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“Uh… why do we have to do this?” asked Jen dubiously.  She glanced down at her ginormous body, clad in tight stretchy spandex, and winced. Most girls would have been horrified to see themselves bulging out of a leotard, every wobbling roll of flab on display for the entire world to see, but Jen was honestly just more annoyed at how uncomfortable this outfit was.  Further, she just didn’t see the point.

“Yeah, I don’t see why we have to be here,” agreed Alice.

“Because you two are just absolutely out of control,” said Mallory. “And I can’t just stand by and watch you two completely ruin your bodies.  I mean, you can’t be happy at your size!”

The three girls were in the lockerroom at the gym.  Mallory was a fitness nut, so of course she had a membership.  She had managed to convince the front desk clerk to let Alice and Jen accompany her on this visit.  Honestly, the desk clerk took one look at Mallory’s two enormously fat friends and probably decided that letting them in for a freebie was an errand of mercy.  Those two hogs needed to drop some major poundage fast or they were going to die of heart attacks before they were 20 years old!

Mallory was a slender redhead, a startling contrast to heavyweight Alice with her monster belly and jumbo Jen with her enormously ponderous posterior.  Mallory and Jen had become close friends earlier this year, but Mallory was always worried about her porky pal’s growing size.  She couldn’t believe how much Jen had ballooned in just the short time that they had known each other.  And then there was Alice!  Mallory met Alice through Jen and was amazed to see that Alice was growing just as fast.   A cheerleader from a rival school, Mallory had a long-standing hatred for Alice and Jen’s haughty, bitchy team captain Laurie… but, after getting to know Alice and Jen, she had developed a genuine friendship for these two chubbies.  Mallory thought it was highly suspicious that all three girls had so quickly blimped up into obese hogs, and she was certain that Laurie must be behind it all somehow.  Laurie was exactly the sort of evil bitch who always had some kind of weird scheme percolating.  Mallory couldn’t quite put her finger on the why of it all, though.  Why would Laurie intentionally make girls on her own team get so fat?  Why would she get so fat herself.  Mallory couldn’t connect the dots, but she was certain that something was going on.  But what?

Mallory sighed, returning to reality.  She didn’t have time to worry about Laurie right now.  She had to help Jen and Alice!  The two tubby teens were rapidly eating themselves into the furthest stages of obesity, literally inflating like a pair of overblown balloons so that they were bigger and bigger every time that Mallory saw them.  She couldn’t in good conscience just sit by and watch them do this to themselves!  She had to at least try to help them before they finally ate one bite too many and just burst!

The big problem was that neither Jen nor Alice really had any interest in curbing their self-destructive behavior.  Jen didn’t seem to care that she was the size of a baby elephant. In fact, she seemed to revel in her new curves, falsely believing that all those extra inches to her backside made her bootilicious rather than bloated.  Alice at least paid lip service to dieting, but when it came time to actually take action she was just as reluctant to actually put in the hard work of either exercising or eating right.

“Look, how much do you two weigh?” asked Mallory, eying her two chubby friends up and down.  Maybe if she got them to admit their weights, then they wouldn’t be so against the idea of exercise.
Alice and Jen exchanged awkward glances.

“I’m… 505 pounds,” said Alice, bashfully holding her plump hands in front of herself as if she could hide her mammoth bulk.

Mallory rubbed her temples. 505 pounds? Jeez, this was even worse than she imagined!

“And you, Jen? How much do you weigh now?”

“Um, like, 508 pounds?”

Mallory felt like she was going to have a stroke.  How could these two be so blasé about their morbid obesity?  Alice and Jen were each absolutely enormous, so big that they couldn’t use standard bathroom scales.

“I don’t understand why we need to work out,” said Jen.

“You don’t, do you?  Jen, you’re over 500 pounds.  You NEED to drop some weight or you’re just gonna get too big to even walk soon!”

“Oh, like, I’m not worried about that,” said Jen, “Didn’t we tell you?  We’re, like, gonna get some mobility scooters soon.  Just as soon as we set up some doctors’ appointments.”

Mallory was floored by Jen’s response. 

“Mobility scooters?! You’re gonna get mobility scooters? Don’t you think that’s a little extreme? That’s for people who’re too fat to walk! You can’t be giving up on your weight like that!”

“Um, like, it’s not like that,” said Jen, “We’re not, like, giving up! We can walk just fine. It’s just, like, such a bother.  Ya know?”

