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“Oh Stacy, we are absolutely going to make you pop tonight,” whispered Mandy, nuzzling Stacy’s chubby cheek.

Stacy’s eyes bugged out of her head.  She wasn’t sure that she liked the sound of that.

“Oh don’t scare her, honey,” said Jeff as he came up behind them.  “She’s never been to a party like this. Stacy, don’t worry.  You’ll have fun.  We guarantee it.”

“Heh, okay.” She smiled uncertainly.  What was she getting herself into?  At over 500 pounds, Stacy was a big woman.  Working as a real estate agent, she had packed on countless pounds from overindulging at too many office functions and too many open houses.  And while she used to worry that her bulk scared away potential mates (She’d been alone since her divorce), that all changed recently.

Once again, Stacy’s mind wandered back to the past, back when she hadn’t been nearly this huge.  There were times that she couldn’t believe it herself, that she’d once been merely chubby, maybe 150 pounds.  But during her marriage, Stacy had become complacent.  She stopped going to the gym, she stopped watching her diet, her waistline started to spread.  And after her divorce, her gaining had exploded.  Her depression drove her to eat and eat and eat, stuffing herself even when she wasn’t hungry, just filling that yawning void inside her with tasty treats and fattening goodies until she ballooned into a monstrous whale of a woman, over 500 pounds.  Now she couldn’t waddle down the street without people snickering behind her, without kids laughing and pointing, without hearing hurtful comments and snide jokes whispered under people’s breaths, just quiet enough that they thought she wouldn’t be able to hear.  But she heard.  She knew.  Stacy squeezed her eyes shut, holding back hot tears.  The memories were too painful, the knowledge that she was a disgusting blob ate away at her.  Until recently, she was sure that her fate was to spend the rest of her days alone.  No one could love an obese elephant like her and there was no way that she’d ever be able to muster the willpower to lose all this lard.  

But now, things seemed different.

Jeff and Mandy seemed to like the way that she looked.  Ever since they’d first revealed the truth – that they were swingers looking for a third wheel – they’d both been unable to keep their hands off of Stacy’s body.  Every meeting began with Jeff running his hands down Stacy’s vast, soft flanks, kneading her gelatinous rolls of belly fat, sliding his hands between her folds.   And every meeting ended with Mandy running her fingers over the wide open expanses of Stacy’s massive rear, grabbing great soft handfuls of booty blubber, slapping, pinching, squeezing.  It had been so long since Stacy felt another person’s touch that at first she was certain that her extreme reactions to this strange couple’s attention was just desperation.  But by now, Stacy had come to accept that she truly loved the way that these two worshipped her oversize body; she felt like a lazy hippopotomus sunning herself on the banks of the Nile, two attentive plover birds hopping about her and seeing to her every whim.

She liked the attention.  And while Stacy had never been involved in a threesome before, Jeff and Mandy were so loving and attentive that Stacy soon fell into the position of third wheel quite naturally.  Tonight, however, was different.  They were going to a party.  Not an ordinary party like the ones that Stacy had been to so many times in her life, but a swingers’ party.  Or, more properly as Stacy thought, an orgy.

“You sure they won’t mind that I’m… so big?” asked Stacy.  She smoothed the material of her red strapless dress that stretched around her huge haunches and bulging booty, sliding up slightly with every waddling step so that Jeff had to step her every few paces to yank her hem downwards lest she start flashing her panties at the world.

“Of course now, they’re like us,” said Jeff. “Hold still, Stacy.”  He pulled at her hem again, straining the tight dress over the swell of Stacy’s monster rear.

Everyone stopped and stared when Stacy appeared at the door.  She made quite a figure.  Her simple strapless red dress was stylish and chic, but it did little to hide the extent of Stacy’s width.  It didn’t matter what she wore, Stacy still carried over a quarter ton of flab around her hips, thighs, and rear.  Maybe these people could look at her round face and double chin without too much surprise.  Maybe they could even accept her with her fleshy arms and plump little belly.  But could they tolerate her massive rear balcony?  Stacy’s rump was so wide that the pear-shaped piggy could barely fit through the door; her hips brushed either side as she squeezed through.  She had almost completely given up on driving, now relying on Jeff and Mandy to chauffeur her around since she was too wide and fat to fit into her car’s bucket seats.

