Prologue__________________________________________________________________A Lifetime Ago

“Honey, I appreciate it but really, you’re spoiling me…”
Daphne hadn’t come from much. Her mother was a first-generation immigrant, with living relatives back in Mexico. She and her sister had been raised humbly and without a father after his sudden passing when she was very young—the glitz and glamor that came with being the wife of a B-list celebrity was far more than anything she could have possibly dreamed it was, but at the cost of her adjustment period taking longer than Felix had thought it would.
“I’m starting to forget what takeout tastes like…”
The first six months of marriage had been utter bliss for the newlyweds. She probably spent the first half of it starstruck at the revolving door of celebrity guests that Felix kept in and out of his life, inevitably clapping her hands to her cheeks and her jaw on the ground when she realized that a former child star was coming over for drinks, or that one of the writers for a sitcom she used to watch would call and ask for him. It had been such a dazzling time for her that she hadn’t even realized that their honeymoon had ended two months ago, and she hadn’t gone to work a day since.
“All this rich food is gonna come back to bite me when I bust out of these new jeans you bought me!”
And Felix de la Rojas had been both publicly and privately mooning over his wife like she were God’s gift to man. Talking about her in interviews, posting about her online, and showering her in love and chocolates to the point that she’d been going through a box of bonbons a night! In every public appearance, he would go on and on about how gorgeous his wife was and how great his in-laws were, and because of all of this positive feedback he was getting calls again, and asking people if they wanted to produce films, and…
“Oh stop, honey—I don’t mind at all.”
As his hand caressed his new bride’s swelling pot, Felix made sure to pour her another glass of wine with his free hand. She was so much more agreeable when she was daydrunk.
Daphne had been drinking a lot lately. Ever since the honeymoon phase wore off and she realized just how little she actually did throughout the day anymore, it had been like she’d been trying to fill a hole that she didn’t quite realize was there. And that worked for Felix.
“We’re Latin—you can’t expect me to not be a flirt.”
This wasn’t the first time that he had done this. Taking in a poor girl off the streets, dangling the carrot of a bottomless wallet in front of her face just to watch her balloon right in front of him. But those relationships had been so few and far between, all of them between sets…
But this was his chance to live out his fantasy. She was perfect.
“Ohhhh kaaaaaaay.” She tittered a little, softer features flushed with wine and the scent of fresh French perfume, “I’m not gonna say no to a little spoiling.”
Her laugh was starting to change slightly too. She’d adopted this airy, vapid sort of sound that had developed sometime after she’d started drinking more openly.
“I just… I’m not used to it all. It feels like a little… much.” She touched his hand with hers, warm and lazy on the patio of some expensive restaurant, “Can we kind of cool it and do… y’know… regular people stuff for a little while?”
“Absolutely.” Felix lied, “No, I totally understand where you’re coming from.”
Doting over his women was the most important step in the beginning. Totally skewing their sense of normalcy, and keeping the expectations high. The more accustomed his wife would become to the life he was providing for her, the easier it would be to get her interested in more.
Eating more. Having more. Owning more.
And Daphne had put up a good fight trying to remember where she came from. Being so close with her family, it would have been a lot harder for Felix to make her forget her humble roots if he couldn’t have included them in as much of this as possible. Treating them well not only helped endear them to him, but also helped provide the beginnings of an echo chamber—a little chorus of hungry mouths who agreed the life had become so much better for them since she became Mrs. Felix de la Rojas.
“But for tonight, I think you should enjoy yourself.” Felix touched his bride’s wedding band with the tips of his fingers, “After all, I’ve already made the reservations.”
“Mmmm…kay.” Daphne said dreamily as she put her glass of wine down, “If you say so.”
And would say so. At every opportunity, he had been there to whisper into her ear about how it was okay for her to indulge now that the wedding was over, and how it was normal for her to want to try so much. Because she’d lived a hard life, or because she was Mrs. Felix de la Rojas, or because of whatever reason he could think of.
