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Jasmine Garcia, Olivia’s mother, was a highly successful real estate broker. Her face was plastered on billboards all over the city. She sold multi-million dollar mansions to celebrities, influencers, and leaders of commerce and enterprise. She had an army of employees, eager to carry out her every whim and desire. Her charisma owned every room she entered.

Olivia knew she could never hope to live up to those impossible standards. How could a woman as beautiful, confident, and successful as Jasmine ever understand the difficulties of a loser like Olivia? As much as Olivia admired and respected her mother, they had never been close and the gulf between them was expanding with each passing day.

Jasmine always boasted about her school days. Olivia knew from her stories that she was one of the popular girls. The type of girl who exerted tyrannical control over her school through social manipulation and intimidation. A queen in her domain. It was a sad fact that Jasmine shared far more in common with Olivia’s bullies than with her own daughter. Olivia was exactly the kind of fat dork Jasmine would have terrorized and destroyed.

Olivia felt bad that her mom did not have the type of daughter she wanted or deserved. Jasmine tried everything she could to transform Olivia into a daughter she could be proud of. But no matter how much money she spent on counseling or fitness, Olivia was destined to fail.

Dr. Lexington had reinforced who Olivia was. She was a loser who gained sexual gratification from her abuse because her purpose was to be abused. She was a submissive who would be incomplete without a dominant to use and control her. The masochist could not exist without the sadist and vice versa. It was a beautiful symbiotic existence. It finally made sense why Olivia spent every night masturbating to the awful things her bullies had done to her that day. She did not have to be ashamed. She hoped her mom might one day understand that humiliation and abuse were the only things that made her happy.

Mother and daughter rode together in silence. Jasmine drove a black Lexus LS luxury sedan. She was wearing a black halter vest top with a front half-zip. Her breasts were too large to fit inside the tight-fitting top and her cleavage was confidently displayed. Massive hoop earrings were almost as big as her head and rows of gold bangles rattled as she turned the steering wheel. Dark wash jeans fit perfectly around her Latin curves. Gold-rimmed Cartier aviators covered her eyes.

“So,” she said after a while, “how’s your training going with Andrea?”

Olivia gulped. She had feared this conversation ever since Peyton had ordered her to stay away from the gym. Peyton had not wanted her favorite punching bag to learn how to defend itself. Every week, after being dropped off, Olivia would hide behind the trash cans until it was time to be picked up again. It had been three weeks and she’d thought she’d gotten away with it. She figured Andrea was glad to be rid of her.

“Um...it’s uh...good.”

Jasmine ran her long, multi-colored fingernails through her silky, jet-black hair. The tattoo on her underarm read “Diosa” in urban lettering.

Olivia felt herself sweat. She was a horrible liar, especially when it came to her mom. There was no way she could fool her.

Jasmine turned her head and pouted her large, red lips at her daughter, raising a single, questioning eyebrow.

Olivia immediately cracked. “I’m sorry,” she blurted. “I haven’t been going. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’m so so sorry.”

Jasmine said nothing. She just turned her attention back to the road.

“Are...are you mad?”

Jasmine continued to drive in silence.

Olivia nervously rubbed the sweat from her palms. It was a few minutes later that she realized her mom was taking her to the gym, Élégance. Panic set in. What if Peyton saw her? Oh god. Peyton would be so mad. The consequences were too horrible to comprehend.

“Mom?” said Olivia, trying to contain her anxiety. “Wh-where are we going?”

Jasmine remained stoic.

“Mom, please, I can’t...I can’t go there, please.”

“And why not?”

Olivia bit her lip. Her fear of what Peyton might do to her would never be accepted as an excuse. Not to mention how much worse it would be if Peyton discovered Olivia had told on her.

Olivia had to come up with something quick as the floor-to-ceiling glass windows of Élégance came into view.

“I...I...” her mind drew a blank under the scrutiny of her mother.

Jasmine scoffed as she pulled into the parking lot. She stopped close to the entrance and unclipped her seatbelt.

“I’m very disappointed in you, Olivia,” she said, emotionless. “I’ve spent a fortune giving you the best possible chance in life. An elite education, mental and physical wellbeing. I’ve provided you with every advantage and look at what you are. My friends all have daughters who are star athletes, geniuses, and class presidents. Do you have any idea how embarrassing it is for me? It makes me feel like a failure. And I fucking hate being made to feel like a failure.”

