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Élégance was the perfect urban getaway. Elite clientele were treated to the latest innovations in fitness technology. Highly qualified personal trainers constructed individualized regimens, including curated nutrition and regeneration programs. It also offered a full spa experience, complete with body sculpting and beautification treatments.

The ultra-modern building boasted floor-to-ceiling glass windows, allowing for breathtaking views of the manufactured lake and Zen gardens. It was an oasis in the heart of the cityscape.

Olivia could not have been more out of place.

Wherever she looked, she saw fit, athletic, attractive people, bench pressing, jogging on treadmills, cycling, rowing, and stretching. Their toned bodies glistened with sweat. She compared her own flabby stomach to their abs. Even if Olivia worked out eight hours a day every day she would never look like them.

But that was okay. That wasn’t who she was. Her sessions with her psychologist, Dr. Stephanie Lexington, had really helped reinforce her negative self-image. She was embracing who she was, a fat piggy, unliked, and unloved. A natural victim and a complete loser. To pretend otherwise would lead her to unnecessary trauma. Her place at the bottom of the world was weirdly what made her life worthwhile. Her existence served to better highlight the superiority of others. Her arousal at the abuse she suffered was nature’s way of compelling her to seek it out. Everything in Olivia’s life made so much more sense now.

Not that her mom would ever accept it. She had spent a fortune registering Olivia for self-defense classes at Élégance. Olivia’s hope was that when her mom saw her fail, she might finally start to see Olivia as who she was, not who she wanted her to be.

A peroxide-blonde receptionist cleared her throat to grab Olivia’s attention away from all the beautiful people. A nametag on her tight-fitting polo shirt read ‘Kayla.’ She looked up and down Olivia’s body and curled her lip. “Can I help you?” she said, snottily.

Olivia’s chubby cheeks flushed. “Um, yes, hi, Olivia Garcia? I have a self-defense class?”

“Are you asking me or telling me?”

Olivia felt a line of sweat drip down the side of her head. “Um.”

Kayla scoffed. “Wow. Took a lot of effort for you to waddle up here, did it?”

Olivia laughed nervously. The jab made her pussy tingle.

Kayla smirked. “I’m kidding. I think it’s great someone like you is trying to better themselves. Anyway, your coach is Andrea. Her class is through those glass doors.”

Olivia thanked her and self-consciously waddled over to them, aware of the athletic patrons staring at her as if to question her nerve at uglifying their private fitness sanctum.

She entered a square room covered in glossy grappling mats. There were punching and kicking bags of various weights and designs hanging from the ceiling by chains.

An ash-blonde woman in tight black compression leggings and a matching sports bra that showed off her abs was stretching in front of a large wall mirror. Her pose was that of a warrior. Every muscle had been carefully crafted to demonstrate the true potential of the female form.

“You must be Olivia,” she said into the mirror.

“Yes, hi, nice to meet you. Andrea, right?”

Andrea turned to her. “My students call me Sensei.”

Olivia smiled nervously. “Oh, okay. Sorry. Sensei.”

Andrea pointed a finger down to the mats by her bare feet. “Come here.”

Olivia waddled over and stood awkwardly before her. Andrea was not a tall woman, but she held a confident presence that erected her above the shrinking Olivia.

“Okay,” she said, “lift up your shirt. Let’s see what we’re dealing with here.”

Olivia’s arms trembled as she lifted her baggy T-shirt to show her fat stomach.

Andrea raised her brows in mock shock. “Oh my,” she said and jabbed a finger into the flab.

Olivia backed up and released an “oof.”

Andrea continued, unphased. “Your BMI must be well above 30. You know that’s clinically obese, right?”

“Um, yes, Sensei.”

Andrea sighed and placed her hands on her hips. “It’s not only unhealthy but disgusting to look at. Don’t you feel bad about yourself?”

Olivia nodded sadly.

“It’s no wonder you’re bullied at school, is it?”

She felt her eyes well with tears. “No,” she said weakly, “I’m sorry.”

