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Defeated and Dominated

Womanpower Wins 

Introduction:

If strong women excite you, then you’ve found your happy place. If you love it when women defeat and dominate men, then this is for you! But if it makes you feel embarrassed or ashamed to see a man’s ego flushed down the drain by a physically superior lady, this is certainly not for you!

We feature amazing women with all sorts of assets. Some are nearly 6’0”, some are well over 200lbs, some are very muscular and others are martial arts experts. But they have two things in common; They have defeated men and they love doing it.

This is an amazing way to scratch your itch for strong, skilled, dominant women! Amazing pictures of man-taming beauties that will leave you thankful you found this ebook! Remember to check out our other ebooks as well on the same topic!
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Alecia 5’7” 160lbs 24yo
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I don’t know what came first, the chicken or the egg. Did I have reason to kick guys in the balls and then started liking it? Or did I enjoy it, therefore found good reasons to nutshot guys? 

But seriously, I’m a very normal, athletic, kind woman and I’m into a ton of things including feminism, female power, strength training, martial arts, MMA and all-things-movement. 

I’ve had two large-scale incidents, both a result of being in tough neighborhoods. My 1st hardcore MMA gym was in a rough part of Cleveland. One of the guys I was sparring had a reputation as unpredictable or mercurial. One day, out instructor said he’d take this guy’s request and referee a match vs me. I agreed to it, but I was skeptical. I guess my ego as a 21 year old, 5’7” 160lb woman wouldn’t let me back out vs a lesser trained 5’8” 160lb man. He was in his lower-to-mid-thirties.

This guy, everyone called him Rome, was dirty. He looked dirty and he fought dirty. I heard he fought very dirty when he faced a previous female. He was always sort of looking for short cuts in grappling and now in stand-up sparring.

Rome was dirty from the start. He tried hitting me behind the head once and late. I figured he was trying to distract me so he could get in some offense. Rome suffered from “mediocre man” disease. Simply put, he was nothing special. I, on the other hand, am lucky, gifted and hard-working. I began tagging him with shot after shot.

I kept tagging him and he was getting mad as he was getting beat. And he got more and more dirty. I looked at the ref and he nodded. I knew it was okay to unload. I sent a barrage of clean kicks and punches his way and this was probably starting to embarrass him. He started moving in kind of a crazy way and uttered cuss words. It looked and felt like it could be a nasty situation. I looked at the ref again and he gave me a deeper head nod.

I decided to put an end to him. I ravaged this guy with punches and kicks and two things were clear; I was vastly superior and he could take a lot of damage. He tried punching my chest and low blowing me and instead of continuing my barrage, I gave him ONE final shot.

Whatever Rome wore to protect his crotch was not nearly enough. I felt him getting raised off the mat and the impact could be felt by everyone. An ambulance had to come. I actually called the hospital later that night but all they could say was he was in-fact there. Then after 3 days, he was out. I looked in obituaries because I was scared I killed him. Nope, he wasn’t listed. 

Nobody saw him. Nobody affiliated with the gym saw him for almost a year! Then one guuy ran into him just outside of Columbus, a good distance from Cleveland. He moved, in large part because of this situation, and he had over 3 months of issues with his crotch. But that wasn’t it. He also admitted he had fractured ribs, a likely concussion and both jaw and eye issues. And keep in mind, he had protective gear on. 

The ref was there and said that he should have ended things earlier and he wasn’t surprised at the damage based on the ferocity of the kick.   
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The other time I was at a party, also in a bad area, and these four guys made it clear to us that we were all going to give them “some fun”. The guy that took a fancy to me had a big coat on and I worried that he had weapons on him. It was a worrisome enough situation that I said “I’ll go with YOU, big guy” and pretended to be cool with it. 

We went to one of the abandoned looking upstairs bedrooms and he thought he’d have sex with me on the floor since there was no bed. I told this guy, Antonio, that I needed some foreplay. I told him I wanted to feel his arms and chest. This dude ended up being about 5’8” 180lbs once his shoes and coat and sweatshirt were off. I told him to take his jeans off as well because I really needed to see the bulge down there!

