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  The Beginning


Belinda Adams was rarely late but she’d spent so much time going over her data that she didn’t even get in bed until well after midnight. She reminded herself in the elevator that most of the people in the facility were military by nature, and that punctuality was favored as highly as results. When she finally made it into her lab’s conference room, Subjects A, B, and C—all good-looking, shirtless men—were ready to begin. Major Walter Jennings was seated next to them, a cup of coffee in his hand.  
They’d been joking before her late entrance and when they saw her enter, this mousy, wild-haired and bright-eyed girl, the tension thickened. Jennings rose from his chair, took a sip of coffee, and then looked down at his uniform, as if admiring his own accomplishments. But no, it was a message to Belinda—you should show a little more respect.
In the corner were two of Belinda’s best friends on the island—Charlotte and Isabella. Charlotte was here to take notes, as she was the facility’s receptionist. And Isabella . . . she worked as a temp in the lab and had no reason to be here. But as she adjusted herself in her chair, revealing her long, shapely legs, it became clear. Jennings wanted her here as eye candy. The man may have been decorated, but he was certainly a creep.
“I thought we were scheduled to start at seven o’clock,” he said, looking up at the wall clock. It was only three minutes past the hour. 
“So sorry, sir,” she said, stumbling over her words. She pushed her glasses up to the bridge of her nose but once she took a second hand off her folders, the paperwork fell and blossomed out across the floor and table. He rolled his eyes and walked past her, holding his cup.
“We’ll be in the lab. Hurry up, and I’d better see results today.”
“He’s such an ass,” Isabella whispered after Jennings and the three test subjects disappeared down the hallway. She and Charlotte stooped down and helped gather the paperwork into a neat little pile.
“He wants results and I’m not sure if it’s going to be quick enough for his taste.”
“Make one of those boys grow an inch,” said Charlotte. “That’ll satisfy him and get him off your back for a few weeks.”
“Wouldn’t that be nice?” said Belinda. 
But she didn’t believe it would be that easy.

      [image: image-placeholder]In the lab, all three test subjects reclined on three separate elevated gurneys. Belinda drew up her formula in each injector, making sure that the right man got the correct shot. There was no control group here, only a matter of varied dosages. And after each injection, it became apparent that nothing was going to happen. The molecular bonding was rather quick. The men moved to the wall to measure their height, but none had gained a single centimeter. Belinda had a suspicion why, but she knew Jennings didn’t care about that.
“Not even an inch,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re useless.”
The tension in the air returned and she fought back a tear. “I’m not useless. The serum has shown promise with women. And today’s build, I think we could see a twenty-five percent increase in—”
“In women . . .,” he said, the word rolling off his tongue as if it tasted awful. “We’re making super soldiers here. Women will have no part in that. If you can’t engineer your serum to work on men, then I will find someone else who can. Do you understand?”
“Yes sir,” she said, dropping her head. She didn’t make eye-contact with him for the rest of the morning as she relayed formula tweaks to her assistants. And at the end of the workday, she was happy to see him retire to his chambers. Jennings lived onsite—as they all did, but sometimes she would get lucky and he’d go to the opposite side of the island and play golf. 
Their facility was built atop a natural spring—with unnatural capabilities. For years, it had been increasing the size of the local fauna. The boar were especially large, at least before they were hunted out to make room for the good ole U.S. of A. Belinda had been brought in to refine the water and turn it into a bonafide growth potion. But it hit a snag early on—it virtually ignored anything with a Y chromosome. 
That night as she sat at her computer desk inside her cabin, she heard a knock at the door. When she opened it, she was surprised to find both Isabella and Charlotte, the latter girl holding a metal briefcase. 
They pushed their way in and sat on her bed. Charlotte said, “Hear us out.” And then she flipped open the briefcase. Nestled inside were three vials of her formula—the latest build, Belinda assumed, since they still held a faint glow.
“What are you doing with those?” she asked, but she already had suspicions. It had crossed her mind to do the same thing.
Isabella said, “Jennings wants results but he’s too stupid to see what we can give him right now. Let’s show him what your formula can really do.”
“This doesn’t seem wise,” she said.
“We are going to play it off like an accident,” Charlotte said. “An accident with . . . positive results.”
“You’re insane. Both of you.”
Isabella lifted one of the vials from the briefcase and loaded it into the jet injector. “Maybe, but you know this will get the brass’s attention.”
Charlotte looked at her, pleadingly. “We’re all in or none of us at all.”
Belinda closed her eyes, unable to believe what she was about to do. She held out her wrist and said, “Do it. Just do it before I change my mind.” She heard a giggle, felt a warm hand grab her arm, and then the prick. After that, a spreading warmth. 
She did the same for the girls, and once they were rubbing their sore spots, Belinda said, “Get rid of these empty vials. And we’re going to start having a sleepover. I need to record every shred of data.”
“How long before Jennings will notice?” asked Isabella.
