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Introduction:

We have an incredible collection of strong, skilled, beautiful ladies. These women have the strength and skill to defeat and dominate men. And the best part is, they love doing it! 

Some of the women describe their fun man-taming victories and other women describe self-defense situations. The pics in this ebook will absolutely blow your mind! They’re worth the price of the book alone!

Some of these stunning women are powerful, thick and muscular and others are more petite yet still fit and strong. Some of these ladies use their power while others use their skills to put men firmly in their place. 

If you’ve ever seen a lady defeat a gentleman, you’ll understand the special feeling in the room. Have you ever wondered what goes through a woman’s mind as she’s defeating and dominating a man? Have you ever wondered what a man is feeling when he’s seconds away from tapping out to a stunning lady? It’s ALL here!

Welcome to the exciting world of mixed/intergender wrestling. If you love strong, skilled, dominant, beautiful women defeating men, then you’ve found your happy place!

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: May be an image of 2 people, people bodybuilding, activewear and text][image: May be an image of 1 person, fruit and text that says 'Ten WEEKS SPECIAL THIS'][image: No photo description available.]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Naveah 5’8” 171lbs
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From Ken:

In August of 2023, we had an event near Palm Springs and Naveah gave us the shock of a lifetime. And the shocks kept coming. We knew that she was a Division I Track Athlete, she had won powerlifting contests and had more-than-dabbled in martial arts and underground fighting, but she still blew us away. It’s hard to evaluate someone’s fighting experience if you haven’t seen them in action. If a lady says she benches 200lbs or squats 400lbs, you have something tangible, but wrestling, kick boxing and other related activities are harder to judge without seeing the person live.

From Axel:

At 5’10” 176lbs I won’t say that I’m the toughest guy around, but I am always one of the stronger, more experienced and most athletic guys at these events. At least that’s how it went for the two events before this one in Palm Springs. 

There was very little build up for my match with Naveah. I did, however, ask if I was going for submission wins and if I should give it everything I have. I asked Ken and Wanda, the organizers, but Naveah was also around.

I will never know the answer to this, but I’ll always wonder if I would have gotten as badly annihilated if I would have kept my mouth shut or made sure she did not hear me ask that last question.

Even after I saw Naveah I wasn’t sure how things would go, but I was shocked at her physique. Naveah has thick and very muscled thighs, powerful arms and broad kick ass shoulders. I was immediately intimidated by her posture and her facial expressions as well as her muscles. 

Wanda made sure we understood that we were wrestling to submission and/or pins and it was ten uninterupted minutes followed by a five minute break and another ten uninterupted minutes. There was no escaping the twenty minutes of combat time. 

From Ken:

After all these years I still make the mistake of assuming things about our combatants. I assumed that Naveah would be athletic, strong and rely on her cardio and her technical training to give Axel more than he could handle. But three minutes into the match I could see that this was taking a much different route.
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Naveah took control with a judo sweep and then kept Axel in an under hook head lock which kept him immobile but was not quite up to a submission level hold. But then, Naveah tweaked her positioning and placed her legs around Axel’s torso, crossed her ankles and began practicing her passion;

“He’s a goner. Wondering anymore if you can go all out against me, Axel? If I cared about your feelings or preferences I’d ask whether you want to be submitted right now or whether you’d like the slow drip submission.

One time, babe, I had a guy in this hold and he started to cry. I made him draw 100 straight lines without a ruler. If a line was not straight enough, I’d add on an extra two lines to his total. 

Even though we’re not quite to the one minute mark, I’m gonna finish you off right now, cocky runt. Tap when you feel like your ribs might snap, crackle and pop”.

Axel laid face down, but Naveah was not going to lose her twenty minutes of enjoyment. To his complete humiliation, she brought him to his feet by the back of his shorts and undies.

“No time to rest, these are MY minutes of terror, bitch”.

Axel tried the “fight” part of fight or flight, but his legs were once again taken out from under him. He tried making an aggressive stab at a head lock, but Naveah swatted his arm away and got her legs around his stomach and secured a head lock of her own.

“Not sure if I should credit you for being spunky of beat the tar out of you for being a brat. I think I’ll beat the tar out of you. There are no ribs to break down here by your stomach, but I also have your vulnerable, muscle free neck in my arms, Axel. 

Say the alphabet backwards, do it in thirty seconds or I’ll submit you and step on you”.

It was tough for Axel to perform under these circumstances and he couldn’t ultimately pull it off in thirty seconds. Naveah squeezed his stomach and ribs and the poor guy submitted. Without missing a beat, Naveah stood over her victim and literally walked on his chest and stomach, balancing there for a about ten seconds.

“A woman walked all over you, right Axel? Maybe you’ll reconsider pursuing your little hobby after today, right? We’ve still got six minutes left to go, stand up and face the music, wimp”.

Naveah once again had to fight off a stubborn, game opponent, but her knowledge of balance was all she needed. Naveah sent Axel flying over her left hip and she held him still as she got out the big guns and put them to best use!

This was head scissor heaven/hell and Axel just about disappeared. She was looking down at his scrunched, bright red face in total delight.

“This could be IT, dear. This could be the end of the match, the end of your time awake, and the death of your male pride entirely. And look, I’m not even squeezing, I’m just pressing my thighs together and flexing my quads and hamstrings.

The time will come, you sad little excuse for a man, when I get super excited and I will no longer be able to contain my excitement...And that time is soon. You will know when that happens because it will feel like your head is being crushed by steel plates. If you are still conscious, tap out. I hope you are still awake for that, I’d hate for you to miss out on all this fun, hun.”

Naveah did not knock her overmatched opponent out, but she did make him beg, plead and whine. 

Without missing a beat, Naveah lowered Axel’s shorts and undies and slapped his cheeks so hard that everyone could hear and feel the punishment. 

“Get up, don’t deprive me of my 92 remaining seconds. Tell you what...Let me lift you across my shoulders and I’ll just carry you around until the round ends. OR, you can say no and I can beat you to a pulp with the remaining 92 seconds”.

Axel was very agreeable and his male ego paid a price for it. Naveah handled him as if her was a child and dropped her opponent to the floor as the ten minutes ended. 

“He’s finished. He gets his rest and I’ll dominate this sad excuse for a man for another ten minutes, but you’ve all seen the end of Axel’s pride and of his masculinity. 

As I look at you down there, servant boy, I see nothing but the pathetic remains of a genuine loser. I feel bad for you in a way nobody else can...Because only I know what will soon happen to you, Axel.”

From Ken;

We’d soon find out what Navaeh had in mind with her final ten minutes. Axel walked back on the mat after his five minute rest period ended and he tried looking as determined and fresh as possible, but we all knew he must have felt broken and probably scared inside.

Naveah’s first attack showed no concern or respect for her opponent’s abilities. She charged right in without caution. It was like a human walking to step on an ant hill. When Axel tried fighting her back, Naveah swept his left leg and tugged on his right leg. Axel was flat on his backside, so she pulled him by the legs back to the middle of the mat. This was already looking like a butt-whooping, not like a closely contested ten minute tussle.

In humiliating fashion, Naveah folded Axel’s legs down so his knee was almost touching his nose. She stretched him this way before putting him in a cradle lock and emasculating Axel by carrying him around that way. His back and hamstrings, must have killed, but Naveah did not seem to have much mercy in her soul.
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