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Cheryl was a lazy girl.  In fact, it was hard to overstate just how lazy she was.  As a baby, her parents thought that she was the best, most well behaved baby in the world because she never cried. But the truth was that she was just too lazy to cry.

Someday, Cheryl’s laziness would be her undoing.  But she didn’t know that when she was little.  All she knew was that she hated work.  She just wanted to relax and be lazy and expend as little energy as possible doing anything other than eating and sleeping.

It wasn’t long before her parents began to realize that their daughter wasn’t everything that they believed.  Mr and Mrs. Chang were, in a word, worried. A pair of hard-working first generation immigrants from China, they tried their best to provide a good life for their only daughter.  Who could blame them for wanting to give Cheryl the best in life? All the good things that they never had? Whatever Cheryl asked for, they gave her.  Strangely, Cheryl never demanded that much: just enough to let her keep living the quiet, lazy lifestyle that she loved.  She wanted a TV in her room.  Done.  She wanted her mother to bring her breakfast in bed. Done.  But they didn’t realize that they were creating a monster, turning their adorable baby into the most spoiled rotten lazybones in the world.

As Cheryl grew older, she grew bigger and taller but she never grew less lazy. If anything, she just grew lazier and lazier.  While other kids were playing outdoors and getting exercise, Cheryl preferred to spent her days lazing in bed, barely leaving her room, barely leaving her bed only when she needed to use the bathroom.  

“Don’t you want to go outside and play, Cheryl?” asked her mother.

Cheryl shrugged.  “Naw, that’s too much work. I’d rather just stay inside and veg out.”  The lazy Asian girl yawned and pointed the remote control at the TV, scrolling through the channels.  Cheryl’s mother frowned.  It seemed like all her daughter did was eat and watch TV!  Cheryl didn’t even demand the latest video games as so many of her classmates did, since actually playing games required too much effort for the lazy girl.

Her parents were initially concerned about their daughter’s lack of motivation, but doctors assured them it was only a phase and that Cheryl would probably grow out of it eventually to become a normal, active girl.

Cheryl grew older, but her lazy, gluttonous lifestyle also made her grow rounder.  By the time she was 12, her baby fat had given way to definite pudge.  In her teens, puberty made her swell with extra pounds.  Now in her 20s, Cheryl refused to move out of her parents’ house, get a job, go to college, or basically do ANYTHING except eat and sleep. Her parents were increasingly pressuring the poor fat girl to do something with her life, threatening to throw her out of the house if she didn’t either start school or get a job.

That pissed Cheryl off to no end.
* * *

“Hey, gimmie a two scoop cone of double fudge ripple,” said Cheryl, sliding a crumpled handful of dollars over to the man behind the counter at the corner ice cream shop.

Gary smiled broadly as he accepted the money.

“You look like you’re in a funk,” he said. “Tell you what: Since I’m feeling generous, why don’t I make it a three scoop? On the house.  You look like you could use some cheering up.”

For once, Cheryl’s eyes lit up.  The pudgy porker was rarely moved to excitement, but free food was definitely something that she liked.

“Aw, man, really? Thanks. That’s exactly what I need.”

Gary handed over the ice cream cone and watched as Cheryl plunged it into her greedy mouth, coating her lips and chin with chocolate.

“I haven’t seen you around here before,” he said, trying to strike up a conversation.  He was surprised.  From the way she ate, this girl clearly LOVED ice cream. Maybe she was new in town? He couldn’t imagine that someone with her appetite wouldn’t already be a regular customer. “You new in town?”

Cheryl shook her head. “Naw, I’ve lived here all my life. I just don’t go out much. What’s the point, really? It’s waaaay too much work. But my parents are being total jerks, so I needed to get out of the house.” 

“Oh? You don’t say?”