Olivia’s bottom lip trembled. “I’m sorry, mom,” she said meekly.

“You’re going to get out of this car, walk into that reception, and present yourself to Kayla. I’ve wasted three weeks of fees on you and you’re going to work to repay them. God help you if you try and run away from this, Olivia. I mean it. I’ve had enough.”

“Mom,” she said, sobbing, “please don’t make me go in there. I’ll...do anything else, please.”

Jasmine sighed long and hard through her nose. She opened her door and placed her Jimmy Choo stiletto heels on the asphalt. She marched over to Olivia’s door and opened it forcefully. “Out,” she commanded.

Olivia quivered as she unclipped her seatbelt and slowly clambered outside. Jasmine helped her daughter along by grabbing her roughly under her arm and pulling her, purposefully stabbing her long fingernails into Olivia’s flab.

Olivia stumbled, still crying.

Jasmine yanked her back and stared down into her weeping face. “Stop that now. Woman up. You’re eighteen years old. Don’t you realize how brutal the world is to people like you?”

Olivia nodded. “I know. I’m sorry.”

Jasmine slapped her hard across her cheek. The shock ceased Olivia’s blubbering. “Stop saying sorry. I hate that. Strong women do not apologize.”

Olivia nodded. Even behind those Cartier aviators, she recognized her mom’s disapproving glare. It was the same one she had experienced her entire life. She had never once made her mom proud. Her whole life had been a series of embarrassments. It was awful. Her mom deserved better.

“I’ll not let you down, mom. I...love you.”

Jasmine released her arm and gave her a shove. “Then get moving. I expect a glowing fucking report.”

Olivia waddled in a daze to the main entrance. She glanced back to see her mom with her knuckles resting on her hips in a confident power stance. There would be no further discussion on the matter. All Olivia could do was hope Peyton had better things to do today than attend her gym.

Olivia recognized Kayla as the same peroxide-blonde receptionist from the last time she dared set foot inside Élégance. Kayla was in a snug-fit, high-stretch, white polo tee with gold Élégance insignia tucked neatly into a high-waist ruffle mini workout skirt that showed off her smooth, athletic legs. Her pastel pink, manicured nails swept over an iPad.

Olivia stuttered. She had no idea what she was supposed to be doing. She quickly glanced back through the windows to see her mom still waiting and watching. There would be no escape from this.

“Um, hi, again,” she mumbled.

Kayla looked up from her screen with icy, judging eyes. Her glossy lips curled as she waited for Olivia to explain herself.

Olivia felt herself sweat. “I’m here to...volunteer?”

“Oh, right,” said Kayla, placing her iPad on her glass desk and rising from her luxurious, white-leather office chair. “Olivia Garcia? Follow me,” she said with a wiggle of her finger.

Olivia waddled after her. She looked around and saw plenty of fit and attractive women dressed in bespoke, designer workout gear that showed off their perfectly toned physiques as they lifted weights, ran on treadmills, cycled, and rowed. There were so many bouncing breasts that Olivia had to avert her eyes to the back of Kayla’s Dior sneakers to avoid risking a wet accident in her panties.

Kayla suddenly turned to Olivia with a knowing smirk on her pretty face. “Here we are,” she said, indicating the closet. She seemed to lean across Olivia on purpose, giving her a tantalizing scent of vanilla and rose as she reached for the handle and opened the door.

Olivia gulped. The last thing she needed was for Kayla to know she was turned on by her. Sometimes she wished she could just be normal. Why did every little thing have to make her wet? She would have to speak with Dr. Lexington about this in their next session. Olivia was in desperate need of another maintenance caning.

The closet was stacked with sanitizers, wipes, sprays, sponges, mops, buckets, and fresh towels.

“Here at Élégance,” said Kayla, “we strive to maintain the absolute strictest standards of cleanliness and hygiene. Our patrons pay a lot of money for membership and they expect quality care. You will be there to wipe down the machines immediately after use and be there to provide immediate refreshments and towels should they be required. Our patrons get quite cranky if their electrolytes drop below a certain amount, so be prepared.”

Olivia didn’t like the sound of that.