“You should know that I don’t like looking foolish. I’m not going to waste my time or your mother’s money if you aren’t 100% committed to bettering yourself. This will be the hardest thing you’ve ever done. It will hurt. You will suffer. But in the end, if you follow my instructions, you will finally be somebody your mom can be proud to call her daughter. Sound fair?”

Olivia hesitated. The plan she had concocted with the help of Dr. Lexington to fail at this was crumbling in the intimidating presence of Andrea. Hopefully, her psychologist would have some ideas on how to navigate this tricky situation while caning Olivia’s bottom.

“S-sounds good,” she said, smiling in the hopes of getting away with her lie.

Andrea nodded. “Then let’s start with a warm-up. Strip.”

“Excuse me?”

“Didn’t I just tell you to follow my instructions exactly?”

“Yes, but-”

“Then strip, piggy,” she said, grabbing Olivia’s T-shirt, and yanking it over her head to leave her top half bare but for her plus-size bra. She then pulled down Olivia’s shorts to reveal her unflattering granny panties.

Olivia whimpered and tried to cover herself with her chunky arms.

Andrea laughed and poked her finger at Olivia’s crotch. “What are these things?”

“Sorry, Sensei, I-I didn’t think anyone would-would see them.”

Olivia crossed her thighs, but it was too late to hide her arousal as a wet splotch expanded across her panties, darkening the material. Her bottom lip quivered and silent tears dropped down her cheeks.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” said Andrea, disgusted. “That’s either urine or...oh my god. What’s wrong with you? Aren’t you ashamed?”

“Yes, Sensei. I am. I’m so sorry.”

“So,” she said, shaking her head, “you’re one of those twisted freaks that enjoys it when people are mean to them. No wonder Jasmine is so desperate. It must be awfully humiliating to have a daughter like you.”

Olivia nodded and sniffled. Andrea was right. The truth was both hurtful and pleasurable. “I’m sorry I’m like this, Sensei. My mom deserves better.”

Andrea sighed. “Yes, she does. But I suppose we’d better get started. I promised Jasmine I’d turn you into a real woman and I’d hate to break a promise to a friend. Not that you’d know anything about that. Being a fat, friendless pervert, right?”

“R-right,” she mumbled and wiped away a tear from her cheek. “Thank you, Sensei.”

Andrea demonstrated a simple warm-up routine for Olivia to follow. At least, in Andrea’s mind, it was simple. Unfortunately, Olivia was the most unathletic person she’d ever dealt with.

Olivia had excelled in avoiding gym class. For her, it involved being picked last, being yelled at by her teammates, being targeted by the opposition, and taking freezing cold showers while having her fat ass whipped with wet towels. She would hide in the toilets, under the bleachers, in the janitor’s closet, and anywhere she thought she might get away. As a result, even following Andrea’s basic exercises was a struggle.

Olivia marched on the spot, pumping her arms up and down in mismatched rhythm with her steps. She tried to lift her knees while keeping her back straight which was impossible with her awful posture. Andrea was quick to tell her how useless she was.

Next came the push-ups and sit-ups. Andrea effortlessly demonstrated the repetitions but Olivia groaned and struggled to make it to three before crashing down on the mats, breathing heavily and pouring with sweat.

Andrea walked in front of Olivia’s head. Olivia looked up from the mats to see Andrea’s bare feet - close enough to smell. She inhaled deeply. They were incredible. She squirmed her crotch against the mats at the tang.

“So,” said Andrea, “looks like you’re fat and a weakling. Is it any wonder you’re targeted? Why not just brand ‘loser’ on your forehead?”

“Sorry, Sensei,” she mumbled.

“Alright, I’ve seen enough. Get up.”

Olivia slowly clambered to her feet. Andrea was not remotely out of breath. It could not have been more obvious who the superior woman was.

“Your conditioning is awful, but I suppose that’s to be expected. You’ve spent your whole life stuffing your fat mouth because you have no friends and everybody hates you, right?”

Olivia nodded sadly.

Andrea sighed. “I suppose I’d better try and teach you some self-defense moves. That is why you’re here, right? It’s possible your bullies might leave you alone if they see you demonstrate a backbone. Maybe.”