Cheryl licked at her ice cream cone again, seemingly oblivious to the chocolate already smeared over her chubby cheeks.  Oblivious was the right word for her.  She looked like a woman who couldn’t care less about her outward appearance.  Her jet black hair was wild and frizzy, pulled back into a rough ponytail that did little to tame it.  Her body, soft and plump and round, was stuffed into a ratty old T-shirt and a lazy pair of tights, neither of which did anything to disguise her unfortunate curves.  Her tanned tummy hung out below the hem of her shirt, a thick sheet of new blubber that wobbled and slapped against her swelling thighs when she walked.  Cheryl didn’t appear to notice or mind that her chunky tummy was on display as she stood outside the bakery window, staring at the delightful confections on display, pausing only to take another lick off her ice cream cone before rivelets of melted cream started to cascade over her grubby fingers.

“Yeah, I just don’t get them. They’re all on my case to move out and get a job. But they’ve never been this way before. They always took such good care of me, but it’s like they don’t care anymore! Just cuz I’m older doesn’t mean I still don’t have needs, you know? Like, what about what I want? They’re all ‘Oh you can’t just sit on the couch all day, eating and watching TV.’ You need to go out and get a job or find someone else to take care of you.’ The nagging got so bad that I just had to get out of the house just to get away from it. But, ughhhh, it was such a chore to walk all the way over here!”

Gary was intrigued. “How far did you have to walk?”

Cheryl grunted in annoyance.  She wished that she didn’t have to waste so much energy just to get food. “I dunno. Like, three blocks?”
Gary’s eyes bugged out of their sockets. Goddamn! This bitch must be the laziest girl in the world if she couldn’t be bothered to walk three blocks! And she’d lived in this town for 20 plus years but never had the gumption to walk three blocks for ice cream until now? Damn, she was unbelievably lazy. Her parents must have spoiled her rotten. No wonder they wanted to get rid of this fat lazy parasite!

He smiled to himself.  Cheryl was just about perfect.  For too long, Gary had dreamed of a big plush woman to spoil and fatten.  Could Cheryl be the one?  She was fat, yes. He could see that much, her chunky gut was in plain view.  But Gary suspected that, given free access to all the treats she could eat, Cheryl would quickly balloon up to a size more befitting his… extreme tastes.

All he had to do was give her the rope and this lazy hog would hang herself.

“So you’re trying to find someone else to take care of you now, I’ll bet? Actually working for a living sounds like it would be too much work, right?”

Cheryl nodded, her double chin wobbling.  “Absolutely! See, you understand!”

“Oh, I understand perfectly,” said Gary smoothly. “I bet you’d love to have someone take care of you 24/7, someone who could anticipate your every need and keep you absolutely pampered.”

Cheryl raised an eyebrow.  Now she was interested.  “Hmm. Keep talking.”

“I can tell from that little spare tire around your middle, that you must love food.  And this person who would take care of you… wouldn’t it be great if they could provide you with all the food you could eat?  What’s your favorite treat, chubby?”

He was testing her out, gauging her reaction.  So many woman would be aghast at such forward language! But Cheryl just nodded, her eyes glazed with excitement.  She didn’t seem to mind at all that Gary was pointing out her extra poundage. The lure of free food and easy living was just too much!

“Mmmm, well, I like all sorts of sweets… but my favorite thing is ice cream.” She meaningfully raised her cone to her lips and took another lick, her eyes never leaving Gary’s face.

“I could tell, honey, because, my my, aren’t you a chubby one,” he said. “And you look like you’ve put on a few pounds lately.  Surely you didn’t always used to be this round, did you, sweetie?”

Cheryl shrugged her shoulders. “Eh, I dunno. Maybe.”  She raised her cone to her mouth again and bit off a chunk of ice cream, rolling it around on her tongue until it melted into soup.

“No, no, I bet this is all new,” he chuckled, reaching over the counter to pat Cheryl’s protruding gut and give it a thick shake.  Her slab of a belly jiggled in response, the gelatinous flesh betraying her gluttony.
“Oh my, you certainly are a lazy one.  I bet you love to just lie around and relax, doing nothing at all. Isn’t that right?”

