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Brielle

I sat in the lunch room at work and bit into the dried rice cracker, chewing it in the hope that it would soften and actually taste like something. My stomach growled with hunger, and I felt like all the tears I’d shed last night after the disastrous gym trip had turned my eyes as dry as the damned rice cracker.

“What on earth are you attempting to eat?” Tanquil asked as she entered the room with her usual bounce and gorgeous body. Even almost six months pregnant, she was stunning and had a body that men would die for.

I sighed and tossed the cracker on the table in front of me. “I was trying to eat a rice cracker, but they are vile.”

“Well yeah, of course, they are; they are meant for those social influencers who live on dust and air and pretend they are happy about it,” Tanquil replied with a snort as she pushed half her egg sandwich in front of me.

I winced as I looked down at the dripping mayonnaise and calculated how many calories it would cost me and how far I’d have to run to burn them off.

“Brielle, what’s going on?” Tanquil asked, looking at me with a frown. 

I sighed and shrugged my shoulders. “I’m lonely. I am trying to lose weight so that I might actually be attractive to someone.”

Tanquil’s brows pulled down deeper while her eyes widened. “Is this what it’s all been about? I swear I thought you would faint yesterday after eating only an apple for lunch. I’ve been worried about you.”

Tears welled up in my eyes. I’d always been the fat kid. Growing up, it didn’t matter how much I ran around or exercised; I couldn’t shift the weight. I was fat. And as a result, had been bullied horribly. It’s incredible how even into adulthood, being fat is the worst thing people could think of being. 

In truth, I didn’t necessarily mind being fat; everyone else seemed to have a problem with it, which made my life very fucking hard to deal with. No man wanted to date me. I was destined to try to lose weight or die a spinster, never being touched. I watched Tanquil's happiness with her mates and longed for something similar.

“Hey, tell me everything. I want to be able to help you,” Tanquil said.

It was funny; she and her mates, Lincoln, Brandt, and Carter, were the only ones who ever treated me like I wasn’t some fat alien that might attempt to eat them if hungry enough.

I sighed again. “I tried going to the gym for the first time last night. It was a disaster.”

“What happened?”

I snorted. “Just mean girls being mean girls.” I should be used to it now. Throughout my childhood, at least one mean girl gathered up the others and pointed, laughing at me. Made me feel inferior because they had perky tits and a little ass. 

“What happened?” Tanquil growled. That was one of the things I loved about Tanquil. She was incredibly protective of everyone she loved, which meant me too.

I sighed. “I got there and met with the personal trainer, this perky little bitch that couldn’t have been older than twenty. She was human. Anyway, she starts telling me the exercises she wants me to do. So, I began on the treadmill like she asked, and she kept telling me that I wasn’t moving fast enough and just making snide remarks about me not really wanting to lose weight. Then some big beefy bodybuilder with meat for fucking brains asks if I’m not too heavy for the treadmill and the little bitch laughs. I tried to ignore it, but it hurt, you know. Then when I get off the treadmill and go over the bike, I find the snippy little bitch videoing me and laughing.”

“What the fuck? What was her name?”

“I can’t remember,” I lied.

Tanquil narrowed her eyes at me. “Bullshit, Brielle, you know her name, tell me. And what gym was it?”

I sighed again; Tanquil was like a dog with a bone; she wasn’t going to let this go. “Alisha. And Olympian Fitness.”

Tanquil nodded her head and picked up her phone. She placed the phone to her ear and tapped her nails on the table in front of her.

“Yes, hello, this is Tanquil Keig speaking. Can you please put me through to Beau,” she barked into the phone. “Hello, Beau. It’s nice to speak to you again. I am ringing, I’m afraid, with some concern. I believe you have a trainer there by the name of Alisha?”

Tanquil was silent for a moment as I could hear Beau’s voice speak to her. 

“Yes, I’d suggest you look back over your camera footage of last night while she was supposed to be training a Brielle White. Instead of helping a woman lose weight, Alisha would rather take a video of her clients working out and laugh about her body. And I know that you are not someone that takes that lightly.”

Beau spoke a little more before Tanquil thanked him and ended the call. She looked at me with a wide smile.

“There, that little bitch will be losing her job, I suspect.” I blinked at Tanquil and shook my head. “Now, let's get rid of these fucking dry husks that shouldn’t pass as food and go and get you something decent to eat. We can make it healthy, but I won’t have you starving yourself.”

I nodded my head and smiled. “How did you know the owner of the gym?”

Tanquil laughed. “He is a member of KINK.”

I rolled my eyes. “I should’ve known,” I replied, barking a laugh.

“He is actually a really nice guy. There are people out there for you, Brielle. But first, you have to learn to love yourself.”

“That’s easier said than done.”

“Of course, it is, but one day at a time, hey?”

I smiled at Tanquil and followed her out of the bank and towards the small café. I kept my head down as we entered. Even though I knew Tabby and she wouldn't tolerate anyone saying anything negative towards me, it was still a habit. I kept playing over what Tanquil said about someone out there for me. I’d been on groups on Facebook designed for bigger people, and I knew Newlyn, the security guard at KINK through them. He was an adorable guy, and I knew that he loved big women, but I’d always been too ashamed to approach him. I mean, the man was hot. 
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Beau

I was furious after receiving Tanquil’s call. It wasn’t the first time Alisha had been warned about her behavior. I never really liked her, but she came to me with a great resume. It was just a shame she had a cunt of a personality. It made her the ugliest person. I pulled up the cameras on my laptop and scrolled to find where Brielle came from.