She’d started coming up with those excuses on her own. And that was the most important part.
“Did the waiter refill my glass?” Daphne asked, sloshing cabernet back and forth a little when she realized it was much more full than she remembered, “I didn’t even see him.”
“Yeah, must have been.” Felix smiled, “You still thinking about dessert?”
“What did we just talk about?” Daphne tittered again, “Okaaaaaay, but after Valentine’s Day I’m starting my diet—do you hear me, mister?”
“Loud and clear, mi amor.” He kissed her on the hand, “Loud and clear.”

Chapter Two: _________________________________________________________ Lunch With Yolanda

In Hispanic culture, it’s not polite to refer to your mother-in-law by their first name.
It conveyed a certain haughtiness to it, a kind of traditional thing that told Felix that there was some wiggle room with Daphne’s mother right off the bat. Despite his guest-starring to starring roles in film and television shows throughout the years, he would have been deeply remiss if he referred to his mother-in-law as anything but her preferred title. And while it was frustrating to say the least, it gave him talking points about how his Hispanic heritage was important to him in puff piece articles written up mostly by his publicist.
And it sort of foreshadowed her need to be put in a special category of her own. Something that the rest of her family would take time acclimating to.
From the stories that he’d heard, his dona Yolanda hadn’t grown up with a lot. Removing her from those roots had allowed her to forget that—so much so that her statements supporting anti-immigration laws had been the death knell that canceled her show a few years back. Something about how she had worked hard to get where she had that came back to bite her when her connections to certain producers came under fire; luckily it was the kind of stupid statement that reflected badly on her rather than those who had worked to put her up on this pedestal.
And though he didn’t much care for whining, Felix had worked hard to help set that up too—the Yolanda in the Morning show hadn’t come without a few greased wheels on his behalf. Getting her on a cheesy segment on some daytime talk show back when those were still a thing had cost him a lot of favors and a pretty chunk of his pre-producer piggybank. But in the long run, it’s probably good that his name didn’t go anywhere near it given how things turned out. Not only did he get his first producer credit and pay bump with passive income, the fact that their last names were different was enough for the general audience to forget that they were related after her widely unpopular opinions on specific talking points.
And now that she was “retired”, she had all the time in the world to do whatever she wanted.
Luckily for Felix, after so much of her public persona had come to revolve around her cooking skills, all she really wanted to do was to keep them sharp.
“So how did Ivy’s little plan go?” the hints of his mother-in-law’s thick accent were still there even this far into acclimation and camera-ready voice coaching, “Did she jump your bones in front of the camera?”
She had become such a broad woman—wide honey-colored shoulders threatened to pop right out of the low-cut sweater that she’d managed to sheathe her stupendous bulk with. Two heavy melons drooped over either side of tiers of tum, crammed into designer plus-sized outfits that were juuuust shy of needing to be custom ordered. She could have shopped at Lane Bryant or Maurice’s or Cato’s, but they didn’t quite have the style or fit that she was looking for.
By which of course meant, the clothes were too cheap for the “retired” hostess of a television show, and whatever they had surely wouldn’t have accentuated her chest in a way that she wanted.
“She did her best.” Felix answered with a low chuckle, “But she’s definitely the reason I’m late.”
“I don’t want to know.” She held up her hands to either side dramatically, “My daughter is crazy.”
The other, more “memetic” part of her success of finding an audience had been that even before she’d started filling out, still jostled and quaked in her low-cut red sweater. Hammy arms crammed into sleeves while heavy breasts rolled like it was high tide over the cups of her squeaking bra. If Yolanda’s top-heavy size had been any indication, Ivy clearly took after her father’s side of the family. Sure, she didn’t quite weigh as much as her daughter—either one of them, actually—but Yolanda Blanche was easily one of the heaviest women on television at one point.
