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“God, look at these thighs,” Norma said. Pete turned to look at her while she posed in front of the mirror. 

She had pulled up her skintight jeans, custom-made for her immense proportions, and was marveling at her own epic curves. She had grown significantly in the last few months. Pete’s friends had been shocked by her size, but that was nothing compared to the shock that she was still getting bigger. 

His friends didn’t know how to talk about his giant girlfriend. Her size and weight was so immense that she dominated the social gathering, but it wasn’t something that they thought they could just bring up. It would be rude to say the least. Yet, they didn’t know that Norma loved her size. 

She would often loom over people and bump into them as they walked around the yard. She loved having Pete in her lap so everybody could see how small I looked sitting on her big thigh, and how tiny he was compared to her body while he was on her lap. The fact that they felt they couldn’t say the obvious was part of the thrill for her. 

“They just don’t know how to react to a girl as big as me,” she said with a laugh as they were leaving. Once they were out of sight of everybody else, she leaned down and picked him up. “You know how to don’t you?” 

Pete was tenting out his pants from the sight of her huge body and being held off the ground by her enormous hands. She reached out and touched him between my legs, feeling his excited groin. She laughed. 

“You really know how to react,” she said. 

Pete would find himself hard all the time as she kept getting bigger. Part of him was scared. Norma was already so massive and she just kept getting larger and larger. Her clothes would get tighter and tighter, and then she would be splitting them at the seams. 

That day in her bedroom, she had just received a new pair of jeans to fit her even bigger body. She had grown even taller, reaching eight feet and keeping right on going. She was standing eight-foot-two and the last time she was weighed she had been four hundred and seventy pounds. Pete was starting to get afraid genuinely afraid that she might accidently crush him. 

She was wearing a huge bra that was stretched out by her massive tits and a pair of matching pink panties. The panties barely covered the vastness of her enormous ass. Her ass jutted out as a big sexy bubble while her cheeks poked out the bottoms and sides of the cotton panties. If she sat on him, that would have been the end. Pete would have been done for. 
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