And just as she said it, they all heard a groan from the floor. Charlotte raised her foot—she was wearing ballet flats—and right now her toes were pushing against the material. She peeled the shoe off and revealed her sole. She was sweating and she ran a hand across. 
“My, my, I’m tingly. Is it supposed to be like that?”
The other two could feel the same thing, a slight tingling, an almost imperceptible tugging at their toes, as if something was gently pulling them longer. Before long, they were all without shoes, inspecting and rubbing their strange-feeling soles. 
Belinda shrugged. “I don’t know, girls. We’re in for an adventure, that’s for sure.”

      [image: image-placeholder]That night they slept in the dormitory main hall. There were lots of women on the same floor and the best part of all—no men and no military. Since Belinda and her team were government contractors, they didn’t have to abide by the same stringent rules that lorded over the men in uniform. It was easy to place a row of sleeping bags on the floor, in front of the projector television, and pretend they were all back in middle school. 
Each of them wore the standard island pajamas—silk and cloth hybrid tops and bottoms. They came in one style only, a small pelican on the shirt pocket. But at least the garments were easy to come by—they were standard issue and Belinda wagered there were thousands of them in crates in the storeroom. 
She wasn’t scheduled to see Jennings again for another five days—and she hoped by then there was enough data to show that ‘Project Marshall’ was viable. It shouldn’t have mattered if the super soldiers were women. A soldier wasn’t going to put up much of a fight against a foot so big it could flatten him.
That night, she had an odd dream of being a giantess, standing much bigger than all the ladies—and especially the men. It was a good dream, one she should’ve expected given how much she’d been dwelling on size. 
When she woke, she was lying in a puddle of sweat and she knew something had already changed in her body. She reached for her Gladstone bag, a set of medical supplies she’d taken from her cabin just in case they’d need them through the night. She checked her temperature and found it was normal, although that’s exactly what she expected. The pajamas she wore were soaked through. It wasn’t clear if this was because of the formula, or simply because she’d developed a fever overnight, that had since broken.
She gently woke Isabella and Charlotte, noting that both girls were equally sweaty. Isabella’s long, auburn hair was matted to her face and neck. Charlotte, a frizzy redhead was experiencing a similar dishevel with her pretty locks straight as arrows. Both girls had pit stains and large, wet spots on the chests and stomachs.
“Why are we wet?” asked Charlotte, sitting up. The moment she was upright, they all heard a rip in her pants and the question went unanswered. Each of them locked eyes and giggled, then helped one another stand.
Belinda knew from the start that something was different. Her clothes were tighter, as were the others, but they expected that. When she made her hands into fists, she felt powerful. It wouldn’t take much to rip the shirt’s sleeves. 
“C’mon, we can measure in the sickbay,” she said.
She led her friends down the hall, noting that her feet were sweating so much that they left footprints on the darkened concrete. Her feet were shapely, but so was Isabella’s. Charlotte, being the shortest of the group, had squared toes that slanted, what she’d always heard called the ‘Roman Foot.’ 
Belinda led the girls out front, holding her arms above her head and taking large, deliberate steps. The others laughed and Isabella said, “What are you doing, exactly?” 
Belinda said, “Isn’t it obvious? I’m a giant. I’m off to terrorize the villagers!” She continued on, exaggerated steps and huffing sounds the whole way. The girls just shook their heads and chuckled.
On the way to the sickbay, they saw several other girls who worked in various jobs at the facility. They stared as if they’d never seen a trio of sweaty, pajama-wearing ladies traipsing through their dormitory. Belinda smiled pleasantly, for they had a kinship with the women, and certainly with the civilians. 
The serum had worked, and worked well. Belinda first measured the shortest of the group, Charlotte, and then the tallest, Isabella. Both girls were around five and a half feet tall but had gained an additional five inches since the injection. Belinda, standing at a meager five foot and two inches, had gained an additional four.
“It’s so hot, girls,” said Charlotte, and she shut the door to the sickbay and turned the lock. The east wall faced the beach, normally a pristine view but she quickly shuttered the windows until no one could see in or out. After that, she pulled off her shirt and gave herself a deep stretch with her hands on her lower back. She wadded up the garment and sponged herself off.
The other two joined her, and then all three topless girls stood around, examining each other as if they’d never seen breasts before. Their skin was supple and shiny from the sweat, and now Belinda was starting to believe that it was a side effect of the serum and not a fever. However, it did give her an idea.
“Do you think if we used a viral delivery method, we would get taller faster?” Both girls shrugged, so Belinda continued. “It doesn’t really help soldiers if they have to wait weeks to get bigger.”
Isabella said, “Isn’t that dangerous? Doesn’t that mean it’ll replicate like a virus?”
“It does, but we’re on a closed campus and we use control groups. I’ve never mentioned it to Jennings.”
Charlotte said, “That’s smart. He’d probably go for it. And you don’t want spontaneous growth to ever, you know, be a thing.”