So far, it looked like a normal party.  Stacy had been half afraid that she would stumble in as the orgy was in progress, finding nothing but a big pile of naked bodies.  She was relieved to see that wasn’t the case!  Her entire body deflated slightly as Stacy let out a small sigh of relief.  Almost as if she could sense Stacy’s nervousness, Mandy squeezed her fat friend’s hand reassuringly.

“Don’t worry, Stacy, it’s all good.  You sure you want to go through with this?  We can go home if you’re not comfortable.”

“No, no, it’s fine,” said Stacy.  Both Jeff and Mandy had talked up these swingers’ parties to such a degree that Stacy was really curious despite herself.  She smiled what she hoped was a friendly smile as a tall, older woman in a flowing dress broke away from the crowd and swept up to the trio at the door.

“Good evening,” she said, “And welcome to the Den of Love.  You must be Stacy.  Jeff and Mandy have told me so much about you.”

“Er, hello, I’m glad to be here,” said Stacy. “Ow!”  She yelped in surprise as she felt a sharp pinch against her vast derriere.  Turning around, she saw a wiry young man with a pleased expression on his face squeezing an inch of her lard between his thumb and forefinger.
“I beg your pardon!” said Stacy, aghast.  But before she could say anymore, she felt another sharp pinch at her side.  This time, it was a short plump Asian woman fondling her love handles.

“In the Den of Love, there’s no such thing as divisions between people,” explained the tall woman. “We are all friends and lovers here.  And please, how rude of me, my name is Janice and I’m the hostess tonight.”

“Oh, nice to meet you Janice…I’m guess I’m just not used to that,” said Stacy, rubbing her smarting rear.  More hands were pressing against her body, as if everyone in the house was curious to touch her and confirm for themselves that, yes, this sow really was as fat as she looked.

“Ah, I understand,” said Janice, clapping her hands to get the attention of the crowd gathering around the elephantine woman.  “Stacy’s new,” Janice announced, “She’s not used to the way that we do things here.  Please don’t make her uncomfortable. That means: Hands off until you’re invited!”

“Oh no no,” said Stacy, blushing despite herself. “I don’t mind it. I was just surprised, that’s all.”

In all honesty, Stacy was just thrilled that anyone wanted to touch her again.  She was a little shocked at how forward these people were, but it wasn’t unpleasant.  The sensation of hands against her ample, jiggling lard awaked all sorts of dormant desires in her heart.

Janice nodded. “In that case, why don’t you step into the parlor and let us get you more comfortable?”

Stacy followed the group into the main living room.  The first thing Stacy noticed was the smell; acrid smoke filled the room, burning Stacy’s throat and eyes and making her cough.  She recognized the strong smell of pot.  Then she noticed that the floor was covered with pillows; a dozen or so people lay flopped down in a vague semi-circle, passing joints of marijuana back and forth.  Most people could just fall into the piles of cushions without a thought.  Stacy was too big for that luxury.  Too often when she sat down she found that she couldn’t get up again.

Jeff and Mandy anticipated her concern.

“Need a hand getting down, Stacy?” Jeff whispered in her ear.

“Yes.  But I’m probably also going to need some help standing up again too!”

“Not a problem.”

The crowd watched, transfixed, as Jeff and Mandy slowly lowered this massively obese woman to the floor.  Stacy didn’t even need any cushions; her giant ass was bigger and softer than any pillow, giving her a built-in air mattress that made her tower above everyone else in the room when they were all sitting down.  Normally, Stacy would have been mortified to have people staring at her struggle, but she didn’t sense any judgement from anyone here.  Only fascination.  Fascination and lust.  Could it be that ALL of these people shared Jeff and Mandy’s kink?

It wasn’t so unbelievable.

“So Stacy, Jeff and Mandy tell us that you’re interested in opening up your mind to new experiences.”

“Huh? Oh yes. Yes, I think…it would be…uh…expanding.  I mean, mind expanding.”  Stacy coughed nervously, sure that she must sound like an idiot.  

Mandy elbowed her in her ribs – or where her ribs would be if they weren’t buried under side flab.

“C’mon, Stacy, don’t hold back.  Tell them what you told us.”

