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Dr. Stephanie Lexington was sitting with her legs crossed on an Italian leather armchair, bobbing her knife-pointed Balenciaga pump shoe as she made notes on the pad in her lap with a gold-plated pen embossed with the Cartier logo. 

She wore a double-breasted, slim-fit blazer jacket with an open V-neck displaying a low plunging white T-shirt that showed off her tanned cleavage. Her wealth was highlighted by gold Byzantine knot earrings, a gold ankh necklace on a twinkle chain, and a heavy Rolex on her wrist. Round Cartier glasses balanced on the precipice of her nose, and her lush black hair flowed down her back. 

Olivia sat opposite her on a much smaller leather armchair in the same baggy clothing she always wore, as if she was trying to hide her fat body from the world. She felt gross in comparison to Stephanie and could only stare in admiration at the doctor’s perfect posture and body. If she stared hard enough, she thought she could just make out Stephanie’s nipples through her blazer jacket. She wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. She was in desperate need of some water.  

Stephanie took a sip of sparkling Perrier and exhaled her satisfaction, returning her glass to the coaster on the executive mahogany desk to her side. 

Olivia swallowed her own spit to quench her thirst.

“Would you like a drink, Olivia?”

Olivia was sweating like a pig but was too embarrassed to cause a fuss. “No,” she mumbled, “I’m fine. Thank you.”

Stephanie smiled and wrote another note on her pad. 

There were numerous framed certificates along the polished wood-paneled walls showing off Stephanie’s elite education and credentials. Weirdly, Olivia also recognized the same glossy onyx plaque embossed by a golden Egyptian ankh that she had seen hanging in her mother’s office. To the right and left were giant bookcases filled with hardback academic texts on subjects as varied as philosophy, psychology, and sociology, highlighting the doctor’s broad expertise. 

“So,” said Stephanie, tapping the bottom of her pen against her pad, “why are you here, Olivia?”

Olivia shrugged. “I don’t really know.”

“Your mom made you come. Is that why?”

“Yeah,” she mumbled, “I guess so.”

“And why is that?”

Olivia squirmed uncomfortably, creaking the leather upholstery over her chair. 

“This is a safe space,” said Stephanie, “nothing you say will leave this room. I’m here to help you.”

Olivia nodded. She knew there was patient confidentiality, but she also knew the doctor and her mom were old acquaintances. “I’m lacking confidence,” she mumbled. “My mom wants you to help me be a stronger person.”

“Are you weak, Olivia?”

Olivia shrugged again, looking down at the hazelwood floor. 

“I know your mom is quite a domineering woman. That must be difficult for you.” 

“My mom has accomplished a lot in her life. I’m not ever going to match up to what she has done.”

“You’re her only child. Don’t you stand to inherit her entire business portfolio?”

“Maybe. If she lets me. My grades aren’t too good. She says I need to learn to take charge. I can’t run a business if I’m so easily pushed around.”

“She doesn’t want you to ruin what she worked so hard to build?”

Olivia blushed. “S-sure. I guess so.”

Stephanie jotted down some notes. “Tell me, Olivia. Do you have any friends?”

She shrugged. “Not really.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know,” she mumbled, glancing for the exit. 

Stephanie tipped her reading glasses down her nose and stared up at Olivia from below her forehead. “Don’t even think about it,” she said firmly. “You aren’t going anywhere until I say so.”

Olivia quickly nodded. The sudden force in the doctor’s tone sent a jolt of excitement through her pussy. It reminded her of her mom. She would never dare disobey. 

“Now, answer my question,” continued Stephanie. “Why don’t you have any friends?”

“B-because, I suppose, I’m...not good at talking to p-people. I’m not good at sports. I’m dumb. And um, I’m fat and gross and kind of smell, I guess.”

“Is this what they tell you at school?” 

Olivia nodded and sniffled back her tears. 

“Interesting. So people don’t like you because you’re quiet, ugly, and stupid. How does that make you feel?”

“L-like I don’t have a right to exist.”

Stephanie went back to writing notes with an ill-disguised smirk on her face. “Then tell me about school. You’re eighteen. A senior?”  

“Yes,” she mumbled. 

Stephanie stopped writing to stare at her again, expecting elaboration. 

Olivia shifted nervously in her chair and wiped her sweaty palms down her pants. Stephanie had an aura that suggested not sharing her thoughts would be a bad idea. 

“So, in my school, there are two kinds of people: the rich, popular girls, and the scholarships. The popular girls sometimes...adopt...a scholarship girl to carry their things and to do their homework. In return, the scholarships get to hang out with them and gain protection. Does that make sense?”