“Oh, and I’m going to hold you personally responsible for any complaints. So don’t you dare slack on service.”

Olivia nodded. “I’ll try my best.”

“You’re just a volunteer here. You will not speak to anyone unless spoken to and you will address them as Ms.”

“I will.”

Kayla raised a brow and Olivia fumbled to correct herself. “S-sorry, I mean...I will, Ms. Kayla.”

Kayla smirked. “That’s better.”
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OLIVIA GOT A SOLID workout of her own as she waddled back and forth providing all those athletic and demanding women their towels and sports drinks. Kayla was right: most of them did get mean after their exercises. Olivia tried her best to be quick but her efforts were met with snatched bottles, eye rolls, and more than a few not-so-subtle verbal jabs about her weight. Olivia just nodded and smiled. The scathing comments were more thrilling for her than hurtful. Plus, she understood their frustration. These women put hours and hours of work into crafting their beautiful bodies to reach the optimum of feminine humanity. It was only right that they treat a lazy pig with the disdain she deserved.

Olivia had to stop and stare at one particularly striking blonde working on a lat machine. She was dressed in hibiscus camo bodysuit shorts perfectly sculpted to her tanned body. She pulled the hanging bar down below her chin and her breasts seemed to inflate after each repetition. Her exquisite muscles were glistening with sweat. Her large bubble butt was nestled comfortably on the padded seat and as Olivia stared closer, she saw the faint outline of her vaginal lips beneath the tight stretch of her body shorts.

When the blonde finished her workout, Olivia was quick to present her with a towel and a drink. She smiled like an angel as Olivia waddled up to her. “Well, aren’t you just the cutest thing,” she said sweetly.

Olivia glanced behind her shoulder to make sure this incredible woman was talking to her. She allowed herself to smile shyly at the unexpected compliment.

The blonde fluttered long eyelashes over impossibly adorable anime eyes. “You don’t mind dabbing me, do you, cutie? My arms are tired after that workout.”

Olivia’s eyes widened at the request. “Um, s-sure thing, Ms,” she said, and lightly patted around her sweaty forehead and cheeks as the blond sipped on her Biolyte rehydration drink.

“Under here too,” she said, lifting one arm to reveal her sweaty armpit.

Olivia felt herself tremble as she wiped down the contours of the blonde’s exquisite hourglass form.

“Okay, cutie,” she said, “that’s enough.” She rose from the seat of the machine and sauntered across the gym floor with her buttocks swaying hypnotically as she moved.

Olivia watched her leave and slowly lifted the damp towel to her nose, inhaling her scent. She looked down at the seat where those amazing buttocks had been resting and saw a slight glisten of ass sweat on the cushion. She couldn’t help herself. She squatted close, pretending to wipe it up, but instead lapped it up with her tongue.

She squeezed her thighs together and glanced around to see if she might get away with sneaking into the restroom for a few minutes to finger herself.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

Olivia froze. Anxious pimples spread over her skin. She looked across and was horrified to see Kayla with her arms folded over her chest, staring down at her.

Olivia tried to answer but couldn’t find the words. What could she say? She just bobbed her mouth like a fish.

Kayla shook her head disdainfully.

Olivia scrambled to her feet. “S-sorry, Ms. Kayla, I...uh....there was a spot of dirt that I couldn’t wipe up so I-”

“Save it, freak.”

Olivia went red with embarrassment. Tears formed in her eyes. “P-please, don’t tell my mom,” she mumbled pathetically.

“Humph. I think now is a good time for you to clean the locker rooms, don’t you?”

Olivia nodded and sniffled.

“Our patrons deserve a sparkling environment to change and shower in. Go make it happen.”

“Th-thank you, Ms. Kayla,” she said, hoping Kayla’s change of subject was an indication that the receptionist was prepared to overlook her perversion.

She hung her head and nervously slid around Kayla toward the closet. She gathered all the cleaning supplies and made her way inside the locker room, not daring to look back in case Kayla was watching her. She was relieved to find it empty.

Soft lighting and sleek marble counters gave it a luxurious mystique. Plush robes hung on hooks and fresh towels came in multiple, bespoke temperatures. There were shelves of elite products: ointments, shampoo, conditioners, scents, sprays, and skincare moisturizers, as well as blow dryers, curlers, and straighteners. Even the tiles and central benches were heated for the comfort of the members.