Stacy cleared her throat.  “Okay, the truth is that I’m not on any sort of spiritual quest.  I really enjoy being with Jeff and Mandy, and I love the way that it felt to have two pairs of lovers’ hands pinching and squeezing my…. Ahem.”  She motioned at her body, drawing attention to her layers of thick, gelatinous blubber.  “When Jeff and Mandy had described what these parties were like, I was really drawn to the idea that I could have EVEN more hands groping me.  After all, there’s a lot of me to grope.  I’m sorry that sounds so dumb and greedy.  It sounds like I’m trying to make this whole party about me…” 

“Oh, but Stacy, this whole party IS about you,” said Janice.

“What?”

“We all came here tonight because we wanted to see you.  We’ve heard so much about you and how wonderfully….soft you are.”  Janice looked Stacy up and down with a new hunger in her eyes.  “We all just had to try you out for ourselves.”

“Toke?” asked Jeff, passing the joint to Stacy.

“Sure, thanks,” said Stacy, grateful to accept the offer.  She hadn’t smoked pot since college, but a little bit of weed was just what she needed to take the edge off and help her relax.  She inhaled deeply and the acrid smoke burned her lungs.  Fighting back a coughing fit, Stacy passed the joint on to Mandy, who also took a deep drag.

“We gathered everyone here just for you,” said Mandy, her face swimming in the marijuana haze.  Stacy blinked.  She was surprised at how fast and hard the weed was hitting her!  A woman of her size should be at least partially immune, but Stacy was severely out of practice… 

“Oh wow, really? That’s…incredible…”

Stacy’s train of thought started to derail as she felt Jeff’s hands pressing into her malleable flanks.  She sighed as Mandy joined in.  And then another pair of hands.  And another.  Oh Gawd that felt good!  It made her pussy ache to feel so many people touching her, pressing her, grabbing and squeezing her all over…
“Oh more, more,” sighed Stacy, her eyes drifting closed. “Please…don’t stop….”

Somehow she was standing again.  The group somehow lifted her to a standing position and helped her amble along, tripping over her own feet.  She was so dazed now that she had no idea what was happening, but she didn’t much care.  She was awash in sensual pleasure now.

The group led Stacy into a smaller sideroom, filled almost entirely with a massive bed.  Before Stacy could protest, all those groping, pinching hands had moved her down to the bed.  Stacy felt pleasantly buzzed from the marijuana, so she didn’t protest.  Besides, all the attention did feel quite nice.
They laid her down in the bed.  Stacy was only vaguely aware of the bed sagging beneath her, springs creaking loudly in protest at her vast bulk.

“What a beautiful body you have, Stacy,” said Janice, stroking Stacy’s hair.  “What did you do to become so beautiful?”

“I’m not beautiful,” said Stacy dreamily. “I’m fat.”

“Not just fat, Stacy, but magnificently fat.  This body is a work of art that you’ve sculpted yourself.  Every treat that you’ve eaten is there, evident upon your epic form.”

“It’s cuz I love to eat,” said Stacy simply.  She was surprised at her own admission, but somehow, with all these gentle hands touching and caressing and, dare she say it, worshipping her blubber, it didn’t seem so terrible.

“Stacy, would you like…something to eat?”  Janice tenderly touched Stacy’s round face, ran her delicate fingers along the crease formed by Stacy’s thickening double chin.
“Something to eat?”  Stacy blinked, her eyes glazed and bleary.  Her vast tummy rumbled.  Food was the last thing that she needed, but the first thing that she wanted.  Overwhelmed by the euphoria of drugs and all those kneading, grasping hands, Stacy couldn’t think straight.  All she knew was that she was horny as fuck.  And hungry, too.  Stacy couldn’t tell what she wanted more right now: food or sex.  “Yes, I do.  I’m so…hungry…”
A pair of hands slid up Stacy’s jumbo thighs, worming their way under the crotch of her panties where they began to gently stroke her mound, working deeper and deeper into Stacy’s yielding jelly until they connected with her clit.  Stacy gasped, fluttering her eyelids.
Before she knew it, another pair of hands was ripping off her panties.  Two more pairs were lifting her dress up, pulling the snug fabric up over her voluminous thighs and over her gargantuan belly, tearing it from her body.  More hands were sliding under her back to attack the clasp on her bra.  Pretty soon Stacy was completely naked.  Normally she might have been a bit shy at being exposed, nervous at all these people seeing her naked enormity.  There was no way to hide her 500 pound body now.  Every roll, every bulge, every fold was completely revealed, out in the open for all to see just how monstrously fat she had grown.  Maybe it was the marijuana buzz, but Stacy didn’t care. In fact, she kind of liked it.  High as a kite, she was actually kind of taken by the lurid exhibitionism of it all.  It was so naughty, to lie here like a great fat whale!  But for once, no one was laughing at her size.  No one was snickering behind their hands about her enormous rump or pointing at her massive, wobbling thighs.  Every person in this room was intent on worshipping every inch of her obese, gelatinous body, stroking her flanks and squeezing her blubber with something approaching reverence. 