“Right,” said Belinda, but her mind was turning circles, realizing that what they needed to jumpstart their growth was a booster. “We can use smart release. That tech is viable. It can make the growth rapid.”
“But doesn’t that pose a risk to the other girls?” asked Isabella.
“It’s highly unlikely it’ll be transmissible. And even if it is, my serum isn’t complicated from a viral standpoint. It’ll most likely replicate itself out of existence.”
“Sounds risky,” said Charlotte. Isabella agreed.
“We do it all together or not at all, just like before,” said Belinda. “Do you trust me?”
Their standoffishness faded rather quickly and they nodded. Belinda’s mind was racing with possibilities. She would take the formula to new heights . . . literally. 
“Does anyone else have a tingling in the feet?” asked Isabella.
Charlotte said, “I do. It’s been there since the injection.”
“Yeah, that’s another side effect. Feels good though, right?” said Belinda. And then, an idea struck her. “We should measure them. I bet we’re nowhere near our normal shoe sizes now.”
“Oooh, I love it,” Isabella said, plopping down on one of the cots and wiggling her toes.
Belinda did the honors, using a tape measure to stretch across her friends’ sole. 
“A ten?” said Charlotte. “I’m normally an eight and a half!”
Isabella had gained an inch and Belinda almost two inches. This was something she didn’t anticipate, but then again, she didn’t think they’d be sweating so profusely, either. In the back of her mind she told herself that there were variables she needed to be aware of before retrofitting her data into a virus. But she was so needy for results, so needy for Jennings’ approval, that she completely overlooked it.
By the end of the first day, it was clear Belinda needed to jumpstart the serum. They’d each topped out at a mere six inches. And while this was substantial enough to make their clothes tight enough to rip, it wasn’t where Belinda wanted her research to land. It could do better—and it would do better.
The next day, they sat in her cabin, all three girls sized up by half a foot. Belinda held up the new vials, the ones that she’d worked tirelessly throughout the night to perfect. This formula had a slight greenish color, something she couldn’t account for, and something that should’ve been a warning sign from the beginning.
“Okay, so here’s our worst-case scenarios,” she said, loading one into a jet injector. “We grow rapidly and keep growing until we burst through the ceiling. We infect everyone around us and they too start to grow. Or our white blood cells can’t figure out what to do and our own bodies turn against us, resulting in death.”
Both Isabella and Charlotte stared at one another, especially since Belinda’s delivery had been so deadpan. But it was Charlotte who asked, “What about the best-case scenarios?”
“We grow steadily for a few days until we’re about twelve feet tall. No collateral damage whatsoever, besides our chairs and toilet seats.” The girls laughed at her crummy joke, but it did lighten the mood.
Isabella said, “Okay, let’s become giants.”
“Or fall over dead,” added Charlotte, rolling up her already tight sleeve and offering her arm.
Shots all around and nothing to show for it but a slight dizziness and throbbing arms. After a few minutes of monitoring vitals, Belinda pulled her stethoscope around her neck and said, “Okay, I think we’re out of the danger zone. Hooray for no death.” She pushed her glasses up and smiled, feeling suddenly awkward over such a morbid joke.
“How long until we know if it worked?” Isabella asked.
“Not long. This stuff replicates fast. Let me know if you experience anything weird, okay?”
And it would get quite weird within an hour . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Later that day, the girls used their ration cards to buy larger clothes from the clothing store, dressing in form-fitting fatigues. They were on the civilian side of the sprawling facility, so it was perfectly acceptable to walk around barefoot. Belinda had coffee, dinner, and dessert with her friends, first visiting the café, the restaurant, and finally the bakery. 
And in just an hour had infected thirty-two women with the still-mutating growth virus.
By bedtime, Belinda was feeling the effects, although she didn’t credit her sore throat and runny nose to the virus. She was too busy looking for visible changes, and thankfully those came rather quickly.
“We’re growing again!” she said inside the sickbay. Both Charlotte and Isabella looked awful—skin pale, dark circles under their eyes. They were each nursing a cup of hot tea. Isabella sneezed into the crook of her elbow and sniffed. Belinda, feeling the need to address this, said, “Our immune system is down. We really gave ourselves a shock. We’ll all feel better tomorrow.”
They nodded, then Charlotte stepped up to be measured. She was another six inches taller, putting her more than a foot higher than her normal size. After the measurement, she moved over to the first cot and lifted it from the end until it was standing on its side. From the bottom, Belinda could see the entire frame was made of metal. With an increase in size came an increase in muscle strength. That had to be worth something, right?
Isabella and Belinda were also bigger, four and five inches respectively. The growth seemed to be but one part of the serum, as the tingles in their feet still ran amuck, and the sweat on their bodies seemed to be ever-present. Belinda was certain others could detect her scent, so she was taking two showers a day until the sweating went away.
