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Jasmine had invited all her closest colleagues and friends to celebrate this most special of occasions. They gathered in her luxurious living room like a choir of dark angels, snacking on exquisite hors d'oeuvres, sipping expensive champagne, and chatting excitedly with each other. 

Jasmine was dressed in an elegant black and white slim-fit bodycon mini dress with a deep V neckline, large gold hoop earrings, and Jimmy Choo leather pumps with a gold ankle chain. A gold key dangled over her imposing cleavage. 

“I’d like to thank you all for coming,” she said to all her beautiful and successful guests. “I know you’ve all been curious about how Olivia has been faring after her attempted suicide. Her status may be shocking to some of you, but rest assured, this is for Olivia’s long-term benefit. And nothing was decided without the authority of her psychologist, Dr. Lexington. After much back and forth, we decided this was what was best for her fragile mental health.” 

Dr. Stephanie Lexington was wearing a cropped short blazer over a white vest top and high-waist tapered suit pants. She smiled and nodded along sagely. Olivia had been an unusual case. Even for the twisted psyche of a submissive, Olivia demonstrated extreme levels of masochism and self-loathing. It was her medical responsibility to create a safe haven for Olivia to fulfill her fantasies, or else there’d be a risk of further self-harm. Stephanie was pleased Jasmine had finally seen sense and ceased pushing Olivia into an unnatural position of dominance. It was not just for Olivia’s sake; Jasmine was clearly flourishing with the recent changes. A massive weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She was positively glowing. 

Jasmine continued. “I’d also like to thank Principal Keller for her patience and understanding during this difficult time. It was the correct decision to pull Olivia from school.”

The ash-blonde Principal Keller played with the pearls around her neck. She wore a long-sleeved ribbed shirt-silhouette cardigan over a black tee. It was single-buttoned at the stomach to show off her silver Hermes belt buckle. 

Truthfully, she was glad to be rid of Olivia. She did not need someone like her to bring down the average of her students. Olivia’s nonstop victimhood created endless distractions. Without that fat pig around, she could focus more attention on the students who actually mattered. The girls she had already identified as fellow Daughters of Isis. Girls like Alison, Lucy, Peyton, and Melanie. 

“So,” said Jasmine, “would you all like to see the new and improved Olivia Garcia?” There was applause. “Peyton, dear? Would you like to do the honors?”

Peyton grinned, chewing on her gum. She wore a black lace-trim camo top tucked into distressed, skinny, high-waist jeans with a silver belt buckle and Dr. Martens boots. Her hands were on her hips; her pretty hazel eyes gleamed with mischief. “Follow me, ladies,” she said, nonchalantly. 

There were joyful murmurings as Peyton led the powerful women through the house and into the kitchen. She slid open a French door to the garden. They all stepped out onto the patio and Peyton gestured toward a small structure made of corrugated metal. It looked like a half-pipe buried in mud, fenced by barbed wire. The gate was closed with an outer sliding lock. 

“Hey, Piggy,” yelled Peyton, “get your fat ass out here. We’ve got company.”

The women watched, smirking, as a creature covered in mud emerged from its sty. A harness was buckled over the back of her head and two metal prongs were lodged inside her nostrils, upturning her nose like a snout. Her arms and legs were wrapped in tight leather restraints, forcing her to shuffle on her elbows and knees. A vicious spider gag locked open her jaw. She was naked save for a large pink spiked collar with PIGGY written over the throat, and a stainless steel, padlocked chastity cage. Her nipples were clamped and a pink butt plug was shoved up her ass, attached to a springy tail. 

Alison pointed and giggled. She looked adorable in her strap overall romper suit and high-waist shorts with her side ponytail, boots, and white ankle socks. “Oh my god,” she said. “It’s like she’s an actual pig. This is so awesome.”

The other women laughed at Alison’s observation. 

Peyton unlocked and opened the gate. “Come on, Piggy. Time for your bath.”

Olivia crawled to her bully, glancing at all the beautiful women in their designer clothes and jewels, with their large bosoms, white grins, and immaculate hair. They looked so clean and superior. She knew them all. There was Alison, Lucy, Melanie, and Principal Keller from school. She recognized Andrea and Kayla from the gym. There was her psychiatrist Dr. Lexington, and many more friends of her mom like Eleanor Noble. 

She tried to find any sign of sympathy or mercy but only found sadistic grins. There would be no help for her here, just the way she wanted it.

Peyton pulled a hose free from its wheel and aimed it down at her pig, power-washing her in freezing cold water. 