Stephanie smiled knowingly. “Of course. School politics can be quite complex. Where do you fit into this?”

“I don’t. My mom pays for my schooling, and I’m too awkward to be popular. I try to talk to some of the scholarships, but they avoid me. They’re too scared of what will happen if the rich girls catch them with me.”

“I understand.”

“Y-you do?”

“Certainly. It must be hell to be fat, friendless, ugly, and shy. I know in my school there were all kinds of names for people like you. Loser. Nerd. Geek. Dork. Freak.” She counted each on her fingers.

“Th-they call me Piggy.”

“Because you’re so fat?”

Olivia nodded and wiped the silent tears from her cheeks with her wrists. 

“And what else do they do to you?”

“Th-they make me eat things.”

Stephanie leaned forward, giving Olivia a view of her cleavage. If Olivia didn’t know better, she could have sworn she saw excitement gleaming in the doctor’s beautiful eyes. “Like what?”

“Um, trash. Paper towels. Used tissues. Toilet paper. Apple cores. Banana peels. Things like that. They throw the leftovers from their lunch at me and make me eat them from the floor. I’ve sucked on used tampons. I’ve...I’ve...laid on the restroom floor while one of them t-took a-a shit in my mouth.”

Stephanie sat back and shook her head as she recorded the confession on her pad, biting her lip. “Hmm,” she said, “that is quite the predicament. Is there one student, in particular, you fear the most?”

“I’m sorry,” mumbled Olivia, brushing the snot from her nose with her hand, “I really don’t feel comfortable with this.”

Stephanie curled her fist and beat it down on the armrest of her chair, making Olivia jump. “I really don’t care if you’re comfortable or not, Piggy,” she spat. ‘‘Your mom is paying me a lot of money to get to the bottom of this. So start talking. Who is your biggest bully?”

Olivia rubbed her crotch against the leather in a subtle attempt to satisfy her growing arousal. Everything about Stephanie, from her power suit to her posture, exuded power. Who was Olivia to disobey her? She was just a useless, fat piggy.

“P-Peyton. Peyton is the worst.”

Stephanie relaxed her hand and returned to writing notes. “Tell me about her,” she said calmly.

“Sh-she really hates me. She uses me as a punching bag. She wants me to stay fat because she says it gives her fists some padding. She rides a motorcycle, and she wears these big biker boots that she makes me lick the dirt from every morning. Then she stands on my head, crushing my skull. S-sometimes she even uses my stomach as a trampoline.”

“Why don’t you fight back?”

“I...couldn’t. She’s into MMA. She does all kinds of martial arts. Brazilian jiu-jitsu, kickboxing, judo.”

“She sounds like a powerful young woman.”

Olivia sniffled. “Yes. She is.”

“Does that excite you?”

Olivia froze. “Wh-what do you mean?”

Stephanie stared as if looking into her soul. “You know what I mean. Does Peyton excite you?”

How could she know? Olivia’s sleepless nights were not only from nightmares. Her bedroom was the one place she felt safe to hide under her sheets and rub her clit to orgasm thinking of all the nasty things Peyton and the others had made her do that day. She would lie awake, too excited to discover what new humiliation and torture they would devise for her in the morning to sleep. 

Stephanie tittered. “I told you. What is said in this room, stays in this room. My methods may be unorthodox, but now I know exactly what kind of person I’m dealing with.”

Olivia felt herself smile. The doctor’s intimidation was just a technique to gain honesty from her patient. Stephanie knew exactly what button to push to get Olivia to be honest with her. Olivia was in awe. Stephanie really was an expert in her field.

“I’m going to share a secret with you,” said Stephanie. “The reason this Peyton has targeted you is because you like it. She may not know this consciously, but something within her compels her to hurt you. She enjoys inflicting abuse just as much as you enjoy receiving it. It’s perfectly normal. Think of it like a coin. One side cannot exist without the other. You wouldn’t be whole without each other. This can be a beautiful relationship if handled correctly.” 

Olivia’s eyes widened. Her pleasure was nothing to be ashamed of. She could allow herself to enjoy her torture without fear or guilt. And Peyton felt the same way in reverse? 

“Of course,” continued Stephanie, “there is the problem of your mother. She does not want a life of submission for you. She wants you to be a leader, a dominant.”

“But...but I’m not. I couldn’t ever be.”

“I know. Look, I’ve known Jasmine a long time. I’ll talk to her. It’s useless and traumatic to try and force you to be something you aren’t, and could never be. You’ll be a happier and more content person if she were to accept who you are. Not who she wants you to be.”