Mallory did not know.  That Jen actually could still waddle but was just too lazy to move about was even worse.  

Alice dressed conservatively in a pink tracksuit, her sweat top unzipped to allow her giant gut and ample boobs to hang out.  She wore a white cotton tanktop beneath, which was in the process of crawling up the slope of Alice’s belly to reveal a lot of soft pale flesh.  A corona of jagged red stretchmarks circled Alice’s belly button, spiraling outwards to cover her sagging gut.  How was it possible that a high schooler could be so morbidly obese that she was already developing noticeable stretchmarks?  The stretchmarks just emphasized how rapidly Alice was gaining, packing extra pounds into her quivering paunch so fast that her skin couldn’t stretch fast enough to accommodate them all.  It made her perfectly round, perfectly plump gut look like a balloon overinflated to the point that it was ready to pop.
Jen had somehow managed to wriggle her massive bum and thunder thighs into a clingy yellow lycra leotard, pulled over a pair of straining tights.  The stretchy material clung tightly to her exaggerated curves, slipping between the boulder-sized cheeks of her chubby butt to give her a monster wedgie.  Every waddling step forced the catsuit to ride up higher and higher, exposing more of Jen’s bloated booty to view.  Her ass cheeks wobbled constantly, shifting and sloshing like two globes of jello, so Jen had to constantly reach behind her to yank her leotard out from her buttcrack.  

“This leotard is riding up my butt,’ she whined.

“There’s only one solution to that,” said Mallory.

“To take it off?” said Jen eagerly.  She obviously hoped that she could whine enough that Mallory would call off the whole idea of going to the gym.

“To work off some of that butt,” said Mallory hotly. “If you didn’t have so much junk in the trunk, you wouldn’t have this problem.”

“But…but I’m, like… it’s good to have junk in the trunk!” sputtered Jen, “Everyone knows that I’m the most bootilicious girl in school!”

“Correction, Jen, you WERE the most bootilicious girl in school.  These days, no one thinks of you as bootilicious.  They just think of you as…uh…uh… blimpilicious.”

Mallory groaned at herself.  What a stupid turn of phrase!  She only blurted it out because she couldn’t think of anything better.  She didn’t want to hurt Jen’s feelings, but sometimes it seemed like a little bit of tough love was the only thing that was every going to motivate her to drop a few pounds.  Mallory was really worried about her friends’ health!  There was no way that it could be good for them to gain so much weight so quickly!

“Blimpilicious? That sounds good… right?” said Jen hopefully.

“No!” Mallory snapped. “It’s actually bad.” Damnit, leave it to this bimbo to completely miss the point! “You two are going to actually work out for once, so help me! Let’s get out there!”

Alice and Jen groaned as Mallory hustled them out of the locker room and into the open air of the gym.  They were partly groaning because they didn’t want to exercise, but they were also partly groaning at the effort that it took to walk.  The two tubby teens immediately attracted attention as everyone in the gym turned to gawk at the quarter ton cuties waddling past.  Each thundering footstep sent the ground shaking and the rafters quaking, as well as sending mesmerizing ripples through Jen’s gelatinous bottom and Alice’s gargantuan belly.  It was a sight to behold.  Mallory was almost embarrassed on their behalf, but she didn’t have time to worry about that.  She ushered them into a free corner.

“C’mon, you two, get on the mats,” she demanded. “We’re gonna start with a few easy stretches.”

“Stretches aren’t easy,” whined Alice, already huffing so hard from the laborious waddle across the gym floor that her round face was turning red and her swollen belly was heaving.
“It’s easy,” said Mallory a little too sharply.  “Just raise your arms over your heads and lace your fingers together like this.”  Mallory stretched her arms up in the air and reached for the ceiling.
If one were charitable, one could claim that Alice and Jen made game attempts to imitate Mallory.  But the truth was that their form was absolutely pathetic.  Alice grunted and groaned but was barely able to raise her arms above her head for more than a couple seconds.  Jen, too, couldn’t perform the elementary move without breaking into a sweat, her overloaded joints popping and creaking as she moved.

“This suuuuucks,” moaned Jen, “How much longer do we have to do this?”