“They’re both crazy. I don’t know why they’re both so mean to you.” Gloria tut-tutted, grabbing Felix by the coarse black hair and pulling him close, “Come here…”
She pulled her son-in-law close, patting his back while subtly arching her back so that her balcony of breast could act as a pillow for him to cry into if need be. Not that he was the type of person to do so, or that he’d ever taken her up on her (many) offers in the past, but this sort of contact had been grandfathered in from the beginning.
Daphne’s mother had always been very affectionate with him. It was one of the few things that the onslaught of money and fame hadn’t been able to take away. The way in which the two of them interacted physicalled had changed in a way, certainly, but physicality was still such a part of her day to day life. Even in her post-fame state, she had still managed to maintain a sort of warmth about her. Felix liked it that way—even someone that had become so disillusioned could use the warmth that Yolanda’s passion often brought to debates, otherwise known as family dinners.
There was a reason that the three of them were hardly in the same room at the same time anymore, after all.
“I hope you don’t get cancelled.” She said the word with a little trill, “That was so horrible when it happened to me, Felix.”
Yolanda was, of course, of the age and capacity for media literacy where “getting cancelled” was a blanket term for any celebrity losing their wealth and/or status. Not much of the former had happened to her, but the latter very much so. Admittedly, Felix stayed out of the matter as much as possible, but seeing someone so proud of their Mexican Heritage slowly lose sponsorships over immigration remarks only to gain them once she became a useful talking point to Right Wing political pundits was definitely not uninteresting.
“Don’t worry dona, no one’s getting cancelled.”
Damn straight he wasn’t getting cancelled—he was Felix de la Rojas, the nicest guy next to Keanu Reeves, as far as the internet was concerned. He wasn’t going anywhere.
“C’mon, let’s not talk business.“ Felix chuckled politely, easily slipping his persona over his mother-in-law even after all these years “I came over for a nice meal with my dona, not my publicist.”
“Too many nice meals if you ask me—I’m starting to get suspicious” the older woman ventured a wry but playful poke in his still-respectably in-shape physique, “This is the fourth one in a row without cancelling! If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you were beginning to expect that it’d just be the two of us…”
Of the three women that he had elevated to their new station in life, Yolanda had always been the most grateful to Felix. Physically, emotionally, and when it came to backing him up whenever he needed it. Having someone on his side during these sorts of tiffs was important. But sometime, around when she started hooking up with the other producer of her show, she had been very adamant that she could show him how appreciative she was in other ways.
And by his own admission, Felix had… thought about it.
The transformation from humble ESL housekeeper with two adult daughters living in the bad part of town to a short-lived talk show personality had come with plenty of changes for his dona. The world had watched Yolanda thicken and ripe over the course of her tenure on television—expanding chest-first until she could literally not see her feet past her hefty top half. All she had ever really known how to do was cook, and pushing that into a role where she had been able to help make that a more prominent personality had been a stellar way to encourage Daphne as well.
But the extra hundred or so pounds that had clung to Yolanda’s shape by the time she’d been canned for saying something dumb had only continued to stack. Left with a plethora of recipes to try and in need to keep herself sharp in case she got called on to guest-host for an episode of something, Felix had been able to sit back and watch as his mother-in-law ate herself round with nothing but her own idle hands.
“I’m just kidding!” the older woman finally lied, pushing him back with two meaty palms, her whole body quaking with laughter, “You’re like a son to me, hijo I could never…”
The looks that she had given him over the course of the years said otherwise. While her daughters had ballooned up like overfed housecats, Felix had managed to stay in-shape, well-dressed, and flirt with the other side of a ten-year marriage with only a few distinguishing gray streaks over his ears. And admittedly, there was hardly as big of an age gap between Felix and his mother-in-law than there was between Felix and his wife.
But then, those were for dirty thoughts between him and his silk sheets.