After the height measurement, they checked their feet again. Belinda’s looked the longest—almost comically big, as if their proportions were off. The women were walking around on sweaty boats, leaving a trail of footprints wherever the concrete was dark. She needed to monitor this, as well. How awful it would’ve been to stop growing at seven feet tall, only to have her feet continue to become canoes. 
By the next afternoon, cold symptoms swept through the girls in the facility. This was especially odd because seasonal allergies were almost nonexistent in such a tropical environment. But as the trio of lab rats ate lunch in the onsite restaurant, they couldn’t help but hear the sneezes and the sniffles.
Nor could they ignore the sweaty bodies.
The girl behind the counter kept slipping away to stand in the doorway of the kitchen. There, Belinda watched her silhouette as she blew her nose and descended into a sneezing fit. She pressed her body against the doorframe and looked up, as if in deep thought. When she returned, she had pit stains beneath her arms and her pretty blond hair was matted to her forehead. 
At least two others who were eating were experiencing the same thing. Belinda couldn’t pay attention to the conversation at her own table because she was too busy listening to the girls behind her.
“. . . and they fit just this morning.”
“Mine are the same! I don’t even have the laces tied . . .”
Just then Isabella snapped her fingers in Belinda’s face, coaxing the girl’s attention back to the table. “Earth to Belinda,” she said. “You alright?”
“I made a miscalculation,” she said suddenly, sliding her chair out. “I need to check my data.” And then, she was gone, racing down the hallway to the doors that would lead to the other side of the facility. She was still without shoes and her large feet were slapping the tile and leaving behind prints with every step.
Outside in the cool night air, she squinted her eyes and found a trio of girls playing volleyball down on the beach. Their silhouettes looked so long and gangly, and she was certain they were abnormally big. The virus was supposed to stay within the three girls who had a direct injection—it made no sense that it mutated so fast to become airborne. 
Jennings would know by morning . . .
She raced across the courtyard and into the lab building where she could access her equipment. At this hour, it was all but empty except for the custodian. Belinda stood in the hallway, next to the empty receptionist desk and watched as she came out of the bathroom, tugging a mop bucket. 
The girl was pretty, probably short until this morning . . . but now she couldn’t even fit her gray coveralls. She kept them unzipped, her large breasts poking through, barely contained within the snug bra. Her body beneath was shiny with sweat, and when she noticed Belinda standing there, watching her, she quickly zipped her coveralls, although the zipper stopped halfway up.
“I’m sorry, ma’am. It’s just . . . so hot. And I can’t fit these things today.” As she spoke, Belinda noticed she didn’t have on work shoes, but had her pant legs rolled up to reveal feet too large for the flip-flops she was wearing.
“It’s fine. But I have a question for you . . . have you had any other symptoms?”
The girl, realizing she was off the hook for now, smiled and nodded. Her face darkened, as if in embarrassment. She said, “My sex drive . . . um . . . it’s through the roof. I’m so horny, miss.”
Belinda laughed, realizing the girl was speaking the truth. “Hey, how would you like to make a quick ten bucks . . . for research?”
The girl raised an eyebrow, but nodded.
And fifteen minutes later, she sent her new friend Samantha back to work with an extra ten dollars and minus one vial of blood. Belinda cranked up the air conditioning and drew up her sample for the electron microscope. It didn’t take long to make the discovery—the virus had bonded and replicated. It was airborne, racing through the ventilation system, landing upon every surface, and infecting every girl in the facility. 
Her work was providing results, but now the game was changing. Now it was all about damage control.
Before she left, Charlotte entered the lab and without saying a word, placed something on the counter. Belinda said, “What’s this . . . oh fuck! Is that yours?”
Charlotte nodded.
It was a positive pregnancy test.
“Who? I don’t wanna know who. You’ve had your flings in the past. Wow. Charlotte, congrats, girl.”
“That’s not why I’m showing you this. I just wanted to add something to your research. I’ve been doing my own cultures today. And . . . it seems as if fetal tissue is immune. We might grow, the baby does not.”
“That’s . . . good to know. Thank you. I’ll look into that.”
“Yeah. Okay, back to main room. Hurry, love. Issy is probably worried about you, after that freak out back there.”
“Yeah, just finishing up something.”
She worked for another twenty minutes before she left. And when she was on her feet, a wave of dizziness swept across her so violently that she pulled her microscope off the counter and she fell onto the floor. Blood was pounding in her ears. As she sat up, she looked at her tight-fitting jeans and saw them rip at the ankles. Her feet, like long boats, steadily inched bigger. She couldn’t breathe, but that was because her shirt was so taut that the buttons were ready to snap. Belinda made it back to her feet, feeling the clothing rip across her body in at least four places. 
When she staggered to the triage corner of the lab, she checked her vitals to make sure she wasn’t on the verge of a heart attack or stroke. Her pulse was elevated, but that was to be expected with the fright she’d just experienced. She threw her back against the measuring chart and checked her height and found the culprit right away. 
