It wasn’t an understatement to say that quite literally none of this would have been possible without the Yeng Corporation.
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All the signs were there. Rather, all the alarms were blaring, since Mrs. Kemp’s field of vision became increasingly narrower the more of her there was to take it up. McKenna had been trying to tell her momma for years now that she needed to slow things down. That she should take it easy on her job, and that work wasn’t everything.
“But baby I like my job.” Kayla huffed out haggardly as she struggled to catch her breath, a manic twinkle flashing across her fatted expression as her eyes hid behind softball sized cheeks, “I love it!”
It had felt like the millionth time that McKenna had tried to talk some sense into her mother, and it was most definitely the millionth time that she’d been ignored in favor of much more palatable assignments from the Yeng Corporation. The sounds of her momma’s feasting drowned out the very reasonable, not at all unbased criticisms that McKenna held for her current “workaholic” lifestyle—pushing yourself too hard at any job was going to have drawbacks but this…
This wasn’t just a drawback.
Mrs. Kemp wasn’t quite at the size where she could fill the corporate apartment that had been given to her so that she may better serve the company while also working remotely. But even for a one-room studio of some considerable square footage (McKenna would have killed to have had a place this size back before she “inherited” the house that she’d grown up in) there was no denying that Kayla made it feel needlessly cramped. 
“Besides I can’t just stop—they pay for my rent, they keep the lights on and… and…” 
Mrs. Kemp’s lips quivered at just the mention of the word. Her beady little peepers fluttered dreamily. Vestigial fingers twitched excitedly as her tubby little toes tried and failed to clench. The vast naked gut that poured into, over, and around her lap burbled pointedly at just the tickle of the last perk of her job.
“The food…”
“Yeah, well, I reckon the food is part’a the problem.” McKenna harrumphed, crossing her arms over her chubby chest as she steeled herself against her mother’s brainless opposition, “Momma do you have any idea—”
The machinery whirring around McKenna’s mother didn’t drown her out entirely, but it provided the perfect excuse for the massive woman to tune her daughter out. After all of these years it had become almost a second nature for her to ignore any dissenting opinions that anyone—not just McKenna—might have had about the company that kept her living in such luxury. It wasn’t anything as morbid as life support machinery (such as her weight might imply), but rather the intricate hydraulics of her bedframe jostling her to prevent bedsores and the atonal droning of her air conditioning unit working overtime to keep her cool.
It must have been quite a struggle for that one little device to keep all of Kayla Kemp cool, after all. 
No matter how many adjectives that stupid company put in front of it, “state of the art”, “glacially cold”, “decades ahead of its time”, that one air conditioning unit had to contend with two thousand pounds of McKenna’s mom.
Two thousand fucking pounds.
It shouldn’t have been possible. It was whatever medication that they had her on that was doing it—keeping her healthy despite the fact that she weighed as much as the car that had carried her daughter over here. One pill a day, and all of this was possible—and it was all thanks to the Yeng Corporation.
McKenna shuddered at the thought of what might have happened to her if she’d stayed working with that stupid company… she’d have ended up like her momma. No doubt about it.
All of those years, McKenna had watched her mother slowly balloon in size. It was hard not to when Kayla went from a plump size 20 to a bloated size 30 in the span of just six months. But even that didn’t prepare McKenna for what she saw when she walked into that room and found her mother almost unrecognizable beneath all that blubber.
The once hard-working, if a little plain-looking, woman had been reduced to a mass of undulating flesh, barely contained by the too-tight sheets that were tucked in around her ample girth. Her arms were thick as tree trunks, ending in hands so plump and padded that they were hardly dexterous.
Her legs were equally as impressive, though they were hidden beneath mountains of blubbery flesh; Kayla’s prodigious thighs spilling out to either side and obscuring most of the view of her lower half from McKenna’s vantage point near the door. Her ass spreading to just the edge of the bedding that was her every morning noon and night was almost just as worrying. There was no telling how long it would be before she would have been forced to try and find something big enough to hold all of her…
And then there was her belly—oh lord, that gut that hung off of her poor momma… 
It was a vast ocean of wobbling adipose tissue, rippling and quaking with every labored breath that Mrs. Kemp took. The loose skin stretched taut over Kayla’s colossal gut sagged down and out further than her fat little feet could reach, obscuring any hint of where exactly her waist might have once been. The massive avalanche of pale white pizza dough was crowned by Mrs. Kemp’s breasts; twin globes of pure unadulterated fat that seemed impossibly large given their owner’s frame—though given how much weight Kayla had put on recently, maybe they weren’t so impossible after all…
A sharp, tinny tone that McKenna recognized all too well began to ring just above the sound of the ambient apartment noises—the large television on the wall opposite the one that her mother’s nesting had been placed against flickered to life automatically as a familiar face greeted the two of them with a happy, corporate smile.
“Good morning, Kayla!” Pam waved both hands into the apartment as a chipper smile dimpled her chunky cheeks, “Oh—I see you have company!”