Felix could barely managed to contain his affair with Ivy—let alone spin it positively to the press. If he had started hooking up with his mother-in-law, it would have been a lot harder for him to retain that memetic nice guy status.
Though that isn’t to say that the temptation wasn’t there.
“It figures that between my two daughters, you’d be the one that keeps showing up.” Yolanda huffed as she waddled back over to the stylish countertop of her condo’s kitchen, “I’ve been trying to talk to Ivy about cross-promotional stuff, and Daphne—”
“You can’t really expect Daphne to do much these days, dona.”
“Órale, she’s just lazy. She can still move around, you just don’t make her.” The fat woman’s face creased in dismissive annoyance, “I’ve seen her get her butt out of bed for dinner on the balcony, she can come say hi.”
The fact that his mother-in-law had seen his wife move lately more than he had excited him. Felix had reveled in knowing that his once active, graceful wife became a bellowing sea-cow for years now. But it was only fairly recently that she’d been teasing him with becoming bedbound. He was surprised at just how big she could get and he still hear these little snippets of her managing to get up and do things for herself. The thought of her massive, hanging belly sloshing thickly, back and forth over her legs as she wobbled from side to side just trying to keep up…
It almost made him wish that his wife wasn’t quite so mean to him.
“You know that she hasn’t come over to see my new condo once since I moved in?” the older woman huffed, “The nerve of that girl—I put her through acting classes and for what? For her husband to come over and have girl talk with me? Nuh-uh, that’s not how this is supposed to happen.”
Just watching Yolanda move was enough to see that her age and weight were beginning to take a toll on her much the same as it had with her daughters. Yes, she was slimmer than both Ivy and Daphne—though by most standards Felix’s married relations didn’t paint a very high bar to cross—but for her height and age, Yolanda was still a very, very heavy woman…
“Now come on, sit down.” Felix was beckoned by a chubby palm slapping against the seat of the barstool across the counter, “No sense in getting the table dirty if it’s just going to be the two of us.”

                                                                                   
Before the sponsorships and before the deals and before #FDR had started trending on Twitter back when it was still called that, dinner at dona’s had been a pretty regular occurrence.
Yolanda had always cooked big, traditional meals whenever they ate with her. Even before extra calories became synonymous with her brand, Yolanda Blanche had never let her daughters go hungry. While it might not have only been her waitressing job keeping her slim, her mother’s recipes had certainly not been helping. It was a true testament to her presence in Daphne’s life that the crux of keeping her excessively fat and relatively happy that Yolanda’s cooking had been so instrumental to establishing her growing appetite.
Comfort food from home had been such a boon between fancy, high-falutin’ dishes that cost more than a day’s worth of pay. And if more food had ever been instrumental in doing anything in his relationship with his wife, Felix would be all too prepared to pounce on it.
Given how close her family was, at least at the time, there could have only been good things that came with all of them getting used to bigger and bigger portions.
“Ay...I think I overdid it.”
Felix had always tried to be at least a little discrete when it came to sneaking glances with Yolanda. There was only so much harm that a glance could do, but she seemed almost as eager to stir the pot as Ivy was lately, so caution had paid off. When he had managed to squeeze in a full-on stare at his mother-in-law’s physique, Felix had always liked what he’d seen. And today’s offerings were no exception—that Tex-Mex hocking hog across the counter from him had absolutely decimated more than her fair share of fried, greasy dinners from her home country.
“Jiho… por favor…”
“Si, dona si.”
He said it in as soothing of a tone as he could manage. He truly didn’t have much pity for the woman—watching her stuff her face over the course of the past two hours while she went on and on about the awful people that she had gotten to know during talks with her new sponsorship. But moreover, it was hard to feel pity for the woman claiming of a stomachache when Felix had done what he could to watch every single bite.
He appreciated what fame had done to his sister-in-law, and he had loved what it had done for his wife, but giving in to his dona’s not-so-unsubtle desire to be ogled chest-first made this all feel just a smidge dirtier.
