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Introduction:

Be careful with former step sisters. Destiny’s father got divorced from Dylan’s mother. But Dylan kept degrading Destiny....But only for a short while.

Destiny put her ex-step-brother firmly in her place with her powerful 5’8” 185lb physique and her impressive grappling skill set. While Dylan was initially very broken physically and emotionally, he began to see the world much, much differently. This is the definition of “kick em where it counts” and “put him in his place”.

At 5’3” 155lbs, Cherie is now 58 years old, but still extremely capable. This lady has 30+ years of man taming experience. She is not a reluctant Domme by any means and never has been! If you love mature female muscle, you’ll fall in love with this beautiful lady.

Mysta Raychelle is a 5’2 ½” 143lb knockout! While she isn’t out to humiliate men, she doesn’t run away from the opportunity either. Her husband and the men in her life are in no way superior and they know it. This woman has the most stunning physique and skin tone imaginable. Sexy doesn’t begin to describe this petite powerhouse. You will definitely become a big time fan of Mysta!

At 5’5 ½” 173lbs, Mahlia’s heritage comes from Madagascar, Seychelles, Sri Lanka and India. The combination helps make this woman an absolute masterpiece. Mahlia took things even further with her work in the gym and dojo. She lived in patriarchal places, so this woman’s power comes as quite a surprise to many men. Some guys also see it as a threat. But make no mistake about it. Most guys secretly love it! Mahlia goes into detail about her experiences in the man-taming arts. Fans of adorable ladies with red hot biceps have found their dream lady!

Cindy and Kat are last but certainly not least. Cindy is a 5’3 ½” 134lb blonde beauty with an advanced degree in the man-taming arts. Her model beauty is surpassed only by her sexy-as-hell body and attitude. Kat is a 5’5” 154lb martial arts master with the strength, skill level and attitude to leave your hung hanging to the floor. Cross this ball busting beauty at your own risk. While it might seem like fun to be put in your place by a black belt brunette beauty, the reality is more painful than the fantasy.

Welcome to the exciting world of strong, skilled, dominant women defeating and dominating men! There’s a special aura when a female humbles and humiliates her male adversary and we let you experience it all. Come and enjoy the excitement of female domination mixed wrestling! 
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Destiny 5’8” 185lbs
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The nicest thing I ever said to my former step-brother; “You look good that way crumpled up holding your balls crying”.

Years of being called a “butterface” (everything is nice but-her-face) and a “total zero” took its toll. As a 22 year old woman, I now had the opportunity to beat Dylan’s 5’7” 200lb jiggly, ugly ass. My dad divorced his mom, so his latest cruel comment came at an ideal time. This time, Dylan told me I look like;

“An ex-wife. The woman a guy marries as he’s looking for a pretty, fun, sexy wife”. 

But I didn’t just shock Dylan with a random kick to the nuts out of nowhere. He had a warning and a chance to defend himself;

“You are the meanest bastard ever. It’s fine to be a shrimpy chub-chub, as long as you’re nice. And you are NOT nice. You get some perverse pleasure out of being a jerk to me and trying to make me feel bad about myself. I could kick your ass anytime I want to. You’re sassing off to a powerlifter and a purple belt. I could whip your ass right now and nobody is here to protect you. And since my dad is divorcing your mom, I doubt anyone would even care. You’d just have to go get a restraining order so your ex-step-sister doesn’t keep coming around to beat you up”.

I knew all the buttons to push and Dylan started telling me he could kick my ass. I teased him about bragging about his confidence in beating up “a girl”.

I just said “lets go” and we started wrestling. He was mad as hell and gave it everything he had. The fat shrimp got his legs swept from under him and I had him in a grapevine, a horrendously emasculating position. I spread his legs and pulled his arms upwards before thrusting five or six times into his mid-section.

Dylan was devastated, barely able to breathe. I cold heartedly brought him to his feet in a headlock, brought him to the wall and said “this is gonna hurt”. 

True to my word, it hurt. I gave Dylan one solid, strong thigh-shot to the balls. I started beneath his sack and drove his nuts upwards until they most likely hit the top of his mouth. At that point, Dylan crumpled to the ground, where he would stay for the next 50 minutes. I stood over my vanquished ex-step-brother and added insult to injury;

“Easier than I expected and I didn’t expect much. I actually don’t mind standing here and enjoying your misery. As soon as you get better I might haul off and play kick balls again. 

Remember, fat ass runt, I beat your ass first, so I can leave you like this ANY time I want. Maybe I’ll introduce you to my left foot next time. I know you felt that right thigh shot, but front kicks to the balls are even more beautiful and unpredictable.”  
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I just watched and periodically walked over and slapped Dylan across the face. As he was mostly healed from the immediate massive impact-pain, I told Dylan he’s lucky, I won’t do further damage.

I lied.

I helped him to his feet but he was bent at the waist still crushed physically and I’m sure emotionally. Then I held his wrists, moved them outside a bit and with no warning, snapped my right foot into his nuts.

“Oops, I guess I’m not a woman of my word. And it was the wrong foot as well. It should’ve been lefty, but I forgot. Next time it’ll be lefty, I promise”.

Initially I didn’t let him fall to the floor after this 50% kick, but then I allowed him to go back to his temporary home on the ground huddled up clutching his pearls.

“Oh, this is Destiny’s world now, right Dylan? I’ll let it slide this time, but next time make sure you respond. My lord, how will you ever recover physically or emotionally from this? It’ll be weeks before you beat off again. But hey, you’re probably a virgin and would remain that way forever, so no harm there.”

It was another half hour before he got to his feet and at that point, I put him in my backseat because no way Dylan could drive. I had some parting words for him;

“If anyone asks what happened, just let them know it was a receipt. You berated a lady for years and she finally had enough, so she took your manhood away for a while. People will understand”. 

I told several people about this and they all said the same thing; “Good job and he’ll probably try and weasel his way into your life and be really nice to you now”. 
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I figured they must not know Dylan very well. But sure enough, they were right! It took him a few weeks, but then I got the emails and texts. He was sorry and he was in deep admiration of me. And his nuts and male ego still ached deeply.

While I’ll never forget his cruelty, I have accepted Dylan into my life as a chubby little male admirer and errand/favor boy. 

Q and A with Destiny

Q) Wow! What is the cruelest or most dominant thing you’ve done to/with Dylan besides this initial meeting?

A) This entire situation coincided with my awakening. I discovered I love power imbalances and I enjoy being Dominant about 80% of the time. So for that reason, Dylan has been suffered/enjoyed a lot over the past 26 months.

I have forced him to purchase condoms as I go with him and tease him. He then wears one all day some days. He can just take it off to pee, then put it back on. I also make him play with himself with it on. In a true feat of cruelty, I have made him put his love juice on a piece of white bread and eat it.  
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