Olivia got to work spraying, wiping, and polishing the countertops. She squirted cream into the sinks and scrubbed until they were glistening clean. If she focused hard on cleaning, maybe she could still impress Kayla.

Luckily, she was not a novice when it came to chores. Olivia was expected to pull her weight around the house. It was only fair since she got free board and lodging in her mom’s home. Sometimes it bothered her when her mom would get home from work, kick off her heels, and put her feet up, expecting Olivia to drop anything else she was doing to pour her a glass of red wine and give her a foot rub. But she never complained. Her mom worked hard to provide for her. The least she could do was help her relax.

Sometimes, she got the feeling that her mom was waiting for a refusal. That she was needling her to see if Olivia would stomp her foot like a brat and demand they get a maid since they could so easily afford one. Unfortunately for her mom, Olivia would have been too embarrassed to behave like that. Instead, she smiled shyly and quietly listened to her mom brag about the deals she had made while massaging her feet. She had gotten pretty good at it. Often her mom would nap after a couple of glasses of wine and Olivia would slyly lick between her toes. The taboo was a huge thrill for her.

Olivia moved from the counters to polish the full-length floor-to-ceiling mirrors. They were inscribed with inspirational quotes that reminded the elite patrons how special they were. “Happy girls are the prettiest girls.” “You are more powerful than you know.” “Your smile makes life more beautiful.” Olivia suspected that anyone who could afford membership to Élégance already knew how special they were, but she supposed it wouldn’t hurt to be reminded of it while admiring your reflection. Not that Olivia would know anything about that.

She saw Kayla in the reflection of the mirror hanging a “closed for maintenance, apologies for the inconvenience” sign over the outside of the door before strolling inside.

Olivia turned and smiled as disarmingly as she could. “I’ve...uh...made a start on the-”

Kayla interrupted. “Do you even know whose sweat that belonged to?”

“No, Ms,” she mumbled, afraid of why Kayla required privacy for this.

“That was Madison Campbell, you moron. You know, the TikTok and Instagram sensation? She’s got close to a hundred and twenty million subscribers across all platforms. She comes here because Élégance caters to an elite clientele who will not bother her with constant requests for selfies. Not that you’d understand, but it isn’t easy to be that beautiful and charismatic. Sometimes, even the best of us want some peace away from fawning losers. Élégance is a safe space for the rich and beautiful to work out, chat, and relieve stress without perverted freaks drooling at the sight of them, begging to lick the sweat from their bodies.”

Olivia nodded sadly. Kayla was right. What she had done was unforgivable. A complete invasion of Madison’s autonomy. She felt sick to her stomach from the guilt.

Kayla’s scowl became a smirk upon seeing the wounds her words had caused. “I had no idea Ms. Garcia had such a little freak as a daughter. Wait...not so ‘little.’ More like an obese piggy freak, right?”

Olivia sniffled. “R-right.”

“I’m glad you agree. You kind of remind me of a certain piglet I knew back in high school. What was her name again?” She shrugged. “Doesn’t matter.We made her pay us all a fat tax. She owed us all twenty-five cents for every pound that piglet was overweight. It doesn’t sound like much, but you’ve got to remember this piglet was even fatter than you and there were like eight of us in our friend group. We forced her into a diet of fat, sugar, and grease, and weighed her every morning before class. By the end of senior year, we were making like a hundred and twenty-five dollars a week each from that loser.”

Kayla chuckled.”‘It was so funny. I’ve no idea where she found the money. She had to get a job to pay us, but there was no way that loser earned much as a cashier. She probably stole it. Not that it matters now since she killed herself just before graduation. Fuck, I wish I could remember her name.”

Olivia listened in horrified silence. The joy Kayla had at recounting this awful story was terrifying.

Kayla continued. “We banned everyone at school from attending her funeral too. Literally, nobody but her poor ass family went. Even her teachers were too afraid to show their faces. We were so evil. I miss those days. So innocent and carefree.” She sighed wistfully. “So, who are your bullies? There’s no way a loser like you isn’t terrorized.”

Olivia gulped. “Um...there...there are a few.”