“Stacy,” came Janice’s voice, cutting through the thick mental fog.  “Stacy, open your mouth.  I have something here for you.”

Stacy opened her mouth dutifully and nearly squealed when she felt something soft and sweet and gooey pop between her lips.  She’d know that taste anywhere!  Cookie dough!  Her tummy instantly rumbled again in response, prompting a few husky giggles from her assembled worshippers.  They knew what their goddess desired!

Jeff and Mandy must have told them, thought Stacy dumbly.  They must have told these people how much Stacy loved cookies.  So much so that she always stuffed herself with the cookies that she baked for open houses, so that potential clients would arrive only to be greeted by the delicious smells of baking cookies but never the actual cookies themselves.  So much so that she always ransacked the break room at her office, stealing the cookies and pastries that were intended to feed the whole company and keeping them just for herself.  So much so that half the time that she intended to bake cookies, she never even got the dough in the oven, instead just squeezing the dough right from the tube into her eager, hungry mouth.

The moment the cookie dough met her lips Stacy lost all inhibitions.  More, more, more! All that mattered was getting as much of that sweet, sugary batter inside her as possible.  She wanted to eat and eat and eat until there wasn’t any food left in the world, until everything she could possibly eat was inside her big, fat, round belly, until she was stuffed so full and tight that even thinking about eating another bite would make her explode.  
“Oh, you’re a hungry hungry little girl, aren’t you, Stacy?” purred Janice as she squeezed the last dollop of dough into Stacy’s mouth and watched as the obese woman gobbled it down.

“Stacy loves her cookie dough,” said Mandy, now nuzzling Stacy’s neck and peppering her shoulders with tender little lizard licks. “Stacy just can’t get enough of her cookie dough, can she?”

“How much can you hold, Stacy?” whispered Jeff. “Do you want to find out?”

“Hmmm…yes,” mumbled Stacy, her cheeks bulging with dough.  Nothing mattered more now than getting more dough inside her.  As a second tube was lowered to her lips, Stacy was dimly aware of how her already vast belly was rising with her eating, puffing out bigger and rounder as she packed more food inside herself.  But somehow, maybe it was all in her head, maybe it was the drugs, maybe it was something about the way all these people were working so hard between her legs, but something was different.  The bigger her belly grew, the more stimulated she felt.  Could it be that her huge, heavy gut was settling between her legs and pushing against her clit? No, that was ridiculous--- but still, it was undeniable that she was getting wetter and wetter even as she grew fatter and fatter.
Before she even knew it, her slaves – oh she shouldn’t think of them as slaves, but how could she help herself – pulled the now empty second tube from her lips with loud *pop!*  At first, Stacy refused to let go, clamping her teeth on the tube in a vain effort to squeeze some last bit of stray dough out of it, anything, she needed more more more, it couldn’t be done!  It couldn’t be over!  Luckily, it wasn’t.  Before she could open her mouth to complain, another tube was shoved into her.  How much dough could they possibly have in this house?  Stacy didn’t know, she couldn’t guess.  How long had she been eating?  Time was meaningless now.  All that mattered was the pleasures of the feast.  The hands between her legs were replaced by a face, a long tongue was lizard-licking her clit, teasing her to the first orgasm of the night.  But the tingle in her pussy only served to make her hungry; she wanted to guzzle down the cookie dough faster than the tube could squeeze it between her lips.  If she could, she would wrap her lips around that hose and suck it like a baby sucking a bottle.  She imagined what she must look like: a big fat tub of lard, greedily gulping down raw cookie dough that would only serve to make her fatter.  What a greedy hog she was!  What a  gluttonous pig!  Normally, she would have been ashamed at her lack of control, but right now she couldn’t care less.
“What a beautiful, radiant goddess you are, Stacy,” said Janice, stroking Stacy’s forehead and brushing a stray strand of hair out of Stacy’s eyes.  
“You’re so insanely sexy, Stacy,” said Mandy.  Mandy was way less floral in her speech than Janice, Stacy noted, but somehow the effect was the same.  The praise made Stacy feel like she was literally swelling with pride.  Finally, she had found people that didn’t just tolerate her size, they reveled in it!  

