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      Nezamine was a woman like so many others. She wore frills on her underwear, and carried her weight around with heavy footfalls. Her body type was muscular from playing sports frequently in her youth, and through college. When she came to be thirty-three years old, she entered the dating circuit once more. For a long time, she had been celibate, and for good reason, too. It just seemed as though she was better off without a man trying to stick his penis inside of her body. She even got over masturbating, and generally speaking, did not touch her vagina, except to wash herself, or change her menstrual pads.


      She had also given up drinking for a time, coincidences lining up like they always did. Nez found that behavior was something that became modified in unpredictable ways once alcohol was introduced to her body. She felt so clear, and loose. There was the sensation of swimming in a flood, which appealed to her. When she drank she tended to fight, and there were many occasions when that fighting lead to blood, and sex with strangers. She wrote a psychological dissertation on the effects of alcoholism and pick-up culture at bars; it gave her the perspective she needed to separate herself from both men, and the drink.


      After six years of celibacy, she found herself moving from one means of satiation to the other. For a time, it was food; then it had been exercise. She went through a masturbation phase; and then she went through a reading phase. She had recently picked up running, and was thrilled to discover how real the endorphin rush was after she had finished a few miles on the track. It was a fine substitution for her previous, more visceral engagements.


      Eventually, after finding her way into the gym once more, she began to take a kickboxing class. It felt so good to use her legs while she was running, and she really wanted to incorporate some upper body conditioning into her daily routine. The class went on for months, and she attended religiously. Within eight months, she was offered a position as a trainer. Nez felt like she had reached a new prime of her life. When she was younger, she knew fitness, but this daily engagement, and now a position as a trainer within a blossoming passion of hers propelled her to embrace her new activity. Her bolstered emotional high, and increase in physical fitness were the two factors that brought her sexuality out of hibernation.


      Many women feel this sense of urgency around their early to mid-thirties, when they decide that now is a good time for them to breed. In consequence, they find a man, settle down, and engage hopefully in the act of procreation. It wasn't that Nez was opposed to raising children. She actually felt as though she would be a good mother – she knew that she could be protective, and she was smart enough to know how to educate a child. Her objection toward men, and her motivation toward kickboxing were the same; she had been raped, molested, or sexually abused too many times.


      She used to think that it was perhaps just a few bad apples, but then she started to pay attention to the world around her. Pornography was all dominated by these epic thrusting shafts. The more violently the men split the women in two with their penis, the more popular the video. Nez hated this aspect of male sexuality so much that she sought to own it herself. She used to go to the bars, get fucked up, be picked up, and then when they got to the point where the man was ready to fuck her, she would kick his ass, suck his cock until he was about to ejaculate, and then bend him in half and jerk him off until he ejaculated in his own mouth.


      One time, just after she had gotten comfortable in her routine, she found a couple of guys to take on at once, and they ended up bringing a couple more without her awareness. The fight had been good, and she knocked a few of them out, but they bound her up, and took turns railing her until she could not move. They spat on her, and left her to be found by the hotel maid the following day; legs sprawled on the bed, blood, cum and urine beneath her. Every night that month, she went out to the bars, carrying a pistol in her purse, hoping that she would run into them, but she never found a single one.


      Hatred against the male of the species ballooned in her head, until every strike against the punching bag manifested itself as a cathartic prayer. If she had been stronger, it would not have ended up this way, but she was weak, and what was worse, she was prideful. Had she not been so prideful, she would have never gotten herself into that situation. She was violated, and put on the internet for one of those dupe and gang-bang websites. Fucked up, adolescent males were jerking off to her gaged, teary-eyed face, and yet, here she was, still training. Life goes on.


      During a particularly vicious combo repetition; one which involved eight consecutive strikes, she began to reflect on the meditative form that took place within the activity she had chosen to immerse herself within. The hatred subsided when she breathed, and focused on what she was doing. It felt so good to be self-righteous. It felt so good to pretend that she was abusing her abusers, but there was also something draining about the activity. When she breathed into her movements, and let her mind go free of the hatred, she found that she had more stamina, and more focus in the placement of each blow.


      After a few more months of teaching daily lessons, and nightly practice, the gym actually offered her a room in the building above the training facility. Nez jumped on the opportunity, because she had been paying too much for a place across town, and she was tired of pinching pennies just to pursue her passion. If the gym was offering to include a place for her as a component of her work schedule, then she would accept the offer with gratitude.


      The move happened quickly, and as a natural consequence, she ended up taking another shift in the morning for a special advanced sparing course. Some of her favorite students were here, matched up with one another as early as five in the morning. The smell of sweat, wrapping tape, and taut muscles slapping bare skin greeted Nez before the sun rose for the day; it was beautiful. Following the morning sparing course, she spent the remainder of the day in either lessons or practice. When evening came around, she sat down in her dojo, and began to meditate.
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