Olivia didn’t want to be left alone. She enjoyed her spinelessness. She loved masturbating to her daily beatings. Not that Andrea needed to know that.

“Tell me the name of your biggest bully,” said Andrea.

“P-Peyton. Peyton Turner.”

Andrea’s brows raised and a smirk came over her pretty face. “No way. Peyton Turner? For real?”

Olivia gulped and nodded.

Andrea laughed loudly, tilting her head back. “This is crazy. I’ve been coaching her in advanced Brazilian jiu-jitsu and Muay Thai. She’s one of my best students. She’s super talented. She could go pro. Isn’t that something? Small world, huh?”

Olivia smiled weakly. “Yes, Sensei.”

“Wait there,” said Andrea, walking over to her gym bag on the floor and taking out her phone. She snapped a few pictures of Olivia in her underwear and then returned it to her bag. “Okay,” she said, returning to Olivia, “what do you do to defend yourself when Peyton punches you?”

“Um, n-nothing.”

Andrea scoffed. “Nothing? Come on. You don’t try and block her with your arms at least?”

Olivia shrugged. “She hurts me worse if I try and defend myself.”

Andrea smirked. “Wow. Okay then. Well,” she curled her fist, “try and defend this anyway.”

She struck Olivia’s stomach with a lightning-fast punch. Olivia grunted and stumbled backward onto her ass, gripping herself with her arms, and heaving.

Andrea rested her hands on her hips. “Oh come on, you didn’t even try and stop me. How can I teach you anything if I don’t see what you’re doing wrong? Let’s try this again. Only this time, do something.”

“Y-yes, Sensei,” she said, gasping for breath. She weakly raised herself to her feet and flinched her arms over her body for protection as Andrea came in for another punch.

Andrea jabbed directly into Olivia’s belly button. Olivia backstepped and Andrea maintained her assault, striking her left and right across her stomach as Olivia flailed in vain to try to block until she finally fell backward onto the mats, raising her hands in surrender, pleading for it to stop.

“Get up you wimp,” said Andrea. “I barely touched you.”

Olivia sniffled and slowly raised herself to her feet. In an instant Andrea struck again, harder than ever. Olivia’s flab jiggled as Andrea’s fist pressed deep into her belly. Olivia lost all her breath and slumped forward on her knees. Silent tears streamed down her chubby cheeks.

Andrea chuckled. “That was a real punch. See the difference?”

Olivia sobbed and nodded.

“I know this seems harsh, but in the real world, Peyton won’t be holding back when she goes for you. You have to be ready. You won’t learn anything if I go easy on you.”

“Y-yes, Sensei,” she said, embracing her stomach. “Th-thank you.”

“You need to learn to block. Come on,” she pointed up at the ceiling. “Get up.”

Olivia struggled to her knees and wheezed for breath as she stood on her shaky legs, still grappling with her own belly. “P-please, Sensei, I-I don’t know if I can t-take another like that.”

“Oh? Is that what you’d say to Peyton?”

Olivia sniffled and shook her head.

Andrea twitched her elbow as if about to strike again, causing Olivia to flinch. Andrea laughed and shook her head in disbelief at how pathetic Olivia truly was.

“Alright. You try and hit me.”

“Wh-what?”

“I’m going to show you how to defend yourself. Come on.” She slapped her firm abs. “Give me your best shot.”

Olivia gulped and hesitated. She had never thrown a punch at anyone in her life. She curled her fist with her thumb tucked inside her fingers and slowly edged it toward Andrea’s body.

Andrea quickly dropped her elbow, catching Olivia’s forearm and knocking her arm away. She immediately struck with her spare arm and palmed Olivia’s face, catching her under the chin and knocking her teeth together. Olivia stumbled and Andrea went on the offensive, jabbing her fists into the sides of Olivia’s stomach in quick succession just below her ribs.

Olivia groaned and collapsed to the mats. She blinked up at the ceiling spinning above her. White spots fluttered in her vision.

