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Mixed Wrestling 

Introduction:

***67 Fantastic PICS***

We start off with Raychelle, a lady with amazing upper/lower body muscle symmetry. Carl tries to get Raychelle to see things his way, and she starts off showing patience. But eventually having almost no choice, this beautiful woman gets physical to remove Carl from her home. You’ll love this 5’4” 166lb beauty!

Theresa has some of the strongest thighs around. At 5’6” 177lbs, this woman can knock any man out. Theresa is one of those devious women who loves hearing and seeing men tap out. She CAN put men in their place, and she LOVES doing it! This beautiful lady has almost as much attitude as she has muscle!

Fans of mature muscle women have found their favorite. Nettie is 5’4” 144lbs and stuns her niece’s new husband. How does it feel to overpower such an attractive young man? How does it feeling for a young man to get both crushed and excited by an older lady? It’s ALL here!

Geraline is 5’4” 148lbs and she knows how to use her strong, athletic body. This beautiful woman puts her older brother to shame. After years of him being the tougher one, times have changed as Geraline knocks her brother down a few pegs. This is not a woman to mess with!

Lori is another example of mature muscle. At 5’4” 142lbs, this beautiful woman has experience in martial arts, bodybuilding and kickboxing. Her adult sons and her husband know who’s boss. You would walk by Lori in the grocery store and not think twice about it, but if you see her in spandex or a bikini, your eyes will pop!

Malaina is also a mother and at 5’6” 160lbs, she shows her classmates at the dojo who’s boss. Once Malaina gets her arms or legs around someone, he’s absolutely finished. After years of lifting weights and grappling, this is one serious but charming man-tamer!

Tanine is last but certainly not least! At 5’1 ½” 124lbs, she has always been on the short side and has always needed to prove herself. When she proves herself these days, Tanine is usually standing over her defeated male victim. This devious diva doesn’t just like to win, she likes to dominate!

Welcome to the exciting world of strong, skilled, dominant women. These ladies love putting men in their place and they certainly have the ability to do it. If you love mixed/intergender wrestling, then you’ve found your home!
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Raychelle 5’4” 166lbs
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My former step-father is a real piece of work. My mom is on her 3rd husband and her 2nd one was named Carl. During the end of their marriage, Carl’s move toward an ultra-religious group became super strong. It was one of those cult-like collection of people that are very sexist. They believe in all the chauvanist things like women wearing only dresses and being subservient to their husband. 

Carl married my mom when he was 28 and she was 32. Their marriage lasted almost exactly 10 years, from the time I was 9 until I was 19. These were obviously impactful years and Carl was either detached or a jerk depending on the day. Fortunately, I didn’t see Carl from the time I was 19 until 2022 when I was 28. At that point, he was in a stage of trying to basically convert people. Apparently, Carl heard about what I was up to in life (unmarried and wearing whatever I wanted, etc) and felt that I needed some kind of “saving”. 

Carl’s approach was to ramp up the number of times he was contacting me and ramp up the intensity of his outreach. I knew I needed to be very blunt with him. 

Before I get to how I handled things, here’s what I was like in 2022 when I was 28 years old. I was 5’4” 155lbs, I could bench press 180lbs, squat 330lbs and deadlift 360lbs. I had also kickboxed for 4 years, even competing. I had already studied Krav Maga for 5 years and jiujitsu for 2 years. 

Attitude wise, I was pretty frosty to most people, especially men. Two guys tried to take advantage of me up to this point which did not give me a good impression of men. I was in college both times. The first time I was able to yell loud enough to get away. The second time I broke the guy’s nose with a punch. I dated and still date both males and females. I feel an attraction, but not super-strong, to either gender. It’s hard to describe, I don’t feel like I have a certain intensity gene romance and attraction wise. But I have always enjoyed friendships with all sorts of people. I guess you can say I’m either very nice and warm to a person or, if I don’t like the person, I’m icey cold. [image: No photo description available.]

My mentality is fully Dominant. I am an Alpha and this goes for my dealings, interpersonally, with both men and women. But with men, I’ve always had a tendency to enjoy being extremely dominant. By the time I was about 25, I had the body and the know-how to bitch men around. Up until my situation with Carl, these were men who liked being dominated. They were embarrassed and humiliated, but they also loved it. These conflicting, powerful emotions made things very exciting for the fellas. I even felt it during martial arts training when I could control and, essentially, dominate males. That isn’t necessarily in the spirit of martial arts, but that’s how I felt.

[image: May be an image of 1 person]

This situation with Carl was NOT one of these types of relationships. Carl was 46 years old, I was 28 years old and he was/is about 5’8” 165lbs. In other words a smaller-than-average man and not athletic. For this reason, I never feared him. Plus, Carl was a jerk, but I never saw him as being abusive or like he’d rough anyone up.

Carl began coming to my condo more and more often instead of phone calls and emails. I began feeling like this was officially weird. One night, Carl came over and was particularly creepy. He started telling me that I was “meant” to be guided by him. Keep in mind, I didn’t even let him in, he was saying all this outside my home. Then, all of a sudden, Carl said “I’m coming in” and he did. I wasn’t prepared to block him physically, so there he was looking somewhat upset and desperate to get what he wanted. I decided to take things slow and I asked him to sit down and explain some things to me. I wanted to cool things down and thought I could de-escalate the situation. Unfortunately, there was either no way to do that or I just didn’t find the way.

I took a novel approach which I think will tell you a lot about who I am and how I operate;

“Stand up Carl and get ready because I’ve had enough of you. I know this is a sudden change of mood from me, but I’ve tried everything and now you’re going to pay a price. I’m not using a knife or a gun. And it doesn’t look like you have either one of those things, right?”

Carl was shocked, I was now dictating everything. I basically challenged this guy to a fight. Actually, I insisted he fight me. Carl refused, but he didn’t seem to want to leave either. I suppose if he would have told me he’d leave immediately, I might have let him go. 

Carl said he’d never hit a lady. I told him then he can go and NEVER contact me again. I thought it would all end, but I was prepared for it not to end. I grabbed Carl and tried pushing him out the front door. I did not want to punch or kick yet.

Finally, Carl made big movements and kicked my leg. He broke free and all of a sudden Carl got a huge FIGHTING instinct. Carl threw a punch.

I blocked the punch, it was a roundhouse. My instincts kicked in. I immediately threw a couple kicks, but these were not like his aimless kicks. He kicked his hardest, but it was not effective. My kicks stunned his kneecaps, his shin and then the outside of his legs. Meanwhile, I was blocking my upper body. He tried throwing a punch but was pathetic and made me laugh. But is certainly did not hurt me. 

It was MY time. I punched him on the chin and Carl wobbled back. I pushed him into the wall slamming my knee into his lower abdomen. I wasn’t sure how badly he was hurt and things were moving fast, so I popped him in the nose and then put my thigh under his sack and crushed his balls. It wasn’t the first time I scrambled a guy’s eggs, but it was the only time I followed through. I was trying to get his nuts stuck in his throat. 

Carl was on the ground in some odd state of pain, semi-consciousness, shock, etc. 

[image: No photo description available.]

Then, in a funny irony, I had rope from my fun dominations, so I got it and tied his ankles and then his wrists. I wanted him to have to stay and somewhat recover, but not recover too much. I took pictures of Carl and told him if I EVER see him again, I will make them very public;
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