“Really? She’ll listen to you?”

“Eventually. Although, we will have to go through the motions of transformation. We will continue to have a weekly session and I’ll recommend physical treatments. Some basic self-defense training. I’ll tell her it will make you less of a target and will give you the chance to dominate weaker students. Once your bullies see you in a dominant role, they will begin to respect you.”

“Really?”

Stephanie sighed. “Of course not. You’re going to fail and fail miserably because you’re a loser.” 

Olivia smiled. “Oh right. Sorry, I forgot.”

“I warn you. Your tutor will not go easy on you. She will expect results. You have to remember who you are.”

“A useless piggy.”

Stephanie smirked. “Exactly.”

“Thank you so much, Dr. Lexington. I...I feel happy for the first time in...a long time. Thank you.”

“You’re so welcome, Piggy.” She checked the time on her giant gold Rolex. “I think we’ve time for a little fun before we end this session. How about it?”

Olivia nodded happily.

Stephanie swiveled her chair and reached down for the trashcan. She placed it in her lap and delicately picked through the trash with her finger and thumb. “Ah,” she proclaimed, removing a stale-looking half-eaten baguette, “here it is.” She pulled a face and tossed it on the floor. “Ew. It smells.” She reached for a sanitary wipe and cleaned her fingers. “What do you think, Piggy? Hungry?”

Olivia looked down at it. The stink of old mayonnaise was strong. The salad was stringy and the chicken glistened as if sweating. “Yes. Starving.”

Stephanie snorted up mucus through her nose and mixed it with her saliva. She smirked as she spat a long foamy strand onto the bread like it was a special sauce. “How about now?”

“Yes,” mumbled Olivia, “even better.”

Stephanie laughed. “Then get down there and eat it up, Piggy. I don’t want this staining my hardwood.”

Olivia maneuvered herself from the chair and onto the floor. She crawled on her hands and knees to the vile baguette. She sniffed it like a rabbit and winced at the stench. Stephanie grinned down at her, circling her Balenciaga pump shoe teasingly. 

Olivia picked up the bread and took a large bite. It was chewy, warm, tangy, and moist. She retched and struggled to swallow. The spit had made the bread soggy but no less stale.

“How is it?” said Stephanie, reaching for her sparkling Perrier to take a sip.

“Delicious,” mumbled Olivia, stuffing the rest of it in her mouth and gagging. She knew for sure it would make her sick and she couldn’t wait. She would kneel with her face in the toilet bowl, throwing up while rubbing her clit to orgasm. She swallowed the whole thing and then bent down to lick the crumbs from the floor.

Stephanie laughed. “You really are a disgusting little piggy, aren’t you?”

Olivia smiled. Stephanie knew and accepted her for who she really was. Stephanie was an amazing psychologist. She understood her better than anyone. 

Stephanie clicked her fingers and pointed at her desk. “Get up, hands flat.”

Olivia scurried to obey. She whimpered from the excitement fluttering inside her stomach. Her arms trembled as she laid her palms on the polished mahogany. Stephanie yanked her pants and panties down to her ankles. Olivia looked behind her shoulder to see her doctor bending a varnished rattan cane between her hands.

“Face forward,” she commanded, and Olivia obeyed.

Olivia heard the cane cutting the air as it slashed across her flabby buttocks. She gasped at the sudden, stinging pain.

“Ha,” said Stephanie, swishing the cane for another attack, “Peyton was right. It is fun to see that fat jiggle.”

Olivia yelped as another strike stung her ass. “Yes, th-thank you.”

Stephanie responded with her hardest whack yet. Olivia squealed and hopped on the spot, reaching behind to clutch her red cheeks.

“Move your hands right now!”

Olivia placed them back on the desk and closed her eyes, clenching her buttocks as another blow struck her. She screamed and collapsed her face against the wood. She sobbed, reaching between her legs and rubbing up and down her wet pussy lips.

“P-please,” she mumbled, “please may I cum?”

“Yes,” said Stephanie, swatting her again as hard as she could.

Olivia moaned at the pain and squirted her pleasure onto her hand, blubbering with tears of happiness.

Stephanie finished her Perrier and tittered. “I think that’s all for today. I’ll schedule another session for next Tuesday.”

“Th-thank you, doctor,” said Olivia breathlessly. “I can’t wait.”

“Me neither, Piggy,” she said, whipping her ass one final time just for the fun of hearing Piggy squeal. 

Dr. Lexington loved her job so so much. 
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