“Like that,” said Andrea, standing over her victim with her hands on her hips and a smirk on her face. “Then,” she lowered herself and pressed her knee firmly onto Olivia’s neck, “with your attacker on the ground, she’ll be completely at your mercy.”

Olivia gagged and made a feeble grab for Andrea’s muscular thigh, hoping to relieve the pressure.

“P-please,” she mumbled, unable to breathe.

Andrea smirked, holding her position with her hands relaxed on her hips. “Not yet. You have to understand how something is supposed to feel before you can successfully execute it yourself.”

Olivia nodded, unable to speak, turning blue.

“Although,” said Andrea, looking down at Olivia’s wet underwear, “looks like somebody is enjoying this lesson a little too much, huh?”

Olivia closed her eyes and quietly sobbed to herself as she moved a trembling hand against her crotch and slyly rubbed against her arousal.
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SHE WAS SORE ALL OVER as she gingerly made her way outside. The session had been awful and amazing. She leaned against the wall, enjoying the sting from the bruises Andrea had left over her body. She would be feeling them for days. She couldn’t wait to get home, crawl under the covers of her bed, and play with her clit.

It felt awkward to stand outside the gym while patrons exited and entered. Her mom was always late picking her up. It wasn’t unusual for her to wait two or three hours for her mom to arrive, but she didn’t have much of a choice unless she was going to walk. Her mom never gave her money for a cab and she had no friends to call. She knew her mom enjoyed having that power over her. After all, it wasn’t as if her mom wasn’t rich enough to buy her daughter a car of her own.

She was startled when she heard the deep-throated roar of an engine. She looked up nervously. She knew that sound. The sound of pure terror.

She paled as she saw a black motorcycle. The feminine rider was wearing a brown leather jacket, skinny biker pants, and Dr. Martens platform boots. She parked directly in front of Olivia and removed her helmet to show herself as Peyton: Olivia’s worst nightmare, and her favorite dream.

“P-Peyton,” said Olivia, dry-mouthed. “Hi, n-nice to see you. Wh-what are you doing here?”

Peyton dismounted and placed her helmet over a handlebar. She grinned, chewing gum. “Is that the way to properly address your bully?”

Olivia glanced around her anxiously. She knew what Peyton expected. She cautiously lowered herself to the ground and crawled to Peyton’s black boots, laying kisses over each of them.

Peyton chuckled. “That’s better.” Olivia continued to kiss as Peyton talked. “Imagine my shock when my MMA instructor sent me a picture of you in your underwear. What the fuck do you think you’re doing here?”

Olivia knew this was going to be bad no matter what she said. Peyton did not usually make special trips to abuse her unless she had really fucked up. She heard some mutters and she glanced across the sidewalk at a couple of blonde women in yoga pants and tight T-shirts pointing and whispering with amused smiles on their faces as they watched her kiss Peyton’s boots.

“S-sorry, Peyton (kiss). It’s just that (kiss) m-my mom made me (kiss) take a s-self defense class (kiss) t-to help build m-my confidence (kiss).”

“Get up.”

Olivia slowly stood up and wiped her tears from her cheeks with the back of her wrists. “I’m really sorry, Peyton. I didn’t want to go, honest.”

“Stop sniveling. You’re embarrassing me.”

“S-sorry,” she mumbled.

Peyton nodded toward the side of the building, away from onlookers. Olivia nodded and followed her bully, nervously wringing her hands, staring at the way Peyton’s firm buttocks swayed inside her leather biker pants.

They moved down an alley between the side of the building and a line of trees. There were several trash cans lined up behind a bamboo screen.

Peyton stopped and turned to Olivia, curling her fist. “Tell me what you learned today, Piggy.”

Olivia’s bottom lip quivered. “N-not much.”

“Oh, so you’re saying Andrea is a bad teacher?”

Olivia waved her hands in objection. “N-no, no, not at all, she’s wonderful. I’m just stupid is all.”

“Really stupid.”

“Really stupid,” Olivia agreed.

“So stupid,” Peyton punched hard into Olivia’s gut. Olivia dropped to her knees and clutched her stomach. A cramping sensation took hold and she winced through her tears as she tried to recover her breath. “That you thought you could come to my own gym without me finding out.”