“We haven’t even started!” cried Mallory. “Come on, up on one leg!”  Mallory grabbed her foot with one hand and bent her leg behind her back, balancing precariously on the other foot.  Deep down, she didn’t really expect that Jen or Alice would be able to do this move… but maybe this would be the move to finally embarrass them into realizing the extent of their flabbiness.
Alice couldn’t get her foot off the ground.  Jen tried, but it didn’t end well.

“Whoa!” Jen gasped, her eyes going wide, as she realized her mistake.  She was way too back-loaded to risk balancing on one foot, and the moment that she started to totter the intense gravity of her enormous basketball-sized rear began to drag her down. Before Mallory could react, Jen tumbled to the floor in a heap, bouncing on her fabulously plush tushie.  Luckily, her thick layer of butt blubber broke her fall, so Jen was uninjured.

“Oof, I, like, fell down!” groaned Jen, kicking her thick legs and waving her flabby arms helplessly. “Um, a little help?”

This time it was Alice and Mallory that exchanged looks.  Both girls knew that Jen was way too heavy to easily lift.
Mallory sighed.  “Okay, c’mon, Alice, let’s give her a hand.”

Mallory grabbed hold of Jen’s outstretched hand and pulled as Alice positioned herself behind Jen to put her hands under Jen’s armpits.  Mallory heaved with all her might, her toned athletic cheerleader muscles straining to lift this bottom-heavy bimbo back onto her feet.  It was not easy.  Mallory could feel her muscles burning, her shoulder aching as she feared that Jen’s voluminous bulk might just tear it from its socket before her buns lifted even an inch off the floor.  Yet somehow, miraculously, Jen began to rise.  With a little help from Alice, they finally got the overstuffed ditz back up.

“Ooof, this is totally dangerous!” said Jen, rubbing her poor tender tushie and frowning. “I could have, like, really hurt myself!”

“Jen has a point,” said Alice, “Maybe we should call this off…?”

“We’re not done yet,” said Mallory. “Come on, you two, work with me, please?  You have to understand that… what you’re doing to your bodies is super unhealthy. I mean, are you really telling me that you can’t just do a couple stretches? Are you really that out of shape?”

“Umm…” Jen stammered, reluctant to say the truth.  She was, in fact, ridiculously out of shape.  Besides her ballooning waistline, Jen’s muscles had slowly but surely atrophied from lack of use to the point that it was almost absurd to believe that she had once been a cheerleader capable of leaps and cartwheels.  She was so weak now that she could barely even lug around her own fat buns.

“How about some low impact stuff?  Let’s try downward dog… all you have to do is lie on the floor and raise yourself up with your arms… and push your butt up a little.  You should be a pro at that, Jen.”

Jen was too much of a bubble-head to notice the subtle dig at her expansive behind.  She and Alice watched as Mallory got down on the mat to show them the correct form.
Alice and Jen tried to imitate her, but they could barely lower their enormous, fat-swaddled bodies without just falling on the ground.  Mallory waited patiently, listening while Alice and Jen grunted and snorted like a pair of squealing piglets, but eventually they were both on the ground.

“Okay, now all you have to do is lift yourself and…”

“I’m having trouble,” said Alice meekly.  Indeed, she was completely unable to get low enough on the floor to complete the position, because her belly was so big that it pancaked against the ground even when she tried to raise herself up onto her chubby hands and knees.

“And stretch!” commanded Mallory, bending easily to slide her hands down, raise her calves, and point her pert bottom in the air.

“Ughhhhhh….” Moaned Alice, who barely had the arm and leg strength to even arch her back.  She struggled, but her weak, blubbery arms had no muscle… every inch of her body had long since turned to butter-soft fat.  Droplets of sweat formed at her hairline then dropped down onto the mat below her as she strained to keep herself raised.  But even with her belly touching the floor, Alice didn’t have the strength to hold herself up.  Her arms were already wobbling, her bingo wings jiggling wildly.  Then she gave up.  She dropped to the mat with a groan of relief.

Jen was not having any more luck.

“Ugh, this is sooo hard!” whined Jen.  The big booty bimbo was sweating profusely, her leotard soaked through with perspiration and her pale supple skin slick with damp.  Gawd, this was sooo uncomfortable!  She could feel sweat pooling in all her folds and recesses, making the rolls of blubber on her flanks slick and slippery.  Her ass crack was soaked, damp streaks appearing on the taut straining fabric of her leotard.  She blinked stupidly as she tried to peer over her colossal curves to even see her feet.  Well, they had to be down there somewhere.  With a loud groan, Jen tried her best to stretch.  It was no good.  Her joints popped and creaked, but she could barely even bend over because the thick jelly rolls of her middle bunched up to create a natural springy resistance to her movement.