Not unappealing, but definitely…
“Oogh…” Yolanda’s fat biceps squished against the soft bulge of her breasts overflowing the neckline to her sweater, “I could… ufff… use a belly rub after all that…”
...definitely dirtier.
Felix could watch his dona’s breasts heave and squish against themselves as she struggled in that tight red sweater all day long. Her heavy, caramel-colored funbags drooped on either side of a stomach packed tight with a regrettably filling lunch. She hadn’t quite expected Daphne or Ivy to take her up on her offer for lunch, but she’d still made enough to go around for everybody.
Which meant that in the absence of her daughters, who had grown quite conditioned to finishing their plates over the years, Yolanda had been given plenty of excuse to indulge. After all, it would just go bad, wouldn’t it? And if there’s one thing that had stuck with her from her many years of being a poor single mother in a bad neighborhood, it was that food just simply shouldn’t go to waste if she could help it. While she wasn’t exactly happy about it going to her waist, she would have rather not wasted such a spread if she could help it.
Besides, she had seen the occasional glances that her son-in-law had been giving her. She’d known for years that he (and a surprising amount of other men in the Hollywood circuit) preferred their women with some heft to them. Hell, she’d made being not like the other women in her forte a part of her personality—she had more in common with Paula Deen than she did Rachael Raye any day of the week, and while they had sort of faded into obscurity, she was on a slow rise back to prominence. She’d basically been rewarded for being the fat Mexican woman that wasn’t afraid of being fat and or Mexican for years now, and getting that to turn off wasn’t as easy as getting thrown under the bus for her hand-biting opinions on immigration.
“Felix?” she whimpered, plump fingers spread with the rising dough that was her stomach fluff, “Would you… mind…?”
This was an invitation if Felix had ever heard one. The arching of her back to accentuate her best features as she mewled pitifully about how stuffed and swollen she was. The way that her tits pressed tight together as she rubbed her poor belly, whimpering through the pain in a not-quite put-upon sort of way with one arm wriggled so as to maximize exposure for her cleavage. Her long dark ringlets bouncing and shifting ever so slightly as her warm brown shoulders shifted in a futile attempt to get comfortable. Even her heavy eyes fluttering anticipatorily as she awaited Felix’s response.
He had done his best to never give the impression that he’d be down for this sort of thing—some relationships were just asking for trouble, and this was definitely one of them.
But the tent that had been pitched just below the countertop to Yolanda’s center island bar would have given him away immediately if she’d been able to see through the wood and marble, or past her cinnamon boob balcony.
“O...Okay, alright…” he finally relented, “Just um… g-give me a minute…”
The uncertainty in his voice wasn’t an act. For the first time in far too long, Felix de la Rojas had been caught off-guard with just how much he wanted someone. The forbidden fruit of his mother-in-law’s gigantic tits had been too much to bear for some time now. He’d been getting cockblocked by his wife for years at this point, and considering that he’d been blue-balling his way through a three-course breakfast with Yolanda’s other daughter that had been ruined by capitalism and fame, his will was especially weak at the moment. But his desire to explore the corruption that had saddled his in-laws had been strong since day one.
“Does this feel okay?”
“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmyesssss.” The older woman absolutely melted at his touch, “Dios… I can see why my girls fight over you so much…”
A quick twitch of his member made Felix feel a similar twinge of uncertainty. His hand on her taut, fleshy stomach—warm to the touch with the afternoon’s indulgence as she breathed shallowly in order to coax herself through the pain. It was like she was pregnant, doing breathing exercises. Her body limp and useless with the exception of her arms and hands as they tried in vain to keep the hog that they were attached to in some modicum of comfort. Her warm brown eyes looked up at her son-in-law, dewy and pathetic as she harrumphed through another Herculean stomachache brought on by her piss-poor eating habits.
She was baiting him. She knew his type. She had literally raised his type. Helpless and needy, with enough bite to give him the thrill of a struggle as he wore down their morals and their center of selves until nothing was left but want.