“I want you to cum so many times tonight, Stacy,” said Mandy, “I want your pussy to be swollen and aching by morning.”

“I want your belly to ache as much as your pussy,” said Jeff, tossing aside a depleted bag of cookie dough and pulling out a second one.  “Do you want that, Stacy?  Do you want more to eat?”

“Yes,” gasped Stacy, sputtering between mouthfuls of sweet sticky chocolate chip cookie dough, “Yes, please!  Fill me up!  I need more!”

The night wore on in a haze of pleasure.  Stacy was too dazed to tell what was going on, the only things she knew was that her pussy was on fire, her clit being teased to multiple orgasms as a succession of partners took turns going down on her fat vulva, and that her belly was aching with delicious fullness as yet another tube of cookie dough was emptied into her eager mouth.  She could see her belly rising like a mountain before her, growing taller and rounder by the moment, Stacy’s growing body sinking deeper into the soft mattress as her weight increased.  She felt like a balloon being inflated, bigger, rounder, fuller, every pump stretching her out more and more, until she was a perfectly round sphere of flesh.  Oh Gawd, I’m gonna explode, thought Stacy dreamily.  But even as the fear chewed at the back of her mind, she couldn’t stop herself.  Anything that they offered her, she accepted.  More cookie dough?  She was powerless to resist.  She was so full that she could barely react, all she could do was let her mouth hang open so that they could fill her up.

More more more more.  Stacy’s mind was racing.  How big could she get?  She felt like she was literally inflating – not just with dough, but with pleasure.  The better she felt, the bigger she grew.  She was an enormous blimp, bigger than reality, filled with too much fat, too much food, too much blubber, too much lust.  She was going to explode.  She was going to burst apart at the seams.  She was going to burst into the mother of all orgasms.  How much could she hold?  Stacy imagined herself growing fatter and fatter, until she was as fat as a pig, as round as a balloon, as big as a house.  How much longer could this go on?  Her mind blanked as yet another orgasm ripped through her loins, even more intense than the last, her entire body bucking slightly…she was too huge and fat and unwieldy to move much, but her whole body bounced just enough to start her flab rippling like an ocean.  And here comes another tube of cookie dough. Oh Gawd she felt so overstuffed, so bloated, so full full FULL that there was no possible way that she could even think about eating anymore, no no take it away but then that familiar tingle would begin anew between her legs as some fresh new recruit took over the duty of pleasuring their fat, porky goddess and the rising ecstacy of a building climax brought with it the hunger, the need to feed, and Stacy found herself suddenly hungry despite herself, suddenly yearning for more to fill her up.  Overfull wasn’t full enough, she wanted – no she needed more.  She needed to grow bigger and bigger, so there was more of her to touch, to grope, to love.  Everything about this was so right, Stacy just wanted to eat and cum and grow forever…
Forever…

Forever…

Stacy wasn’t sure when she finally fell asleep from sheer exhaustion.  How much cookie dough had she eaten?  How many times had she cum?  She had no idea.  She blinked groggily in the early morning light pouring through the window.  Ughhhh, it was too early.  All she wanted to do was sleep right now.  Oh wait. Oh shit! She had to work today!  What time was it?
Stacy struggled to raise herself out of bed, but found she was pinned down by…oh shit, was that HER belly?  Stacy’s gut looked absolutely gargantuan, so huge that she was completely trapped beneath its vast pink dome.  She started to panic before the events of last night came back to her. That’s right, she was at the swinger party with Mandy and Jeff  and all the people had come together to feed her until…well, until she was massive, apparently.  Stacy was still so full that her belly felt hard as a rock, stuffed so tight that she could barely breathe.  Stacy felt like everyone had decided to play a spontaneous game of ‘Hey, let’s see if we can make a fat girl explode,’ but they’d lost – she was still here and she was still in one piece.