“And stretch!” said Mallory, a little more sharply as she watched Alice and Jen flail around miserably. “C’mon, this is one of the easiest exercises! YOU should be able to do this one at the very least!”

“I’m trying!” huffed Jen as she reached with all her might.  Jen was sooo miserable! Her whole fat body was aching with exertion, since she wasn’t used to doing anything more strenuous than eating, and she was sooo tired! This was worse than the one time that Laurie had tried to get her to exercise, because at least Laurie was also fat and prone to giving up really easily.  But Mallory was slim and fit and ready to go all day!  This suuuuucked!  Jen wanted to die!  Jen couldn’t take it anymore, this was just way too hard!  She was just going to give up, that’s right. She was going to just drop right down on the floor and—

RIIIIIIIPP!!

Jen froze as the tell-tale sound of fabric tearing hit her ears and she suddenly felt a cold draft at the base of her bottom.  All that stretching and straining proved to be too much for even the super-stretchy material of her spandex, and her had split the seat of her leotard, allowing her tubby tushie to burst out free.  Alice gasped in shock, and a bevy of slimmer gym rats behind them broke into giggles at the sight of Jen’s exposed rear.  There was a whole lot of ass on display now, both panties and skin.  Jen’s rump was absolutely massive even when it was constrained by clothing, but her naked butt loomed even larger, like two pale full moons of jiggling gelatinous blubber.

“Awww shit, I split my tights,” cried Jen, instinctively reaching behind herself to try and shield her bare buns with her pudgy hands.  That was a lost cause! There was no way that anything could hide a pair of hams that big!

“C’mon, quick, let’s get you to the changing room!” said Alice, rolling over onto her side and then struggling to hoist herself to her feet.  She looked like a turtle flipped onto its shell and she was having just about as much luck in righting herself.  She was simply too fat!

Jen, too, was finding it harder to get up than it was to get down.  Mallory easily stood up, and watched in disgust and fascination as Jen and Alice rolled around on the floor like two beached whales.

Eventually, it became clear that there was no way that these two feminine fatsos were going to get up without some real assistance.  “Come on, you two, that’s enough,” Mallory sighed.  Once again, she found herself helping Jen lift herself to her feet, stitches popping in her leotard with high-pitched snaps as she gradually lumbered to a standing position.  Getting Alice up was no easier, but finally it was done.  Oof!  Poor Mallory was freaking exhausted!  
Mallory draped a towel over Jen’s backside in a futile attempt to hide her from gawking eyes.  It was no use, the towel was barely more than a tablecloth sitting atop the wobbling shelf that was Jen’s bulging butt. 

“I guess that’s it for now,” said Mallory. Jen and Alice breathed a collective sigh of relief. As embarrassing as Jen’s wardrobe malfunction was, they were both glad to use it as a convenient excuse to cut this exercise session short. 

“We can go home right now, right?” said Jen eagerly.

“Sure, sure, let’s just get changed.”  Mallory hated to admit defeat, but what else could she do?  She’d barely even got Alice and Jen to even do two simple stretches and now they were already calling it quits!  But Mallory was simply too pooped to go on.
With every step, all three girls could hear the split in Jen’s seat growing wider as the shifting globes of her gelatinous booty exerted pressure on the failing fabric.

“I guess we should get changed…”

“Nooo,” whined Jen, “Let’s just go. I, like, just wanna go home!”

Mallory raised a dubious eyebrow.  “You don’t want to change back into street clothes?”

“We’ll do it later,” said Jen quickly.  The porky pear was worried that every second spent in the gym only increased the likelihood that Mallory might change her mind and try to get them to exercise more.  She wanted to get home as soon as possible to avoid that!

“Alright, but, uh…”  Mallory couldn’t grasp Jen’s thought process.  Was Jen really so eager to leave that she was willing to go out in public with her ripped leotard?  From Jen’s eager puppy-dog expression, it really seemed like she did!

With only a quick stop in the locker room to pick up their things, they made a beeline out to Mallory’s car.  Alice and Jen piled into the back seat – they were each too wide to fit into the small bucket seats in the front of Mallory’s compact vehicle, instead opting to spread their widening backsides across the back bench.  Mallory buckled herself into the driver’s seat, wincing as she could feel the car settle under the near half ton of teenage blubber it was being forced to carry.  As she maneauvered the car out of the parking lot, she could feel the vehicle struggling to lug its corpulent cargo, scraping loudly against the asphalt.  