Olivia gasped at the shock. No matter how many times Peyton gave her a bath, she never got used to it. 

Everyone had a good laugh as Peyton aimed the jet stream directly into her pig’s mouth, giving her a drink.

Olivia struggled and choked. She looked to her mom for help, but Jasmine was laughing just as hard as the others - head tilted back, her bosom rising and falling. Olivia gyrated her hips as she tried to satisfy her intense arousal.

When Peyton finally turned off the water, she held out her hand for Kayla, wearing a white strapless open-back corset crop top, light wash girlfriend jeans, and Saint Laurent suede Chelsea boots, to give her friend a congratulatory slap. They shared a chuckle as Peyton returned the hose to the wall. 

Jasmine smiled. “We don’t let her into the house until she’s had a bath.” 

There were more titters as Olivia was left sobbing and gasping for breath, with her skin pink from the scathing cold. 

Dr. Stephanie Lexington approached and squatted in front of her ex-patient, giving the piggy a rewarding scent of her expensive Elie Saab perfume. 

Olivia leaned in closer. Her nostrils flared beneath the prongs she had still not gotten used to. Her psychologist smiled warmly at her and Olivia could not control the tears that fell down her cheeks. 

“Incredible,” said Stephanie to Jasmine. “This is even better than I’d hoped. What a transformation.”

Jasmine beamed. 

Andrea was wearing an olive green bodysuit tucked into high-rise light wash jeans with a white Gucci belt and Stuart Weitzman knee-high boots. “I love it,” she said. “This was your idea, right, Peyton?”

Peyton shrugged with fake modesty. “I didn’t do much really. I just brought out this piggy’s true self. I mean, when Jasmine first suggested that I help her daughter, I wasn’t sure what she meant. Like, was she trying to get me to stop bullying her? Because THAT was never going to happen.”

Everyone laughed and Andrea gave Peyton a fist bump. “That’s my girl.”

Peyton chuckled, still chewing her gum. “But it was pretty cool to learn that bullying this wimp is all part of the divine order of things. You know, how I’m a sadist and she’s a masochist. We need each other to attain spiritual wellbeing or whatever. I was kind of like, ‘what the fuck’ at first, but now I understand. It makes me feel so powerful to abuse this piggy.”

There was applause. Jasmine gave her a proud smile and a nod. Olivia continued to weep.

Stephanie gave Olivia a teasing view of her cleavage. “Good job, Peyton,” she said. “This phenomenon you are experiencing is called the coin effect. You both exist as sadists and masochists on opposite sides of the same coin. One cannot exist without the other. You are linked by forces beyond the imaginings of most people. You were divinely inspired by Mother Isis to control and dominate, just as this piggy was chosen to serve and obey.”

She turned back to Olivia, smiling. “Do you like being an actual pig now, dear?”

The warmth and compassion in her psychologist’s eyes were too painful to look at. Olivia nodded. She couldn’t imagine returning to her old life after this. It was what she was born to be. 

“Then there won’t be any more incidents like with that bleach, will there?”

Olivia shook her head sadly and Stephanie brushed the tears from her ex-patient’s cheeks with the knuckle of her finger. 

“I’m so happy for you. You can finally live your life free to embrace your darkest and sickest fantasies. There are so few people in the world brave enough to do something like this. You are a true inspiration.”

Olivia was living a nightmare. Each day brought new pain, fear, and arousal. She had never been more alive. 

“Why don’t you go ahead and show your appreciation to Peyton for all she’s done for you?” said Stephanie, cupping Olivia’s chin.

Olivia nodded and shuffled on all fours to her bully. 

Peyton held her hands on her hips, chuckling alongside Kayla and Andrea as Olivia bowed low, pressing her mouth against the toe of Peyton’s boot. She extended her tongue through her spider gag and worshiped the hard leather.  

“Watch this,” said Peyton to her friends. She lifted her boot and Olivia immediately retracted, laying the side of her cheek against the stone patio. Peyton pressed the sole of her combat boot down firmly on Olivia’s other cheek and ground her underfoot. 

Olivia whimpered, feeling Peyton’s weight crushing her cheekbone. Andrea and Kayla chuckled harder and gave Peyton low fives. 

Eleanor, Alison’s mom, and one of Jasmine’s closest friends and confidantes gave Jasmine a huge hug. She was wearing a Saint Laurent mini-dress with a ruched bodice and a deep V-neck. A golden key dangled between her breasts. She held her wine loosely in her hand, effortlessly showing off her 18-karat yellow gold Rolex with diamond-encrusted dials. 

