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It Hurts, Huh?

Dominant Mixed Wrestling Female Victories  

Introduction:

At 5’3 ½” 213lbs, Yulia’s thighs must be seen to be believed. The same holds true of her amazing hips and upper body. Yulia is a trained grappler, and she knows how to stand-up fight with the best of them. Why do 5’10” 180lb untrained men think they have a chance against her? It has a lot to do with male foolishness and ego. This amazing lady shares incredible pictures along with her fascinating life experiences as a beautiful, curvy, very powerful lady.

At 5’4” 158lbs, Sofiane proves that thick thighs definitely crush guys. She knows how to get guys in the proper position and then pounce. Once Sofiane uses her quads, it’s all over. She may not decide to put an end to the match immediately, but she could! And just like all truly dominant women, the verbal aspect is crucial. Sofiane knows how to shrink a man with just her words. 

Elisha and Melanie are both happily married women. They both have physical superiority over their husband. While Elisha used her fight training more, Melanie uses her pure power. Both of these beautiful women enjoy their abilities and the way it makes the fellas view them. Get great perspectives from the males and females involved! 

At 5’8” 171lbs, Naveah is the quintessential goddess. She is pure beauty and power head-to-toe. And Naveah has a natural hankering for getting stronger, improving her combat skills and taming men! Naveah simply can’t hide her beauty. Thighs, hips, shoulders and a face like this are not meant to be hidden. See why readers have fallen in love with this lady. We have updates here on Naveah.

At 5’4 ½” 150lbs, Julissa is stop-and-stare worthy. Even if your girlfriend or wife are with you, you HAVE to stop and stare at Julissa! Leg fans will delight seeing these pictures. If you love model-level beauty and femme fatale all at once, then Julissa is the lady for you! Whether you look into her eyes or at her legs, you’ll be mesmerized!

Welcome to the exciting, often times taboo world of mixed/intergender wrestling. If you love strong, skilled, beautiful women defeating men, then you’ve found your place! 
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Yulia 5’3 ½” 213lbs
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Antonio wanted to get back together with me, but I wasn’t having it. He broke up with me when we were twenty-two years old and two years later he was desperate to reunite. He broke up with me mostly because his friends teased him about dating such a “big” woman. Antonio was very attracted to me, but he seemed to care too much about what others were thinking, especially his friends. 

When Antonio appealed to me to accept him back, I didn’t say much, and I did not tell him about my boyfriend. Fortunately, I ran into Antonio at the gym and told him that if he wanted to talk to me, he’d have to follow me around to the various weights.   
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This was a humiliating situation as Antonio (5’10” 185lbs) maxed at 180lbs on the bench press and failed at 190lbs. I told him to keep the 190lbs on the bar and I did it for two ideal, slow reps. Then I told him to be a gentleman and add 20 more pounds so I could do 210. No problem, and I added another 10 pounds to end at 220 for a single press.

“Should we head to do legs, or is this over.”

I don’t think Antonio knew what to focus on. Unfortunately, his desire to talk to me won out, so we went to the leg press. Poor, poor bastard and he knew it right away. Antonio even said, “you’ll do a lot more than me”. 

It was my time to reply;

“I did not expect to out bench you, Antonio. That’s more of an issue of your weakness than my strength. 180lbs is pretty meager. Lets start you out with 180lbs on the leg press.”

Antonio has chicken legs and they proved to be quite inadequate. He made it to 360lbs for 2 reps and failed at 450lbs. He wanted to see if he could do 400lbs and he couldn’t. I called it a 390 max for Mr Chicken Legs.

I kept the 400lbs on the leg press and pressed it with ONE leg. Then I pressed it for another 5 reps with the other leg. Then I did 20 reps with both legs. I went up to 810lbs for 3 legs and decided to skip a full max. I think my max is just under 1,000lbs.

“Okay, well, lets talk sometime, just to catch up. I bet you’ve been busy, but not working out, right? Just joking. Didn’t expect your ex to lift more with one leg than you can with two, eh? Isn’t it interesting that I was too big and maybe too strong for you, but I didn’t mind that you are so not-big and not-strong”.

Things took an unexpected turn at this point. Antonio surprised me by taking offense to what I said. He said “I’m pretty tough, just not with weights. Remember when we’d play wrestle? I did pretty well, right”?

I laughed and said “I let you win. I thought that was obvious”.

Antonio suggested we go over to the mats and wrestle! It was a bit strange, but I was fine with it.  
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He was way, way out of his league. My judo, jiujitsu and pure balance and power put an end to Antonio. As he came closer, I pulled him in and flipped him. I said nothing and let him stand up. As he re-approached, I swept his leg, but swung a bit too much. Antonio landed on his back and most of the wind was knocked out of him. He was in bad shape, struggling to breathe and I explained to him that he’d be okay, he’d definitely be fine. Slowly Antonio got his breath back but it took about twenty minutes and he looked traumatized.  

In my mind, it was over. This had a weird feeling to it with an ex-boyfriend wanting to prove his masculinity, then getting humiliated. I didn’t like that he challenged me, and I found it repulsive that he was so cocky yet couldn’t back it up. Once I knew Antonio was basically okay, I left.  
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But one thing all women know is that men rarely leave well enough alone. Antonio contacted me about ten days later and he didn’t hide his desire to try and prove his masculinity to me one more time. I MAY have given him another chance if he seemed enlightened or to have learned something, but that was not the case. But a desire to put an end to Antonio’s hopes and dreams lead to me agreeing to meet him at my home. 

I had evil intentions. I knew ahead of time exactly what I wanted to do. I wore short spandex shorts and a spandex top that left little to the imagination. I said very little but encouraged Antonio to get me all hot and sweaty. He towered over me by at least seven inches, but he gave up thirty-five pounds to me and I certainly had the edge confidence-wise. 

Antonio had a better first minute compared to last time, but the good news ends there for the little guy. I got my legs around his stomach, I took control of his wrists (behind his back) and began to verbally eviscerate Antonio;

“You don’t excite me, but the idea of getting my crazy-thick thighs around your head and neck thrill me. If you think this body scissors hurts, then you’re really in a bad place, hun. I’m going to torture every part of your underpowered body until I decide to headscissor you. And once that’s done, you will understand your role and your place with me. You belong kissing my feet, and nothing more than that”.   
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I backed up my bravado with plenty of womanpower. Antonio was so devastated he couldn’t hide it from his family. His brother and his mother both emailed me and told me off. They lectured me about destroying his body and his confidence. Perhaps I should have felt some guilt, but I didn’t. I replied and told them that’s he’d be fine and he’d probably want more in the future. They were irate, but what were they gonna do about it? Lol!  

They didn’t really understand that Antonio made all of this happen. I wasn’t the hunter, he was. Unfortunately for the smallish man, his prey overwhelmed him. But a hunter is a hunter and he persisted.
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