“The car’s having some problems,” said Mallory pointedly, glaring at her two porky passengers in the rear view mirror. “It usually doesn’t have to carry this much weight.”

“Um, like, maybe you need a new car?” said Jen, completely missing Mallory’s implication about her weight.  “Oof!” The bottom-heavy bunny grunted as the low-riding car hit a bump, causing the two feminine fatsos to bounce in their seat.  Mallory could hear a few more threads in Jen’s failing leotard snap in response to the fat girl’s sudden movement.
It felt like an eternity before she finally got them back to Jen’s house, but that was only because the extra weight in the back seat forced her to drive so slowly.  As Alice and Jen struggled to hoist themselves out of the car, Jen’s mother came waddling briskly down the driveway to greet them.

“Oh did you girls have fun on your outing?” asked Mrs. Sarovy. “Oh my goodness, it must have been quite strenuous! Look at you two, you’re sweating!”

“Yeah… we were at the gym,” huffed Jen, wiping her forehead with one thick arm.

“The gym? Oh no, you mustn’t do that! You’ll tire yourselves out!” said Mrs. Sarovy, genuine concern in her voice. “Oh you must all sit down and eat something! I don’t want you to pass out from working too hard!”

“Um..” said Mallory dubiously.  She elbowed Jen hard in her flabby side. “Your mom kinda cooks really fatty dishes, you know.  You better be careful or she’s gonna undo all your hard work!”

Not that you did any hard work, thought Mallory gloomily.  After all that pleading and cajoling, Jen and Alice had barely even done any warm-up stretches!

“We totally worked up a real appetite!” said Jen brightly. “Like, after all that hard work I think we deserve a little treat!”

Mrs. Savory turned to Alice and Mallory with a giant grin.  “Of course, you’re staying for dinner as well, aren’t you? We always love to have Jen’s friends over!”

“Yes, please,” said Alice eagerly.  Mallory recognized the hungry glint in Alice’s eyes and knew she was already dreaming about the massive feast that no doubt awaited her.  Alice loved to eat and she would never ever pass up an opportunity to stuff herself to her utmost limits.  She spent most of her time at Jen’s house these days as an unofficial semi-permanent houseguest, and she knew that Mrs.Sarovy’s cooking was to die for!  Plus the portions were so large… “You know I always love your cooking, Mrs.Savory… I mean Sarovy!”

“Excellent!”  Mrs. Sarovy was beaming.  She turned to Mallory.  “And you as well, right, Mallory?”

“I…uh…actually shouldn’t stay, I’ve got…”
“Oh, I won’t hear of it!” interrupted Mrs. Sarovy, quickly hustling the three girls inside as fast as they could wobble. “What would your mother say if she heard that I let you go home hungry?  She would think that I was a terrible hostess!”

Before she knew what was happening, Mallory found herself seated around the table with Jen and Alice while Jen’s mom ferried an endless parade of casseroles and side dishes from the kitchen.  Mallory could smell a mouth-watering brisket cooking in the oven, the heavenly aroma of savory meat already filling the house.  It definitely smelled delicious, but Mallory had to remind herself that she was a cheerleader and had to stay in shape.  She couldn’t just gobble everything in sight or she’d end up as big as Jen or Alice!

Speaking of which, Mallory noticed with grim humor that she was the only girl at the table who could fit entirely on one chair.  Alice had to push two chairs together and slowly lower her bulk across them.  Jen had graduated to three chairs, not because she was that much bigger than Alice but just because she stored so much of her weight in her rear.  Jen sat in the central chair, letting her endless blubbery cheeks spill outwards over the other two.

“Don’t stand on formalities, I want you girls to dig in!” said Mrs. Sarovy as she plopped the brisket down on the table.  Mallory goggled at the sheer amount of food on display.  Mallory thought that maybe Mrs.Sarovy knew how much these two girls ate, but then again Mallory also suspected that Mrs.Sarovy prepared this much food no matter who came to dinner.

“Mmmm… so good! Thanks, Mom! You really know how to make a good meal… and thank Gawd, cuz I thought I was gonna die after that big work out!” said Jen as she stuffed a huge chunk of moist brisket into her mouth and chewed vigorously.