I gasped when I saw her. Brielle. She was gorgeous. Fuck she was everything I’d ever dreamed of and more. Her hips swayed as she walked, and when she smiled, even though it was shy and unsure, her smile transformed her whole face. She was gorgeous with long red hair that hung down in waves over her shoulders. I couldn’t see the color of her eyes, but I longed to.

I kept watching the cameras as Alisha approached Brielle. My lips curled into a sneer as I watched Alisha rove her eyes up and down, taking Brielle in. I followed them into the cardio room, where Alisha made Brielle stand on the scales before loudly announcing her weight. Something that Alisha knew damned well to never do. 

Brielle’s face blushed, and she dropped her head. I saw the moment she regretted walking into the gym. Alisha continued to make snark remarks as she barked orders at Brielle. Once Brielle was walking on the treadmill, I watched as Alisha went over to one of the regular gym members. Together they pointed and giggled over Brielle. Another asshole. He was too busy kissing his muscles and pulling faces in the mirrors to think about how revolting his personality was.

When Alisha moved Brielle over to the bike and Brielle started her workout, I watched in horror as Alisha pulled out her phone and started filming Brielle.

“Look at this fat cunt,” Alisha laughed close to the camera, where I could hear her clearly.

Brielle glanced over her shoulder and caught Alisha filming her. The little bitch didn’t even look ashamed of her actions. She simply slipped her phone back into her pocket before she turned her back on Brielle and continued to talk to Brandon as he posed in the mirror.

I growled in my throat but continued to watch what Brielle would do. Slowly she climbed off the bike and walked away without even looking back. Sunny, our receptionist, said something to Brielle, but Brielle shook her head and kept walking. I could see the frown on Sunny’s face as she looked back towards where Alisha and Brandon were cackling like a pair of hyenas.

Sunny was a wonderful person, and I wish I’d known that Brielle was coming in; I would have set her up with Sunny to train. She was a much better person than Alisha. Sighing, I stood from my desk and walked into the gym weight room. I glanced around the room and noticed Alisha and Brandon flirting by the weights.

I made a beeline for them. When Alisha saw me coming toward her, her eyes widened, and she quickly tried to look busy. Brandon, of course, was too stupid to even pretend.

“Alisha and Brandon, just two people I’d like to have a word with, please join me in my office,” I said.

Alisha’s eyes widened even further, and I wondered if they were going to literally fall out of her head. I glanced at the reception desk, where Sunny was busy helping someone sign up. 

I went to the desk and leaned over, keeping my voice low. “Can you please pull up the resumes we recently had and keep an eye on the gym for me for a few moments?”

Sunny grinned and nodded her head. I knew that she’d hated Alisha since she first started with us. Still, until now, Alisha had never given me a reason to fire her. I walked back to my office and shut the door behind me. Alisha and Brandon were sitting in the chairs at my desk. Alisha looked like she might piss her pants, but Brandon was a beef head; he didn’t give a shit. I wasn’t sure what women saw in him, I’d seen his dick in the change rooms; any smaller, and it’d pass as a clit.

“I’d like to hear what happened last night with our new member Brielle White?”

Brandon had the gall to chuckle while Alisha’s face turned all shades of white at mentioning Brielle’s name. This wasn’t going to end well for her. She knew she’d fucked up and got caught. Alisha knew damned well my stance on my clients. It didn’t matter who they were or what size they were; all clients were to be treated like royalty. 

“I was actually worried that the treadmill would fall apart on her. You should’ve heard the sound of the fucking thing. Not to mention the huffing she was doing while trying to walk. Shit, she wasn’t even going more than a snail’s pace.”

“Enough,” I growled. I was about to lean over the desk and tear Brandon’s head from his body if he continued. “All of my clients are welcomed here. I don’t care if they are two hundred kilograms or fifty. They are all important. And you know what, someone that comes here trying to get healthy and better themselves should be celebrated. Instead, I saw two incredibly shallow and superficial assholes push a woman away who deserved to be here and had done nothing to either of you.”

Alisha’s face dropped. But Brandon was still looking the ever typical meat head that he was. Fuck I couldn’t stand that pinheaded piece of shit.

“I’m absolutely disgusted with both of you. As of today, Brandon, your membership at Olympian Fitness is revoked.”

“What the fuck?” he cried, finally realizing that he’d fucked up.

“There are other gyms in Lalbert; go to them. But I no longer want your patronage in this place. I will not have my other clients feeling unwelcome because of your narrowmindedness.”

“You’ll be sorry for this; I’ll make sure everyone knows what an asshole you are.”

“I’m sure you will,” I said as I watched Brandon stand and stomp out of my office, slamming the door behind him. I rolled my eyes at his theatrics. No doubt he would try and bad mouth me, but I didn’t care. Let him talk. If people believed him, then they weren’t people I wanted here. 
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