Like any stupid man, he believed me. It was smart of me not to protest at the start. I figured out quickly that this was a serious situation. This was SO easy in a sense. 

I took my shirt off so I was in just a sports bra and I put it over his eyes as he had his back on the ground. I told him to stay still and let ME do it all. 

I sized him up, got things set to my total delight and swiftly but devilishly kicked him in the balls. Then I held him down by the throat and held his legs open and kneed him three more times. I gagged him with my shirt, looked out the window and decided it’d be easier to jump than to run downstairs and leave. I jumped, went to a friend’s house and called the police. They made sure my friends left safe but the guys, at that point, hadn’t done anything they could get arrested for. Rumor has it Antonio needed a testicles removed due to all the damage. I was scared because I knew if he wanted revenge he’d bring a weapon. In reality, even if I didn’t play along, I could have flat out beaten him up, but I did not want to take any chances. It did force me to move and get a bit of a makeover.

Q and A with Alecia

Q) My goodness! Wow! What are your best lifts, Alecia?

A) I can bench press 205lbs, squat 380lbs and deadlift 440lbs. I am a force, no doubt about it, but a lady needs skill along with raw power. Most people can’t believe I weigh as much as I do, but muscle is heavy. I do a ton of work on exercises and activities that help me kick butt.

Q) How big, strong and skilled does a man have to be to keep up with you in grappling and stand-up fighting?

A) Size alone will not do it for ANY man. Strength can be hard to deal with in grappling for sure. When combined with size it can be tough to deal with. Stand-up fighting is more possible against big strong men than grappling. It’s easier to punch or kick and move. But on the mats things are more difficult. I consider a man small if he’s under 160lbs. And a mid-size man is 160-190lbs. A good-sized man is 190-220lbs and over that is a big fella. 

Skill is crucial. Mostly because people that train in hand-to-hand combat are used to getting down and dirty. They don’t flinch when things get going in a rough and tumble fashion. But “skill” can mean a lot of things. A lot of guys overestimate their expertise.

I can take out almost all men in a fight and in grappling. Not all, but certainly almost all. I have too much speed, athleticism, punching power, grappling knowledge and overall ability for guys to handle. If a man can defeat me or even make it three minutes against then he’s a very tough, extremely capable tough-ass man.

Q) Are you a man-hater, Alecia?

A) OMG, no! I totally understand why you asked, but no, not at all. I have a step-father, a step-brother, a male roommate, a male co-worker and a few other men that are absolutely top-shelf. They are wonderful human beings and have a special dedication to me.

I began piecing things together when I started college. I was 18 and starting to realize the way men view me. And trust me, that is a very good thing. These guys see me as a big-time Goddess. They love my muscles, my ability to kick ass and they want to feel a special submissiveness toward me. 

It became very important to me that I honor these men and cultivate the relationships. I like to do it just to be a good person, but it also benefits me greatly. My step-father married my mother when I was ten years old. His name is Daniel and he’s the sweetest, most adorable man ever. Daniel is about 5’9” 165lbs, so just a bit smaller than the average joe. I worried at first when my mom talked about him because I was skeptical about white men. 

Daniel was very quiet, sweet and patient, never pressuring me about anything. He never pushed me or over-stepped. Plus, he was very nice to my mom. We grew very close but not in a fast way, it was in a very sustainable way. 

Daniel was never, ever creepy, but he absolutely noticed my muscles. This wasn’t a shock since my mother is about 5’5” 200lbs and very strong. She’s not as strong as me, but she’s pretty powerful, stronger than Daniel for sure. 

I first arm-wrestled Daniel and his son (so my step-brother) when I was seventeen. It was soon after my birthday and I was carelessly walking around in some skimpy clothes. My step-brother, Davis, is two years younger than me and he said “god, wow, you are so strong. Seriously Alecia”. I was very flattered because he looked totally blown away. I wasn’t sure what to say, so I said “wanna test me”.
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