She’d just experienced a growth spurt, and was now standing at seven feet and three inches tall. Belinda was now what she considered supernatural height. The serum was working a little too well. The final size she’d hoped for was twelve feet, but her data was so skewed now that this probably wasn’t the case. Uncontrollable growth was not the outcome she wanted.
Belinda left the lab, passing more elevated girls on her way back to the main hall of the dormitory where she’d be staying with her friends. They were probably worried about her after such an outburst. By now, they knew what was happening, as she passed by others who’d collapsed from the growth spurt.
The girls down on the beach had stopped their game and were now crowding around another lady who’d fallen in the sand. She was laughing and shoving off her concerned friends but even this far away, Belinda could see the rips in her shorts and the way the sand was sticking to her oversized feet. They helped her stand, and then backed away in shock as she now stood two feet taller. 
Back in the restaurant, she found the counter empty but could see a trail of napkins fluttering to the ground just next to it. Belinda pieced together what was happening and raced around to the edge where she saw the hostess struggling to get up after falling and dragging everything off the counter with her.
“What the hell just happened?” the girl asked, accepting the help. Her work shirt was ripped right down the middle and her breasts spilled out because she wasn’t wearing a bra. A band of red wrapped her waist where the tight belt was digging into her flesh. And just like the others, she’d already abandoned her shoes. Her large feet slapped the tile once she was back on them. She was at least half a foot taller than Belinda. 
“You’re okay now.”
“Am I . . . taller than you? I’m not usually taller than you, right? You’re the one who orders chicken parm and I always—”
“You’re taller than me. Every girl in this place is going to start growing. It’ll be okay.” Belinda knew she couldn’t promise that, but she had to give them hope that this wasn’t something that would make them sick.
In the main hall she found her friends after they’d already settled down for the night, lying outside of the confining sleeping bags. 
“Are you okay?” asked Isabella. “Was it that important to go to your research?”
“Yeah, sorry about that.” Belinda wasn’t sure if Charlotte told Isabella the news, so she kept quiet.Charlotte said, “When I got back, Issy was super dizzy and I helped ease her back into a chair.”
“She was really nice about it, and now look at her,” Isabella said.
Charlotte threw off the blanket and stood, her pajama pants riding up her legs. Her pajama top was open—unbuttoned so she must have anticipated it wouldn’t fit, rather than the buttons firing off under pressure. She stood at least a foot taller than Belinda, making her over eight feet tall.
Belinda explained her findings but neither girl seemed worried. In fact, they were a little relieved to understand what was happening to their bodies, and why most every girl suddenly had a wave of dizziness followed by a growth spurt. Belinda couldn’t share their relaxation, for this hung squarely on her shoulders. If someone became sick or got hurt, it would be her issue. 
She went back to her cabin, intent on phoning her girlfriend back in California to tell her that she may miss rotation out. Given the way the girls were all sick, it wasn’t the craziest idea that they might be placed under quarantine. She didn’t want to think about that. She missed Molly so much. 
In the hallway, she could hear her desk phone ringing. Quickly, she ran to her door, slid her card, then ducked through the doorframe. She picked up the receiver, glancing at her clock—it was well past midnight, so who would be calling at such an ungodly hour?
“About time you picked up,” said Jennings. “I’ve been trying to reach you.” He sounded extra gruff tonight, but it was difficult to tell. The man was always in a mood about something.
“Yes, Major. How can I help you?” She tried to keep her voice steady.
He went quiet for a moment, as if she should’ve known the answer. Finally, with a bit of levity in his voice, he said, “For starters, you can tell me why the girl who was sucking my dick grew two feet taller right when I was about to get off.”
“Um . . .”
“Be in the lab in twenty minutes. We need to have a talk.”

      [image: image-placeholder]None of her clothes fit but she didn’t care. She was still that mousey girl as before, but this mousey girl was pushing eight feet tall. After dragging a comb through her sweaty hair, she found a silk blouse and skirt—both were tight around the chest and waist but at least they would cover her in the general’s presence. Belinda could no longer wear her glasses, as her face had gotten so wide that the frames wouldn’t bend around it.
On her way back to the lab, she found every other girl stretched to larger proportions. This would’ve been strange on its own, but the fact that none of them seemed upset or worried was its own phenomena. In fact, they seemed to embrace their new change, for it was a release to be large and in charge. The military side of the facility had lorded over them for so long that they were finally seeing themselves as equal, in a world where size and strength were revered. 
Girls were seated in the courtyard, comparing feet. She recognized one as the general housekeeper and the other as the barista who worked mornings. Both were smaller than Belinda but now clearly towered over her—evident even while they sat. Their feet were so large as they slapped them together. They played ‘bicycle’ by pumping their legs, sole to sole, and it was hypnotic to see such long limbs moving in concert.