Kayla smirked. “Of course there are. Anyone I might know?”

Olivia quietly sobbed to herself. She couldn’t tell Kayla about Peyton. Peyton could not know she was here.

Kayla stomped her foot and Olivia jumped.

“You’d better tell me. Madison has millions of rabid fans. How do you think they’ll react when their Goddess tells them about that disgusting fat piggy who made her super uncomfortable by sniffing and licking up her sweat? They’ll expose and destroy you. You’ll be a Reddit meme. Madison will sue you for damages and then Élégance will gladly join the suit for bringing our establishment into disrepute. Pretty sure your mom will cut you off. And good luck finding a job once the first thing a Google search of you will reveal is what a sick, perverted fuck you are.”

Olivia started to cry. It was true. One word from Kayla and her life was over. The thought of explaining this to her mom made her want to crawl into a hole and die.

Kayla grinned. Her breasts heaved with her deepening breaths.

“P-Peyton,” mumbled Olivia.

“Peyton? Peyton Turner?” She laughed. “No way. That’s too perfect. Oh my god. She’s literally going to kill you. This is too funny.”

“Please, Ms. Kayla, I’ll do anything, please don’t tell her.”

‘“Hmm, anything, huh?”

Olivia nodded sadly.

Kayla cracked her knuckles. “Awesome. I’ve really missed torturing that dead piglet. This is going to be so much fun. Just like high school all over again.”

Kayla shoved her into the shower and turned the water to its coldest setting. Olivia felt a powerful blast of freezing cold water. She stood, shivering and humiliated as her clothes got completely drenched. Peyton and the others had done this to her countless times and it never got easier to take.

As she huddled into herself for warmth Kayla chuckled and tightly twisted a wet towel.

“Pull down your pants,” she said.

Olivia obeyed and revealed her flabby ass cheeks. She clenched, awaiting the inevitable pain. She yelped as Kayla whipped the wet towel firmly across her buttocks. Luckily, her tears were swept away by the gush of water from the showerhead.

“God, I missed this,” said Kayla, “this feels (whack) so (whack) amazing (WHACK!)”

The final whip was the most painful and sent Olivia howling and hopping. She reached behind herself and rubbed the stinging welts over her ass.

Kayla reached and grabbed Olivia’s panties. She gave them a tug and forced Olivia to back up from the shower and then pushed her against the lockers. She yanked Olivia’s panties all the way down her chubby legs and made her step out of them before shoving them in her mouth.

“Don’t you dare spit those out,” she said.

Olivia nodded.

Kayla opened one of the spare lockers and crammed Olivia inside, pushing with her hands and kicking with her feet.

Olivia did her best to comply. The locker was roomier than the ones at school (she could actually fit into these) but it was still snug. She stood, and squashed into herself as Kayla slammed the door shut in her face.

“Stay put,” said Kayla, “and don’t make a peep.”

“Yesh, Mish,” said Olivia, muffled by her own panties in her mouth.

Kayla laughed as she walked away, leaving Olivia with no indication of when she would be allowed out. “Too funny.”
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OLIVIA WAITED, UNSURE of what to expect. At least now she could masturbate. She rubbed her fingers around her clit and stimulated herself to multiple orgasms. She thought of Kayla, Madison, Peyton, and her mom. They were all so much better than her. They were so beautiful and powerful. They could destroy her at any moment. She could never resist them. She would never want to.

Eventually, she heard the locker room door open and she pressed her eyes against the slits in her locker door hoping to see Kayla again, but instead, she immediately squirmed back against the wall at the appearance of Peyton.

Kayla must have called her. Olivia felt betrayed. She had allowed Kayla to degrade her without resistance on the understanding Kayla would not inform Peyton she was at the gym. Her heart sank at being so easily tricked, but as she thought about it, Kayla had never actually said she wouldn’t tell Peyton, so really, who was the one at fault? Olivia had gotten her hopes up and that was her own fault, not Kayla’s.

Peyton was dressed in tight black leggings, biker boots, and a light wash denim jacket that was open to reveal a white T-shirt with the name of one of Peyton’s favorite hardcore metal bands. Olivia had become intimately acquainted with their music after Peyton had gaffer-taped headphones over her ears and forced her to listen at maximum volume while sitting on her stomach and resting her bare feet on her face as she flicked through her phone.