“I-I didn’t kn-know...”

Peyton backhanded each of Olivia’s cheeks as she spoke. “You (slap) are not (slap) allowed to (slap) defend yourself (slap). You are not (slap) allowed to stand up for yourself (slap) ever. You are my (slap) spineless (slap) little (slap) piggy bitch (slap) forever (slap). You got that?”

Olivia was blubbering, her cheeks burning with shame and pain. “Yes, Peyton, I’m sorry.”

Peyton grabbed a handful of Olivia’s hair and pulled. She pointed a finger, squishing Olivia’s nose. “I will seriously fuck you up if you dare come here again. You got that?”

“B-but wh-what can I tell my mom?”

Peyton grinned and Olivia saw the gum between her perfect teeth. “Think I give a shit? Figure it out.”

Olivia nodded. There was no way she could tell her mom. The best thing to do was probably just find somewhere to hide after being dropped off and hope that somehow Andrea didn’t tell her mom that she was missing.

Peyton removed the lid from one of the trashcans and pulled out a full trash bag. “In.”

Olivia shuffled on her knees to the trashcan and clambered inside. It was a tight fit and she had to huddle into a tight ball. It was dirty, damp, rusty, and stank of rotten vegetables. She looked up at Peyton, grinning down at her.

“You’re staying put until I come and get you. It might be tonight, it might be tomorrow, it might be next week, but you’re not moving from this position until I say so. You got that?”

Olivia nodded, blubbering.

Peyton spat her gum into Olivia’s face and then dumped the trash bag on top of her, pushing it down to squash Olivia beneath it. She then placed the lid back onto the trash can, leaving Olivia in darkness.

“Comfortable in there?”

Olivia retched and gagged at the stink. “Y-yeah,” she mumbled. “Th-thank you.”

Peyton laughed. “If you get hungry you can eat some of the trash, right? Perfect for a little piggy like you, huh?”

“Y-yeah, definitely,” she said, reaching down inside her panties and rubbing herself with her fingers. “Oh, w-wait, Peyton, my m-mom?”

“I’ll handle that. What’s her number?”

Olivia gave it and Peyton dialed it on her phone.

“Hi,” she said sweetly, “is this Mrs. Garcia? Greeeat, hiiii, I’m Peyton. Peyton Turner. Yeah, I’m a friend of your daughter...what, you didn’t think she had any friends? Nooo, I’m her absolute bestie. Oh yeah, we do everything together. In fact, I go to the same gym as her, can you believe it? We take the same class. I know, right? Crazy. Well, I’ve invited her to stay with me for a few days. Hope that’s okay? Oh, ha ha, no it’s fine, I actually like having her around. Yeah, awwww, you’re so sweet, thank you. Okay, I’ll have her back to you soon. Bye.”

She hung up and chuckled. “Hey, Piggy, your mom’s pretty cool.”

Olivia came in her underwear. “Thank you,” she mumbled, resigned to spending at least one night in a cold metal trash can surrounded by garbage.

It was exactly where a piggy belonged.



  	
	    
	      Also by Summer Gold

	    

      
	    
          
	      Devil on My Shoulder

          
        
          
	          Beginnings

          
        
          
	          New Girl

          
        
          
	          Hidden Lives

          
        
          
	          Damages

          
        
          
	          The One True Queen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mouse Tales

          
        
          
	          Happy Date Night

          
        
          
	          Happy Halloween

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Piggy's Ordeal

          
        
          
	          Therapy

          
        
          
	          In Training

          
        
          
	          Gym Sub

          
        
          
	          For Mommy

          
        
          
	          Transformation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Where She Belongs

          
        
          
	          Where She Belongs - Part 1.

          
        
          
	          Where She Belongs. Part 2.

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Office Pranks

          
        
          
	          A Better Vacation

          
        
          
	          A Family Cuckmas

          
        
          
	          Dreams Do Come True

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Summer Gold’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘% Summer Gold ‘%

Piggy's Ordeal 2.

In Training

A lesbian BDSM story





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