There was evidence of other large women, although she didn’t see them all. Belinda, at around eight feet tall, was one of the slowest to grow, despite being one of three patient zeros. She stepped on the concrete at the door leading to the lab and found a sweaty print going inside. Her own foot fit inside as if she were a child, and two of her toes could squeeze within just one of the prints. 
They turned to more dirt than sweat the further inside the building they went. And when she entered the lab, there sat a very relaxed-looking Jennings, dressed down in a way she’d never seen. He stood and blew cigarette smoke from the corner of her mouth, then approached. 
Had he always been so short? She knew she was bigger, but now the man barely even came up to her breasts. It was difficult to read his expression, but so far he seemed content—he loved what he was seeing, and he reached out and stroked her arm, as if to see if she were real. Belinda tensed under his touch, but when his fingers drifted over toward her breast, she took great offense and lashed out. It was purely instinct, but the palm of her hand landed on his shoulder and shoved. Jennings went flying over the table, the cigarette dropping to the floor. She twisted it out with her foot, then went around the table to check on him.
He recovered quickly, smoothing out his pajamas as if he were embarrassed. She fully expected him to pull out a gun, or perhaps remove her from the premises, but he just laughed and took a seat on the edge of the table, fearful to venture closer. It had probably been many years since someone had stood up to him.
“So you went through with your side experiment, after all,” he said, as if just remembering that tidbit.
“We had an accident,” she said, but she was so frazzled that she wasn’t sure if the stoic look stayed on her face or not.
At this, he chuckled and pulled out another cigarette. “Fine, an accident. But a favorable one, nonetheless. Your only concern now is making it work on men. I want to know what that feels like” He pointed a swirling finger at her body as he fished around for a lighter.
“We’ll do our best. But we hardly understand the ramifications, even for women. It could prove to be deadly for men.” This was true—she didn’t know how the physiology would affect their bodies.
He stood and approached, but this time he didn’t make an attempt to touch her. He merely wanted to stare. His eyes drifted down to her feet, now almost double the size of his own. Jennings lit his cigarette and puffed the smoke to the side. “I want a daily report from now on.” He stepped around her, then headed out the door. From the hall, he added, “With videos!”

      [image: image-placeholder]There was very little growth during the night, but by the following afternoon, the girls had swelled at least another foot tall. Belinda had finally outpaced her friends, standing at just over nine feet tall. Isabella and Charlotte could reach her shoulders. When they stood back-to-back, they could feel each other’s sweat through their tight clothes. 
“Are we ever going to be dry?” asked Isabella.
Belinda shrugged. “As long as we aren’t fevered, I’m not too worried about it.”
They spent a lot of time in the restaurant, as the girl who ran the place was giving deep discounts because of this radical change that had brought them all together. Most of the tables and chairs had been stacked in the corner, for they learned rather quickly that weight gain wasn’t what they expected—a girl seemed to put on roughly three times the weight per every ten percent height increase. 
Belinda may have been the tallest in her group, but she wasn’t the tallest on the island. A lady named Beatrice had been one of the last to grow, and she’d suffered four separate dizzy spells that resulted in a growth spurt each time. She currently stood at eleven feet and nine inches, and she didn’t seem to be getting any larger.  This was hopeful, as the serum-virus hybrid was behaving as she’d originally intended.
Lucky for them, they had access to an older lady who ran the clothing store onsite. She had extra-large sizes and was able to put her seamstress skills to use by making hand-crafted clothes for all the girls. She used Beatrice as a guide and made one size for them all. The shirt and pants were bulky on Belinda, something that she enjoyed because it made her feel normal. It was nice to have clothes that fit, even if they were all still going around barefoot. 
Because of the sweating, she spent a lot of time taking showers. Water was a commodity on the island, so they didn’t waste it all by putting in bathtubs. Still, they had a campus swimming pool and that was just as nice. She loved being able to strip down and then submerge in the water and feel clean for a time. But one such trip to the pool nearly cost her life, as she suffered a horrible dizzy spell. 
Quickly, she pulled herself out. She heard raised voices as she collapsed on the edge. Someone threw a blanket over her and rolled her onto her back, then checked to make sure she didn’t swallow any water. 
“Oh my God,” said a voice she recognized as Isabella. “Look at her!”
Isabella was on her knees with Belinda’s foot cradled on her thigh, and it was clear that it was growing between the girl’s fingers. It felt so nice to grow, and as she moved a hand across her bush, she felt a tingle between the legs that she couldn’t explain. Belinda rolled to her side and shoved her fingers inside, not caring at all who may have been standing around and watching. As her body grew, she could feel her shoulder burning against the rubbing concrete. All that mattered was getting off, and it didn’t take her long. She’d stopped growing well before she felt her juices explode between her fingers.
She sat up, looking at the stone-cold faces of her friends and a few other girls, and felt her cheeks going red. 
“I’m . . . sorry,” she said. “I don’t know what came over me.”
“It’s okay,” said Natalie, the girl from the coffeeshop. “I did the same thing when I topped ten feet.”