Cheryl shrugged again.  She was really just too lazy to respond. But she was also interested.  She wanted to see where this went.  If she played her cards right, she might just have her sugar daddy. Then she’d never have to work! And, even better, she’d get all the ice cream she could fit inside her fat little belly!
“What I told you that I had a way for you to get all the treats you could eat and you’d never have to work again? Would you like that?”

“Hmmm, yes. Yes, I would like that. But who could give me that?”

“Then you’ve come to the right place, sweetie.  My name is Gary. I own this ice cream shop.” He held out his hand.
Cheryl gripped his hand to seal the deal. “I’m Cheryl. I hope you know what you’re doing. I eat a lot of ice cream.”

It was a match made in sloth heaven.  Cheryl’s parents were thrilled to hear that their lazy gluttonous daughter was finally moving out of their house, but they were less thrilled to hear that she just planned to sponge off of someone else.  Cheryl didn’t mind, though. 
Gary made sure to keep the freezer stocked with as much ice cream as possible, knowing that Cheryl would help herself.  His lazy live-in piggy rarely roused herself before noon, but Gary didn’t care. The less she moved, the better.  

Cheryl grew fatter and fatter and lazier and lazier.  She spent her entire day in bed, gorging on sweets and candies, and never fretting that her belly was swelling bigger and rounder by the day.  Cheryl’s ratty T-shirt rode up her gut until it was little more than a croptop supporting her hefty boobs.  The waistband of her tights rolled down, even as the stitches down her legs began to fail under the intense pressure of her thick, growing thighs and widening hips.  Cheryl didn’t care, though.

She ate and ate and ate, her only exercise being the short waddle from the bed to the couch to the kitchen.  She was in lazy fatty heaven!  Her middle kept growing, spilling out further and further onto her thick thighs everyday, making it harder and harder for the tubby girl to rise from the couch at the end of the day when she was finally ready to collapse into bed after a long day of gorging.  Gary thought that Cheryl looked especially sweet when she was sleeping.  She was as round as a balloon, and her enormous belly rose above her like a big olive mountain as she snored.  She snored a lot.  She probably had sleep apnea these days due to her excess weight and lazy lifestyle.
Gary wanted nothing except to indulge her worst habits. He loved watching Cheryl grow fatter and lazier every day. He was careful not to make any demands of Cheryl, lest she would have to lift a finger.  Except for one exception.

Every week, Gary insisted on weighing Cheryl.  He needed to know just how much she was growing, how big he was making her.  Or rather, how big he was letting her make herself.

This week’s weigh-in was a turning point.

Gary came into the living room to find Cheryl sitting on the couch, wearing nothing but her threadbare panties, buried deep within the enveloping folds of her swelling blubber, and a T-shirt stretched into obscenity across the peaks of her hefty, sagging tits.  She’d grown too fat for the natural buoyancy of her breasts to keep up; her chest grew larger in time with the rest of her, but where her belly swelled rounder and rounder, filling out more by the day like an inflating globe until it resembled an enormous bowling ball, her tits were succumbing to gravity, flopping to either side of her spherical gut and sagging lower as they grew heavier.  It was only the tightly cinched fabric of her fraying t-shirt that held them in check.
She spooned another mouthful of semi-melted ice cream between her lips, scraping the bottom of a now empty tub of rocky road ice cream.  How many had she already demolished today? Gary couldn’t help but notice the pile of empty cartons 

“Cheryl, my queen, it’s time for your weigh-in.”

Cheryl moaned in annoyance. “I’m watching TV. Can’t it wait?”

The weekly weigh-in was such a bother! She dimly knew that Gary loved it, that the sight of that spinning dial, those steadily rising numbers, drove him wild with lust.  But Cheryl couldn’t give a rat’s ass about it.  Her rising weight was of no concern to her.  All that she cared about was the pleasure of the feast, the chance to bask in her own sloth and gluttony.  She liked that Gary cooked for her, cared for her, provided for her, made it possible for her to live the exceedingly lazy lifestyle that she had dreamed of since she was a small child. She vaguely understood why he did it. She knew Gary had an ulterior motive, that he loved to watch her balloon. Eh. That was a small price to pay.

