exciting, often times taboo world of mixed/intergender wrestling!
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Oona 5’5” 186lbs
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From Oona

“He’s going out soon, ladies.....Mick here is a middle-distance runner from Concordia College in Nebraska. He also plays baseball and here he is, ready to take the loss”.

Mick thrashed, he tried digging his nails into my thighs, he punched my legs and pretended to be a superhero and somehow hulk up and power out. His last, desperate attempt to save himself fell short. Mick was ready to pass out as he uttered the word “please” and tapped my hips with his little hands. My 5’11” 172lb All-American boy was all nicely and neatly put away.

I sat next to Mick as he was face-up and I put one foot on his throat and my other foot squarely on his sack.

“Ladies, this is the definition of girl power. A mid-sized man with an overinflated ego thought that his masculinity would make up for more judo and wrestling experience. And here he is, scared to move any of his very small, weak muscles. 

Mick, what happened? Am I an arrogant woman with no concept of the difference between male and female strength? Am I just ‘strong for a girl’ but not strong compared to guys?

I might just sit here for a while and remember all of the idiotic things you’ve said to me over the past three years. Can you imagine if we were still dating? I might have to dump you all because of this. And not because you lost to me, but because of how you lost to me. 

I could handle dating a guy I can beat up...heck, that’s most guys! But I doubt I could tolerate a fool who talked trash and then ended up getting his ass beat in front of three women by his ex-girlfriend. Sorry, dude, it’s just hard to show much respect to you at this point.

Ladies, can you look and see if men get stronger and tougher if they get one of those manhood extensions? And while you’re at it, see if there are any testosterone shots a “man” like Mick can get. Maybe we can even get a drip going for Mick, see if we can get some emergency masculinity back into this corpse of a man”.

And that’s when Mick made his big mistake. He tried standing up. With no hesitation, I clamped down, pressing his throat down and pressing my foot firmly and upwards into his masculine region.

“Oh, Mick, did you think you had permission to leave? Look at what I have in my hand now. Ladies, remove his pants, you’ll see my old pal here and his most private area will stay in my grip. Hmmm, a few years ago we were holding hands and look what I’m holding now? Some guys might like being held here, but NO man likes this.....”

I licked my lips, rolled my eyes, smiled and squeezed his jewels together as I stared deep into his eyes. 
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“Obedience is your friend; disobedience will do you in. The deal was, you win then you spank me, and I let you touch everything you want. BUT, if I win, I dominate you. And you can fight back, Mick, I don’t mind. But I will enjoy the fruits of my victory. 

This is nothing to be proud of, Mick. I take it they have size small cups in Nebraska? Awww, no sense of humor? I have a way to make you laugh, Mick. When I tell a joke I’ll also pinch-a-pebble and we’ll see what that does, okay?”

One I finished berating Mick, I attached clothes pins to ever part of his anatomy you can imagine. My three female friends laughed hysterically. Mick had been a three-sport varsity athlete at our high school, a sought-after prize for women and here he was, a demoralized, not-so-studly looking loser. As my friends watched, I went old school and put his powerless body over my lap and slapped his backside until his loud moans and groans actually made me feel bad. When I rolled Mick to the floor, we all noticed that his face was filled with tears. We all laughed, but we also knew it was time for a new phase. My friends left and here I was, twenty-two-years-old and sitting on my defeated ex-boyfriend’s chest.

“I know I don’t let things go, Mick, but I never got closure. Why did you dump me? What happened? I won’t hurt you any further unless you lie to me...And I will know if you’re lying.”

Mick told me that he was with me for ten months and that was just about his limit. He also said that I was not a challenge for him anymore and he was going through a time where he wanted a tall, thin, blonde girl who was more of a cheerleader-type. He also said that he made a deal with himself that he’d never stop trying to get as many girls in a physical way as possible. So the relationship with me was hurting his “tally”.

I appreciated Mick’s honesty, but I reached back and noticed that he still seemed plenty attracted to me. Mick said that it was involuntary, and I said that it was also unimpressive. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I decided to have fun for a while.

“I will think for a while and first I will do this while standing ON you. Don’t move and don’t talk. Otherwise, I’ll think more about what you just said to me and I’ll probably step very hard in a very unfortunate place.

You look terrified, Mick, and I can’t say I blame you. I’m going to tie you to this table and I’ll be back sometime relatively soon, Baby Mick. Seems like you have a lot to think about and a few things to worry about as well....

Okay stud boy, first off, why did you think you’d be able to defeat me? Just because you could do it three years ago? But you know about my training. Second of all, that thing of yours is rock hard. What do want if you could have anything or do anything now as we are here alone?”

Mick really wanted to grab me, he was looking forward to feeling my big curves and hoping to entice me into intimacy. As a matter of fact, he admitted that he still wanted it really, really badly even though he was tied down and had gotten totally humiliated. I appreciated his honestly, but my cruelty was still running wild.

“I don’t think you could do too much with these spheres here, Mick or with this little rod. Even if I allowed intimacy, you’d fall woefully short. 

It would be impossible for me to be attracted to a man with no force who also has such little brains. A man must have something going for him and frankly, I’m not seeing it here, hun. What do you think? As you sit here in bondage with your sore body and even more sore male ego, what do you think?”

Mick remained quiet, not answering my question. I shrugged my shoulders and put my foot on his groin. 
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“I asked you a question. A simple sign of respect is to answer me. I did not want to do this, but it’s time for me to take a step...literally.”

Tears began to flow, so I brought some ice in a paper towel (to prevent masculine-area-frostbite).

“Do not be clumsy with your words and make sure you answer me directly. I do not have much patience, and you have not built up a reservoir or goodwill with me. If you tell the truth you don’t need to have these long thinking pauses. I’m rooting for you, Mick, the last thing I want to have to do is to take you outside where everyone can see and judo flip you. Because if it gets to that, I’ll probably headscissor you unconscious as well and tell everyone that you tried taking advantage of me”. 

Q and A with Oona

Q) Wow! So that was about three years ago? What have you been up to since and what happened with you and Mick?

A) I decided no more weak little men. I wanted a big stud and promised myself that I’d hold out until I got one! 
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