“How do you feel today, Stacy?”

Stacy turned her head to see Jeff standing over her, a big grin on his face.

“You sure had a night, didn’t ya, girl?”

“Oooooh, I can’t move,” moaned Stacy. She felt slightly embarrassed as she realized that she was completely naked, but then remembered that Jeff had seen her last night when she was nude and stuffing her face.  There wasn’t much point in trying to protect her modesty in front of him.  “I feel like a beached whale.”  She looked like one too.  Lying naked in bed, Stacy’s body nearly filled the room: her hips and rear spread out across the bed, spilling over the sides.  Her belly, still overstuffed from the night before, bulged tall and proud above her, rising like a majestic mountain.  She belched loudly, too bloated with dough and drunk with afterglow to even bother covering her mouth.  She felt almost sick she was so crammed full.  She was certain that she must look positively green in the face.
Stacy wanted to reach out and touch herself, to test how much give still existed in her belly.  Was she filled all the way to the brim?  She felt like a big bag of wet cement, but she was too lazy and fat to lift a finger now.  

“Do you have work today, Stacy?  Do you need to call in sick?”

“Ohhhh Gawd, yes, there’s no…way I could…show houses…in this condition.”  Even if Stacy could squeeze her bulk into any of her clothes without splitting her seams, she knew she wouldn’t be able to talk to clients without slurring her words or drifting off into space.  She was still way too high for that!

Jeff pulled out a cellphone and hit autodial.  “Here, I’ll speed dial your work.  Just tell them that you’re sick, okay?”

He held the phone to Stacy’s ear.  When the answering machine picked up on the other end, Stacy feigned a sore throat as best she could.  “Hi Jody… this is… cough!...this is Stacy.  I’m feeling really sick this morning, so I’m…afraid that I can’t come in.  I’m so… sorry.  I’ll see you tomorrow, okay? Bye.”
Stacy was still so completely filled to the brim that it was difficult for her to even talk, but her halting speech made the act seem more convincing.

“That was really convincing, Stacy,” said Jeff.  He chuckled.  “Now that you’ve got the day off, what do you want to do with your freedom?”

“Oh Gawd, what can I do?” sputtered Stacy. “I’m too full to even move!  If you even touch me, I think I might burst!”

“We can let you rest for a bit until you digest,” said Mandy, walking up next to Jeff and slinging her arm around him. “You’ve had a rough night, Stacy, so I think you deserve a little time to relax and recuperate, don’t you think?”

“Yeah…yeah, just let me rest.”

“We have to go to work, but we’ll pick you up tonight when we’re on our way home, okay?” said Jeff. “You’ll be safe here til we get back.”

Janice’s face suddenly appeared over the horizon of Stacy’s belly, smiling smugly down at her.  “That’s right, Stacy. We’ll be glad to keep you here,” she said.

Stacy felt a cold shiver shoot through her over-bloated body and she turned to Jeff and Mandy, panic in her wide round eyes.  What would they do to her now?  

“Oh Gawd, don’t leave me here,” she mouthed. “I’ll explode.”

Mandy laughed, patting Stacy on the cheek. “You’ll be fine.  They know better than to let you pop.  They know we’ll be very very cross with them if they pop our new pet blimp without us.  Right, Janice?”

“Oh of course, Mandy, we’ll take good care of her til then,” said Janice, stroking Stacy’s chubby cheeks. Her hand drifted down, fluttering over Stacy’s chest to slide up over the giant mountain of her stomach.  It was hot and tight to the touch; Stacy was clearly much too full for her own good.  But that’s what comes of being a greedy little girl, isn’t it?

“We’re going to have so much fun today,” said Janice, smiling broadly. “Speaking of which, Stacy, what would you like for breakfast?”

  
 * * *

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