The weigh-ins were part of that.

He couldn’t resist. Grunting, Cheryl hoisted her enormous bulk up off the couch for the laborious waddle to the scale.  His eyes were glued to her, watching her thick ponderous form sloshing to and fro, like a ship on stormy seas, as she gradually made her way across the room.

Chuckling, he walked up behind her, wrapped his arms as far around her middle as he could.  He pinched her overhanging belly, nearly squealing in delight as his fingers sank deeply into her soft flesh. She was so big and soft and round, her plush body radiating warmth. He loved how big she was getting.  And he had plans to make her bigger still.

Cheryl stepped onto the scale. She leaned forward, resting her arms against the towel rack as she gasped for air; the short walk was getting to be too much.  She paused, her mouth hanging open, her hot wet breath coming in ragged gasps as she strained to get her pounding heart back under control.  Her belly inflated outwards with each breath, rolling over the defeated elastic of her ragged underwear, then deflating inwards again as she expelled each lungful of air.  Through it all, Gary pinched and prodded her, his fingers cruelly grasping at her love-handles, poking her sides, testing the softness of her flesh. It was like she was a slab of meat, a Thanksgiving turkey, to be tested for freshness and softness before being consumed.
“Stand up,” commanded Gary. His voice was husky with desire, but there was a dangerous edge to it. Cheryl only noticed it now and again, when Gary was over-stimulated from watching her.  She had never disobeyed him when she heard that edge. Sometimes she wondered what would happen if she did. Luckily, Cheryl was far too lazy to ever do that.  She didn’t think it would be worth the bother to find out what would happen.  It would be easier to just obey and then get back to the couch as soon as possible, so that she could spend the rest of the afternoon sucking down popsicles and rotting her brain on daytime television.

Cheryl threw her shoulders back and stood up straight, her belly barreling out and her tits splaying to her sides.  She could hear the dial on the scale spinning, even if she couldn’t see the number over the curve of her belly and boobs.  She just had to wait until Gary was satisfied.

“Oh baby, do you know what it says?” gulped Gary, squeezing her tight.

“What?” Cheryl sighed.  She really hated interrupting her TV time for these stupid weigh-ins!

Gary pressed up against her body, his stubbly chin on her soft shoulder, his hands sliding over her sides, prodding her flabby love handles and caressing the rolls that hung over her undies.

“It’s 408 pounds,” said Gary.  Cheryl nodded, distracted.  The number was meaningless to her.  Sure, it was high.  But she already knew she was fat.  Cheryl seriously did not care.  All she wanted to do was get back to her couch, so that she could get back to watching her stories.  But Gary was excited.  He was poking her and pinching her, his fingers sinking deeply into her buttery blubber, his every touch setting off a symphony of jiggles that rippled through Cheryl’s gelatinous jelly.  

Gary’s hands slid under her T-shirt, massaging her upper pot-belly and brushing the underside of her hefty breasts.  The threadbare shirt was already on its last legs, the stitches were loose and frayed from weeks of holding together under the constant pressure of Cheryl’s expanding body.  The seams fell apart like paper dissolving in water, and Cheryl’s shirt fell away from her body, her rotund gut and rounded boobs bouncing free.

Cheryl rolled her eyes and heaved a heavy, exasperated sigh.  This was such a distraction!

“Gary, I wanna watch TV,” she whined, “And I’m hungry.  This is such a waste of time! Can you hurry up and get this over with?”

“Oh by Cheryl, didn’t you see that number? 408 pounds? You’re… getting… so… big..” He squealed, wrapping his arms around Cheryl’s tubby body and hugging her close.  She could feel his erect dick pressing into the yielding softness of her buttocks.  It was only by a miracle that her briefs didn’t split apart as easily as her shirt, leaving her naked.