And boy did he want her.
He’d wanted her like he’d wanted all of them—the women in his life that he could corrupt and manipulate. The more that this farce of a life that he lead went on, the longer that he felt empowered by pulling the wool over so many eyes on so many screens, the more he felt compelled to act out in ways that he couldn’t quite understand…
Surely nobody would find out if he made one little slip.
Right?                                                                                


“Wow.”
It hadn’t been exactly what he had been expecting to hear. But Felix would have been lying if the idea of taking a 56-year old woman’s breath away with nothing but the size of his cock was anything short of empowering. It had been so long since either of his chosen lovers had said anything nice about anything, let alone the piece of meat that slid in and out of them between thrusts. They were both so big that they were beyond any form of sexual relations that wasn’t routine and a little bit awkward.
But fat as she was, Yolanda was in the sweet spot where she was big enough to prove a challenge, but not so big that he needed anything more than a little willpower to make it happen.
And on top of having plenty of willpower, FdR absolutely adored a challenge.
Sitting there in her California King, Yolanda looked absolutely mesmerized by the sheer thought of what was about to happen. The anticipation and wanting that had been built up over the years of sneaking glances on both accounts had built up to this moment where all she could do was just sit there, mesmerized by the sight of his unsheathed cock as it stood at a curved full mast, pointing towards her as though it were a compass and she were true north.
“That’s… hhahhhh… pretty impressive…” she fought back against the learned instinct to address him as jiho, “You’re a lot bigger than I thought you’d be.”
“How big did you think I’d be?” he asked in a low voice, prominent black eyebrow piqued as he stood at the foot of the bed
“Big enough for my daughters to fight over.” Yolanda lazily tucked a lock of long dark hair behind her ear as she shifted like a turtle on its back, “I… ahhh… I see why they go so nuts over you now…”
That wasn’t why they went nuts over him. And it wasn’t why she would be going nuts over him. They were drawn to him because of what he could do to them. For them, yes. But to them, mostly. All women were the same in his experience—they wanted to be dominated, they wanted to give in. He just showed them how it was done. He felt powerful whenever he kicked a “good person” off the ledge, and Yolanda was so far gone from the cliff that there was already a crater where she had landed.
A little roll in the hay with this fat GILF wasn’t going to make him lose any sleep at night—at least, that’s what he was telling himself as he walked his way over on his knees towards the wanting south mouth between parted pillars of legs. Her neglected snatch had been calling out for him basically since the day that he had married her daughter.
“What… hahhhhh… what are you waiting for?” Yolanda rasped out in an attempt at seduction, one hand still placed firmly on her flank as she struggled to keep up the allure of a woman who wasn’t stuffed to the gills, “Take me, Mr. de la Rojas.”
And take her he would. Spreading her thighs that much further apart and easing his unrubbered cock inside, the tight ‘o’ and throaty moans that escaped his dona were incentive enough for him to proceed forward. Further. Deeper into the busty strawman that his mother-in-law had allowed herself to become.
“Ohhhhgawd.”
Thrust. Thrust. He loved to watch her body wobble. To see those tits shake. He loved watching what she’d become slosh and wobble beneath him as he mounted her like an animal.
“Hahhh slow… slow down Felix…” she gasped out, “You’re going… so fast…”
Thrust thrust. Thrust thrust thrust. She wanted him. This stupid cow wanted him. And she had no idea what he’d done to her. What he’d done to all of them. What he’d continue to do to them if he had his way. And he always… a-always…
“Wh… hrh… Ffff...Felix?”
Warm sticky cum filled her as he melted into the crevice between her thighs, all of the tension leaving his body immediately.
“Are you… are you serious?” she puttered out anger rising behind her premature exhaustion, “Already?”
She could say what she wanted, but Felix knew that he’d left his hog satisfied.                  