Belinda stood on shaky legs, and now she was towering over most everyone. Charlotte and Isabella were both beneath her breasts now. She stormed away, her giant feet slapping the warm concrete. Not caring one bit about her nakedness, she entered the dorm and headed to the sickbay. A pair of girls were already inside, both having experienced dizzy spells. They were so long that their legs were hanging over the stirrups. 
She put her back to the wall and measured, shocked to see that she was now eleven feet tall and two inches. That was a mighty growth spurt and she figured she was close to being finished. She took a breath and steadied herself, and waited a few minutes before leaving.
The girls had a fascination with their hands and feet, and they often compared and measured those, as well. A girl who worked in the athletic center named Debby had the largest feet of the group, clocking in at twenty-two and a half inches. She was also one of the tallest girls, standing one inch shy of twelve feet.
It became commonplace to see the girls taking care of themselves—even the ones without growth spurts still felt tingly between the legs. Belinda lost count of how many times she wandered by an open dorm room and saw girls with their hands between their legs—or saw girls stacked on top of each other. Bedframes weren’t lasting long on the island.
At the end of the day, she wrapped herself in a towel and recorded a video for Jennings. Charlotte and Isabella were slowly catching up, as it seemed not everyone suffered the dizzy spells and spurts. Still, all infected girls slowly marched higher and higher. 
“Are you ready to inject me yet?” asked Jennings on the phone that night.
“Sure, but it’s at your own risk,” she said, unsure of why she felt so bold.
He grew silent for a moment and said, “Have you checked to make sure how contagious this will be in the real world?” 
“Tomorrow. Most of the girls are hitting their final heights. That’s when we need to see how much of the virus is still in the bloodstream.”
“I want a dose, capable of growing men on my desk by Wednesday morning.”
“Three days? That’s unreasonable an—”
“Wednesday morning.” 
And then the line was dead.

      [image: image-placeholder]Just as she suspected, no one grew above twelve feet tall, despite how big they were when they started. Carrie, a general on the military side of the complex was originally a six-foot-three behemoth. She stopped growing at ten feet and six inches. Alternatively, Megan, the girl who checked out sporting goods equipment in the rec center was only five-foot-one inches tall and now she stood at eleven feet and five inches. It was a strange phenomenon. 
Belinda took blood samples from twenty volunteers and came to the conclusion that the virus was mutating itself out of existence. That was a good thing, for they would be able to control it with ease. 
She was still no closer to making her serum work on men. Throughout the next two days, she ran her formula through all the frozen blood samples she had onsite, but the results were terrible. There were only two outcomes—either it didn’t work or it broke down the patient’s DNA so badly that they would die. Jennings wasn’t going to take no for an answer and she assumed come Wednesday afternoon, she’d be looking for a new job.
On Tuesday night, after vigorous measuring, the first girls started to shrink back down. It was a slow process, but this was also good news. It meant that the virus wasn’t spiraling out of control, that there was certainly a ceiling height. Aside from what Jennings demanded, she considered her formula a complete success. She had created super soldiers. They just weren’t packaged the way the military wanted.
She was about to join Isabella and Charlotte in the main hall—both girls had lost around an inch in height—when she noticed a new email on her desktop computer. Everyone on the island spoke through text messaging, so that little blinking envelope gathered her attention right away. When she opened it, she didn’t recognize the address, but the message filled her with pure horror.
It read:
If you ever want to get off that island and see Molly, you need to listen to my words. Major Jennings is going to take over your project. He is determined to make it work on men, but the serum isn’t built that way. I’ve been watching your progress and have had my own people dabbling in your work. Before you get upset, just know that I fund around 90% of your research. 
Now, two important pieces of information. First, I need you and the other two from your project to come to the east landing pad at midnight tonight. You will be getting off the island. It is imperative that you do this. Jennings will want to get rid of you. And that island is the perfect place to make it happen. Be at the landing pad. Don’t be late. 
And for the final piece of information. I’m attaching a tweak to your formula. We found something rather interesting in the data. Add this to your latest build, spin up a dose, and leave it on Jennings’ desk with the attached note. This is how you survive, Belinda. This is how you see Molly. See you tonight.
AM

      [image: image-placeholder]Before she told her friends the plan, she went over the attached schematic and didn’t understand the changes. There was no way to test it out beforehand, but she trusted the science just as she trusted this mystery person. She was truly scared for her life now, which was a funny notion considering she could crush someone’s head like a watermelon.
It was difficult to navigate her lab equipment at such a size. She moved around it while on her knees, dirty soles facing the ceiling. The changes to her formula were small, almost unnoticed. But after it was complete and she had a vial of it in her hand, she was amazed by its florescent blue color. Something dramatic had changed and she didn’t know what it could be. At this hour, Jennings wasn’t in his office. So, she placed the vial and the note, as instructed, upon his desk.