408 pounds was pretty big.  It was hard to believe that Cheryl had ballooned so big so fast.  If she had stopped to think about it, she probably should have been worried.  Gary was supplying her with ice cream like a drug dealer, giving her more and more everyday and never asking for anything in return other than these little weigh-in sessions.  She knew he liked to see her grow, but she didn’t stop to think about it any further than that.  But now… feeling his dick against her ass, she suddenly understood.  Damn, he was getting off to this.  That was weird.

But Cheryl just yawned and shrugged.  What did she care if Gary got his rocks off to her gaining a couple pounds?  It just meant that he was more likely to keep pampering her and that was all that Cheryl cared about.  But right now, she was getting tired.  Cheryl didn’t spend a lot of time on her feet.  Other than leaving the couch to use the toilet, Cheryl was barely mobile.  Her poor tender feet were already starting to ache and burn from standing for so long.

“Damnit, Gary, I’m getting tired. I’m gonna go back to the couch.”  She slapped his hands away from her sides, muttering to herself as she retreated back to her familiar spot on the couch.  She plopped her fat ass back into her groove, reclaiming the tub of rocky road ice cream she’d abandoned on the end table. Oh right, it was empty.  She threw it aside in disgust.
“Gary, could you bring me another tub?” she called out, squirming in her seat to get more comfortable.

Of course, Gary was there in a flash with another tub.  He watched her closely as she popped the lid off and plunged her spoon into the creamy confection.  Cheryl barely paid her benefactor any mind; her attention was all on the television as she spooned bite after bite of creamy, drippy ice cream into her mouth.  Gary marveled at how quickly she devoured the delectable treat without even noticing.  She was a marvel.  Cheryl balanced the tub on her bare belly, the cold of the carton sending chills through her body and making delicate goose pimples pop out on her honey-colored skin.  Gary wanted to reach over and cuddle her close, holding his face against that warm, soft gut, letting Cheryl envelope him within her thick flab, but he knew better than to bother her now.  She was busy eating and she wasn’t going to put up with a second interruption.  He would just have to wait.

Of course, he didn’t mind.  He was playing the long game.  Cheryl was too devoted to her slothful lifestyle to even notice, much less care, about the changes happening to her body.  She didn’t seem to realize the dangerous path that she was on.  Another woman might have worried about Gary’s endgame.  A man who loved his woman to grow bigger and bigger… where would it end?  When would she be big enough to satisfy his strange desire?  Another woman might have been able to see the writing on the wall, to realize that immobility and beyond were the only possible outcomes.  Gary would surely keep indulging Cheryl’s worst, laziest, greediest impulses until the day that she grew too large to indulge herself without his help.  

At over 400 pounds, she was already well on the road to obesity.  Cheryl didn’t really care, though.  She was just happy that she could lie around like a blob and never have to work.  She wasn’t thinking about the life ahead.  She wasn’t thinking about what she was doing to herself, what she was letting Gary do to her.  So what if walking was becoming harder and harder these days?  It’s not like she really wanted to walk all that much anyway.  She preferred to just hang on the couch.  Her increasingly infrequent trips to the kitchen for snacks and the bedroom to sleep were such annoyances!  If only she could cut them out and just spend all her time – 24/7 – right here on the couch!

The truth was that Cheryl was practically immobile right now. Immobile by choice, not necessity.  She hardly ever moved.  And any excuse to avoid moving was good by her.  

Gary sat next to her, her fingers tapping nervously on his knees.  He really wanted to touch Cheryl now sooo bad!  But he knew he had to just content himself with looking at her, watching her gulp down ice cream.  He would be there, ready to grab her another carton when this one ran out.  That was his job.  He was here to pamper Cheryl and to take care of her.  She didn’t need him for everything yet, but that would come.

And Gary could wait.
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