Olivia held her breath. She could not give anything away. If she was lucky, Peyton would not find her. Maybe this was all a coincidence?

Peyton’s heavy biker boots thudded over the marble floor toward the lockers and Olivia’s heart rate soared. She stopped just in front of Olivia’s locker and investigated, peering through the slits in the metal. It was as if she could sense the exact location of her victim. Olivia knew it was over as she saw Peyton scowl. Urine trickled down her leg.

Peyton forced the door open and Olivia slumped down to her knees. She knew to greet her bully with respect if she had any hope of avoiding a beating. She bent down to Peyton’s boots and began to caress her panty-stuffed mouth against Peyton’s steel-capped toes.

Peyton was unamused. “Get those out of your mouth, Piggy.”

Olivia spat her panties out. “S-sorry, Peyton,” she mumbled, and planted furious kisses all over Peyton’s boots.

“Didn’t I tell you to stay the fuck away from here?”

“Yes,” squeaked Olivia.

“Weird. So is there a reason you disobeyed me?”

“I’m sorry (kiss). It was my mom (kiss). She made me come and work (kiss). I didn’t want to (kiss) and I haven’t taken any classes (kiss). I’m still as weak as ever (kiss); you’ll have no problem beating me up (kiss). Really, I’m weaker than ever (kiss).”

“Get up.”

Olivia cringed as she cautiously rose to her feet.

“I warned you. I told you I’d seriously fuck you up if you came here again. Was that confusing for you?”

“No, Peyton. You were fair and clear. I...I accept whatever punishment you think I deserve. Please...hurt me. Make me suffer. I...I deserve it.”

Peyton looked as if she was contemplating something. Olivia knew to fear that look the most. A contemplative Peyton was far worse than an angry Peyton. An angry Peyton just beat her up. This Peyton was getting creative.

“Okay,” she said, reaching inside the inner pocket of her denim jacket and producing a letter. “Do you know what this is?”

“Yes,” mumbled Olivia sadly.

Peyton had made her write a suicide letter. She said it was an insurance policy. In it, Olivia lamented her life as a fat, disgusting loser with no friends. She whined that she had no hope of a better life and that the only way out was to end it all. Nobody could doubt its authenticity. There were countless witnesses who could testify Olivia had every reason to want to kill herself. Her psychologist and her mom included.

Peyton looked around the room, tapping the letter against her palm. “How should we do it,” she mused.

Olivia’s eyes welled with tears. She soon broke down and cried uncontrollably. Ugly tears streamed down her chubby cheeks and snot dripped from her nose.

Peyton jabbed Olivia in her stomach, knocking the wind out of her. “Shut up. I’m trying to think. Let’s see, it has to be something you could believably do here. It has to look like you got caught spying on the women changing and decided you couldn’t live with the consequences. Ah ha,” she said triumphantly, spotting Olivia’s tray of cleaning products. “Perfect.”

Olivia continued to sob. She knew she had to stand up to Peyton. She didn’t want to die. She wanted to masturbate at least once more before that. She eyed one of the inspirational quotes on the full-length mirrors: “embrace your beauty, celebrate your gifts with confidence.”

What beauty? What gifts? She was nothing. This was not a quote for her. This was for the pretty and privileged. Those like Madison Campbell, Kayla, Peyton, and her mom. The world only cared for them. They were loved and admired. Olivia was just like the piglet Kayla tormented into suicide. Like her, Olivia’s legacy would be nothing but a joke Peyton and the other bullies could share at reunions, remembering that fat loser who killed herself because of them.

“Here,” said Peyton with an evil grin as she passed Olivia a bottle of bleach. “Drink it.”

Olivia’s hand trembled as she took it from her bully. She had never once stood up to Peyton, her mom, or anyone else. She had never wanted to before and now it was too late. Her bully’s word was the word of god. She could never disobey it.

She opened her mouth and puckered her lips around the nozzle as if it was a soda bottle. Maybe if she showed Peyton she would literally die for her then Peyton might forgive her and not actually let her die. Maybe this was just a test of loyalty? She pressed her fat fingers into the plastic and squirted the toxic bleach down her throat. To live, she had to risk death. It was all down to Peyton now.
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