Half an hour before midnight, she approached her friends and told them about the strange email. Both Isabella and Charlotte were surprisingly accepting of the plan. They’d come to the same conclusion as Belinda—Jennings wasn’t going to get his way, and they were probably all going to be out of a job—or worse.
“But this mystery person seemed to think we were in danger,” said Charlotte.
Belinda said, “Yeah. So we need to be heading to the landing pad. I don’t want to take any chances.”
“Then let’s go,” Isabella said. “I don’t want to be buried in a ditch on some island that my mom has never heard about!”
Belinda nodded, and led them out of the building. They didn’t have much in the way of personal items. Their entire lives were on their backs. And luckily she had cloud access to her encrypted files. 
At this hour, they didn’t see many people about, but that was normal. The waves of the ocean crashed at their left, and somewhere far off in the forest they could hear a grunting, perhaps one of the boars left alive. The landing pad wasn’t far from the facility, but far enough that no one heard the idling rotors of the giant helicopter sitting and waiting. She should’ve known they wouldn’t send an ordinary bird—an ordinary bird wouldn’t hold their weight.
The rear bay door was open, so they walked up the ramp and were greeted by a pair of men in fatigues, as well as a normal-sized woman that Belinda recognized but couldn’t place. She pulled off her sunglasses—yes, sunglasses at night—and smiled warmly. She was quite short, certainly to a trio of giantesses.
“Good of you to come,” she said. “Please, take a seat. We’re leaving immediately.” 
The girls couldn’t strap in, so they each sat in the floor of the expansive cargo bay. The ramp slowly clicked back into place and then the rotors started up. Within five minutes they were in the air, putting the island behind them—hopefully forever. Belinda had mixed feelings about it. She loved her job, but her job was never going to last with someone like Jennings breathing down her back.
Or up her back, she thought with a grin.
The mystery woman turned to her and said, “You did as I asked?”
Belinda nodded.
“Good. I’m going to return you all to your normal lives now. You’ve done your country a great service, but your work may just be starting. You’ll be needing to work on a cure, I’m sure.”
“A cure, ma’am?” said Belinda. “But it’s replicating itself out of existence.”
She smiled. “Let’s hope that’s the case.”
Isabella said, “You look so familiar.”
“I get that a lot.”
“What’s your name?” asked Charlotte.
Again, that pleasant smile. “Call me Agatha.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning, Jennings locked himself in his office after seeing the vial sitting atop a scrap of paper. It read:
We did it. Expect a height of around fifteen feet. And your dick. It’ll make your dick three times the proportion of your body. I hope this is to your liking.
He couldn’t contain his excitement as he took off his shirt, made a fist, and injected himself in the arm. The rush of adrenaline made his heart beat faster. He gripped the edges of his desk, feeling his hard-on firing up. Staring up at the ceiling, he wondered if it was high enough to support a super soldier like he’d soon become. 
But then the ceiling began to get higher . . .
“What? What the fuck!” he said, gripping his desk chair and falling back against it. 
His shoes clattered to the floor, his legs pulled into the pants, the room became larger and larger until Major Walter Jennings was nothing more than a bug-sized speck on the seat. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Three weeks later . . .
Belinda had been normal-sized for nine days. After landing at Fort Brunswick in San Diego, California, Agatha allowed them to stay close until the formula ran its course. She didn’t talk to them much, but did give them information about what was happening on the island. Jennings was missing but they suspected foul play. All of the girls were reverting back to normal and going on about their daily lives. After her last report, she said she wouldn’t see them again, and that she had a prior engagement in Colorado. 
Of all the things she would take with her from the island, it was the confidence to be a real woman—what she considered the height of feminism. She was more secure in her nakedness, in her ability to lose the razor, and certainly to go barefoot.
She had a few conversations with her friends, mainly to check on Charlotte and the progress with her pregnancy. Everything seemed to be going just fine, and she had Isabella with her. Until Belinda could (and wanted to ) reunite with them, Isabella would continue research on pregnancy transmission.
When Belinda surprised Molly one morning at work, it made all things right in the world. She was glad to be off the island, glad to be back in society, and glad to be back with her girlfriend. Molly took two days off from her job as a crossing guard and they spent most of it in bed. 
“Are you going to tell me what sort of super science you were doing on the island?” she asked the morning she was scheduled to return to work. The days had flown by far too fast.
“You know that old saying: If I did, I’d have to kill ya.”
“So dramatic,” she said, and kissed her before getting up and going to shower. Belinda fell back asleep, as she always did.
A short time later, Molly, fresh from the shower and smelling like wildberries, shook her awake to say she was leaving for work. Belinda, half asleep, pulled her close and kissed her on the lips.
Molly made it to the door where she bent over and started hacking and coughing. She followed this up by a series of sneezes. When she recovered, she put her back against the door and smiled. “Stupid allergies. I’ll see you this afternoon





OEBPS/images/4f7d20fa-c409-435a-8890-827d6dab3c51.jpeg