McKenna mustered a weak, sickly wave at the woman who used to be her boss—the woman who, about eighteen hundred pounds ago, hired on her momma as a “replacement” after she’d dropped out of her contract with the Yeng Corporation. The woman that almost assuredly would have had McKenna in much the same position all those years ago, if it behooved her…
And judging by the fact that Pam’s neck looked to have finally disappeared underneath her wattling double chin, having McKenna’s momma in the position that she was had certainly behooved her.
“Hi… Mrs. Pumpernill...” McKenna managed after a long moment of silence, “Yeah… I was just checkin’ in on Momma. Make sure she was doin’ alright. Y’know… with the whole work-from-home thing.”
Pam nodded knowingly as she tapped at the tablet in her hands—no doubt checking up on some other poor soul who had been unfortunate enough to draw the ire of the Yeng Corporation. 
“Of course, of course! You know how it is, always working to make sure that our clients are happy! Can never let them down! They keep us afloat, after all… speaking of which—Kayla, my dear! How are you feeling today? Is everything going alright?”
“Yup, feelin’ fine.” Mrs. Kemp puffed out from behind her jowls, “Ready to get to… work fer the day…”
“That’s great.” Pam said with that sickening little smile that made McKenna’s skin crawl, “Do you want to begin now, or do you want to wait until McKenna—”
“M’hungry…” Kayla uttered a low, guttural noise as the promise of relief from her unending hunger was dangled in front of her fat little face, “Muh… McKenna—”
“Yeah, it’s… it’s fine.” McKenna cleared her throat, “I was about to head out anyway.”
“Well then… if you’re sure you don’t want to join us.” Pam had said it in such a way that went well over Kayla’s head, but landed square on her daughter’s guilty conscience, “We’ll go ahead and get started.”
The Yeng Corporation built the apartment complex that Mrs. Kemp lived in—not surprising, since it seemed to be the only place that could keep Kayla’s colossal size in some modicum of comfort. As the company had become more and more integral to their hometown, nothing had surprised her anymore. But actually seeing the nozzle lower from the ceiling tiles and dangle in front of her mother’s wet and wanting mouth was something else entirely. Not surprise, not shock, just… resignment.
Of course this was how her mother had to eat. She was far too big to feed herself these days.
Kayla sucked eagerly on the nozzle like a baby on a bottle, eyes rolling back into her head in ecstasy as thick globs of some kind of viscous liquid were pumped directly into her drooling maw. It looked for all the world like cake batter or frosting—thick, ranging from yellow to off-white, and no doubt tasted as sweet as it smelled judging by the way that Mrs. Kemp moaned around mouthfuls of the sugary sludge. 
Mrs. Kemp moaned contently as the thick, creamy liquid began to pour into her eagerly awaiting maw.
It was some kind of slurry, McKenna knew that much. Partially because she’d seen her momma consume enough of the stuff to fill a small lake, and partially because there was no way in hell that anyone would be able to eat that much solid food—no matter how big they were. 
But even if she didn’t know what was in it, McKenna could certainly guess at its purpose…
The Yeng Corporation had always been tight-lipped about what went into their products—foods included. They claimed it was for “proprietary reasons” or some such bullshit, but everyone knew that it was just so they didn’t have to put up with pesky things like government regulations and health codes. The only thing that mattered to them was making money—and if a few people happened to get exceedingly fat along the way? Well, that couldn’t be helped now could it?
Pam watched contentedly as Kayla slurped down every last drop of nutrition from the tube; the sound of sloshing liquids emanating from within telling McKenna everything she needed to know about just how full her mother really was... which judging by Pam's pleased smile meant 'really fucking full'.
"There you go! That’s why your mama’s our best subjects!" Pam chirped excitedly as the massive pile of woman suck, suck, sucked away at her assignment for the day, "She’s a real hard worker, McKenna…"
Since she had stopped working for the Yeng Corporation all those years ago, McKenna had only seen Pam in passing. A handful of times, tops. But not a single one of those times had been pleasant—at least on McKenna’s end. Probably not on Pam’s end either, judging by the barely disguised venom in her voice whenever they spoke directly like this.
“It’s a shame that it doesn’t run in the family—we’d love to have you on our team, honey…”
It was just the two of them talking now. Mrs. Kemp was long gone as she gorged herself on the liquid feed that was dripped in from the ceiling. Pam looking at McKenna from behind the television screen, and McKenna glaring at the fat woman that had once upon a time been her boss as the sounds of her mother’s liquid feasting filled the apartment.
“I’ll bet y’all would…” McKenna said under her breath before saying, much louder, “I, uh… appreciate it, but I’m good…”
“Oh that’s right, your mama said you got a new job… Well, invitation’s still open of course.” Pam’s fat face dimpled menacingly as her smile spread that much wider across her face, “If you decide to change your mind of course, I could pull some strings.”
Pam tittered as McKenna grew pale.
“Family members aren’t supposed to work together, but I’d be willing to make an exception for y’all.”