“I’m so glad you decided to go through with this,” she said. “You look radiant. It’s as relaxed as I’ve seen you in months.”

Jasmine smiled. “Thank you, Eleanor. I was being stubborn. Olivia was never going to be the daughter I wanted or deserved. I believed Mother Isis would one day bless her if I kept pushing. But I should not have questioned Mother’s plans. It’s much better for all of us like this.”

“I’m so happy for you.”

“Mom?” said Alison, “I want to hurt Piggy next. Do you think I can, Ms. Garcia?”

Everyone laughed good-naturedly. 

“Oh, Alison, sweetheart,” said Jasmine. “It really isn’t my decision.” She turned to address them all. “I wanted you all to see what a spectacular job young Peyton has done. She deserves all the credit. I merely offered advice and a guiding hand. This piggy is no longer my daughter, and I claim no ownership over her. Peyton has shown all the skills necessary to take total control of Olivia’s life, and even if Olivia can’t say so herself, I know this is what she wants too.”

Olivia wailed through her spider gag, crushed beneath Peyton’s boot. She humped her chastity over the patio, scraping the stone. Everyone who might help her was here, reveling in her torture. There was no hope for escape. It was perfect. 

There was another round of applause. Peyton grinned, chewing her gum, taking in the acclaim from her victim's friends and family. The power she held was addictive. She could not wait to further destroy her piggy’s life and soul. 

“And so,” said Jasmine, removing the key to her daughter’s chastity cage from around her neck and handing it to Peyton. “You’ve earned this.”

Peyton looked touched as she ground even harder on Olivia’s fat face. “Really, Jasmine? You have that much faith in me? I...I’m speechless. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“You deserve it, Peyton,” said Jasmine, giving her a loving embrace. “And what’s more,” she said as she pulled away, “you’re ready for ascension to the Daughters of Isis. I could not be prouder.”

There were cheers and congratulations. 

Peyton placed the key around her neck, determined she would be far less generous than Jasmine when it came to her pig’s releases. 

Jasmine continued, “I’ll continue to tutor you until your induction. Spending this time with you has been so wonderful. My own daughter was a horrible disappointment. Truthfully, I see myself in you. You have become more of a daughter to me these last few weeks than this thing ever was.”

Peyton smiled and blushed. “Thank you, Jasmine. That means everything to me. You always did deserve better than this pig.” She stomped down roughly on Olivia’s cheek, making Piggy squeal. 

Jasmine gave her another hug and they kissed each other on the cheek. 

“Okay,” said Jasmine smiling, “enough mush. What do you say we have some fun to mark the occasion?”

Alison bounded forward, her breasts bouncing inside her romper. “I want to play with her too, Peyton. Pleeeease?"

Peyton grinned at her friend. “Sure thing. You see her tail? Go ahead and give it a wiggle.”

Alison giggled and squatted over Olivia’s legs. She grabbed the coiled tail firmly in her surprisingly powerful grip and jerked the butt plug around Olivia’s ass, relentlessly attacking her A-spot. 

The pain and pleasure was too intense. She gasped in an impossible orgasm.

[image: image]

PEYTON LED HER PIG into the kitchen on a leash that was clipped around her collar. 

Olivia felt a firm kick up her ass. She heard giggles and glanced back to see Lucy wearing a pastel plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up and loosely tucked into white jean shorts. 

Lucy did not want to be outdone by her best friend, Alison, and was determined to get in on the fun. She retracted her leg as far as it would go and kicked as hard as she could with her Givenchy sandal. 

Melanie, dressed in a short pink dress with crew cap sleeves and white sockless sneakers, joined in too. She and Lucy had a great time taking turns booting Olivia’s flabby ass cheeks to the amusement of all. 

The women helped themselves to refills of wine and picked at the hors d'oeuvres: vegan arancini; spinach artichoke squares; and mini skillet pizzas with tomato and mushroom. 

They chatted amongst themselves as Peyton dragged her pig to the middle of the floor and kneed her in the ribs until Olivia had laid down on her back, flat on her stumps. 

“It’s especially good having a piggy,” said Peyton as she retrieved a large metal funnel with a silicone bottom from one of the counter drawers, “because nothing goes to waste.”

There was an amused hush as Peyton squatted over Olivia, pressing her knee into her stomach, and slowly inserted the funnel bottom through the spider gag and down her throat. 