“You poor babies!” cried Mrs. Sarovy, “You must be exhausted! You girls need to eat up!”

Jen and Alice plunged in without any further encouragement.  Mallory could only gawk.  But she also couldn’t say no to Mrs. Sarovy’s smiling, worried face.  She looked down at her plate, already loaded with brisket and butter-soaked vegetables.  This was not the sort of fare that she usually enjoyed, but… well, one time couldn’t hurt.

One time CAN hurt, decided Mallory after finishing off her food.  It was delicious, that much was true.  But it was soooo heavy, far heavier than anything that health-conscious Mallory usually ate!  Mrs. Sarovy’s buttery, calorie-laden cooking felt like a lead weight in her stomach.

“I can’t eat another bite,” puffed Mallory, her face slightly green.  She was so full that she felt sick!  She was certain that she was going to pop or throw up.  But Mrs. Sarovy was still ladling a second helping onto her plate!

“Nonsense!” said Mrs. Sarovy brightly. “You’ve hardly eaten anything.  Look at Jen and Alice, they’re still eating, right?”

Each of them also is about as big as three of me, thought Mallory darkly.

Mallory smiled weakly, but she was too sick and bloated to protest.  Unlike Jen and Alice, who were such greedy gluttons that they literally would keep eating as long as there was food in front of them, Mallory knew her limits.  She could feel her normally flat, washboard stomach puffing out, firm and round and testing the spandex fabric of her exercise outfit.  Putting one hand on her swollen tummy in hopes of soothing her roiling guts, Mallory picked up her fork in her other and slowly mushed the remaining food on her plate in circles.  The age-old trick seemed to work, tricking Jen’s mother into thinking that Mallory was eating when she was really only moving her food around in circles.  Thank goodness!

Alice and Jean, meanwhile, were hovering down their third helpings with abandon.  Jen was leaning so far over her plate that her chubby face was practically smashed into her food, like a pig at a trough, her mammoth buttocks busting additional threads as she ate.  Her entire butt was now on display through that growing tear, two plump white hemispheres of tubby tush, jiggling and shaking at the slightest provocation and Jen’s modesty hidden from the world by nothing more than the merest whisper of overworked white cotton panties clenched between her chubby cheeks.  But if Jen didn’t care about her ass being on display in public, she cared even less about it being on display here at home!  She was too busy eating!
Alice was the same, mechanically shoving food into her mouth like an out-of-control eating machine, obliviously dropping crumbs into her cleavage as she ate.  Her pink tracksuit was stretched tightly over her massive curves, creaking every time that she pushed another forkful of food into her mouth.  Her exposed belly sat in her lap, slowly pushing outward and pressing against the table as she ate. The faint red stretch marks were becoming more pronounced, pink lines transforming into red stripes until her fat belly was starting to resemble a pink and red striped watermelon with her deep sunken navel as the stem.

“Mmm… this is so good, Mrs. Sarovy!” said Alice through a mouthful of mashed potatoes. “And (urp) since we DID work out today, I think I can afford to take a little extra! Just to, um, keep up my strength…”

Mallory’s jaw dropped. Was Alice being serious? There was no way that she could actually believe that she burned even a single calorie in today’s pathetic excuse for a work out!

“Like, you’re totally right, Alice!” piped up Jen. “We should, like, treat ourselves right! Could I get another helping of spinach casserole, Mom?”  She held out her licked-clean plate with a grin.  Mrs. Sarovy nearly squealed in glee at the prospect of getting to feed her daughter even more, beaming widely as she spooned yet more casserole onto her daughter’s empty plate.
Mallory’s face fell as she watched Alice and Jen gorge themselves with abandon.  She could literally see all their hard work at the gym today melting away right before her eyes as Jen’s mom ladled serving after serving of buttery mashed potatoes and cheesy casserole onto their plates.

Sometimes she wondered why she even bothered!

* * *

Molly Coddles is a longtime writer of weight gain, inflation, stuffing, and expansion erotica who loves big girls and everything about them!  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon to tell other readers’ what you thought!  You can also find more of my work at the following addresses:

Mollycoddles’ Amazon Store: http://www.amazon.com/Molly-Coddles/e/B00NCQSXAI/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_6?qid=1438678183&sr=8-6
Mollycoddles’ Twitter: https://twitter.com/mcoddles
Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