Olivia gagged and spluttered. Her eyes were wide with fear. 

Peyton chuckled and removed the gum from her mouth, dropping it lazily inside the funnel - straight down Olivia’s throat. She released her knee from Olivia’s stomach and stood, placing her hands triumphantly on her hips. 

“Have fun, ladies,” she said.

Alison, Lucy, and Melanie all squealed with delight. They bounded forward to surround Olivia, giggling down sadistically at their ex-classmate. 

Olivia sobbed to herself. It was only two months ago that she had been sitting in Literature class with all three of them. She had even voted for Alison as Senior Class President. All three of them were so pretty and popular. They would all go on to elite colleges, and prestigious sororities, and through the Daughters of Isis, they would gain all the connections they would ever need to be ultra-successful in whatever endeavor they chose for themselves. They would have everything they would ever want and more. The unfairness made Olivia extra desperate to play with her locked clitty.

The three of them had a friendly competition to see who could spit inside the funnel the most in a minute. Each of them claimed victory as they light-heartedly argued over it. Jasmine declared a tie and told the girls to start looking in the cupboards for fun things to pour down the funnel. The three of them happily pranced around the kitchen, gathering up as much as they could. 

Kayla and Andrea took their place over Olivia. They smirked as they took turns inhaling as much phlegm as they could, swirling it around their mouths to mix in with their saliva. They both spat long strands of yellow foam into the funnel and high-fived each other for a job well done. 

Principal Keller joined them with an amused expression on her face. She raved about how delicious the appetizers were and how Olivia just had to try them. She took delicate bites of each type offered, hummed her pleasure as she slowly chewed, and then spat the mush into the funnel for her ex-student to enjoy. 

The girls soon returned with baking soda, salt, sugar, ketchup, and mayonnaise. It made for a sickly cocktail as they poured as much as they could into the funnel. 

It was tangy and sour. Olivia gagged, wanting to throw up. Her stomach churned. She tried to hold it back but soon she vomited straight up into her funnel where the chunks slid back down into her open mouth. There was no way to shut off the valve. Whatever went into the funnel eventually found its way down her throat. The girls pointed and laughed. 

“Okay, girls,” said Eleanor, downing the last of her wine and placing the glass on the marble countertop. “Stand back. My turn.”

They stepped aside, giggling as Eleanor sauntered over. She stood with both her feet on either side of Olivia’s head and slowly pulled her black lace panties down her thighs. Olivia whimpered as Eleanor squatted over the funnel and released a warm golden stream, aiming directly through Olivia’s spider gag. 

There was laughter and encouragement as Olivia gulped down Eleanor’s pee. It made for a pleasant change from the gross mixtures Alison, Lucy, and Melanie had been dolloping inside the funnel. The salt had made her especially thirsty. As humiliating as it was, she was super grateful to Eleanor for allowing her a drink. 

“Jasmine,” said Eleanor as she finished, shaking the last few drops. “It must be so convenient to have a portable toilet around whenever you need to go.”

Everyone laughed. 

“Oh,” said Stephanie, “I kind of need to go too now.”

Eleanor stepped aside and gestured for Stephanie to take her place. 

“I’m not sure,” said Stephanie. “Should I?” 

There were claps and chants of “Do it,” which encouraged Stephanie to squat over her ex-patient. She bit one of her fingernails and grinned mischievously as she released her golden shower into Olivia’s mouth. She got a big hug from all her sisters after she had finished. 

Jasmine was next. She hitched up the skirt of her dress and pulled down her panties to show Olivia her large, perfectly round buttocks. She positioned her asshole over the funnel and moaned as she reached back to spread her cheeks. She clenched and squeezed a slow, beautiful stool from her anus into her daughter’s mouth. The room erupted in cheers and laughter. 

Olivia had no choice but to take her mom’s shit down her throat. Her mom must have been tipsy from all the wine. She couldn’t believe her life had come to this. Her mom thought so little of her as a person she was literally taking a dump in her mouth. Most bizarre of all, Olivia was eager to take it down her throat. It was like she was absorbing a divine gift. 

Peyton was wet as she watched. Of all the wimps she could have targeted, she was delighted to have chosen Olivia. Her mind raced with all the possibilities she could now inflict on her victim. She was free to explore every aspect of her sadism, no matter how extreme. Far from being punished for it, she would be rewarded with prestige and connections. She would forever live her best life at Piggy’s own expense. 

Long live Goddess Peyton. A true Daughter of Isis. 
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