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  The Farm


Clara Thompson gave one last look out the window before turning into bed. She’d spent half the day harvesting and the other half doing paperwork. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust anyone else to do the work, it was only that she preferred to be in control. Clara had trouble letting go, and trouble letting someone else take over. But as she donned her thermal goggles and looked across the south field for pickers (there weren’t many these days), she realized things were starting to look up. 
Everyone advised her against building the farm in Appalachia where the cannabis laws were so wishy-washy. But things had taken a turn in her favor, and now Cannabis Invictus was thriving. She had a new product, her very own blend that her father taught her years ago, and it was selling faster than she could grow it. 
As she settled into bed she sent her list of goodnight texts—mainly her parents in Tennessee and her girlfriend Sidney—only a half mile past the farm. And as she drifted off to sleep in a bed in a house in the middle of a thirty-acre weed farm, she had no idea that in just a few short hours, her life would change forever.
It started with a boom.
Clara had been so tired that she didn’t even fully wake—she only opened her eyes and tried to register the odd sound. Once, about a year ago, a transformer exploded just outside the farmhouse, and that’s what her sleepy mind told her that night. But as she drifted back to sleep, a strange aroma filled her nose. It was fire, but blended with the scorch was her special blend, and now she was fully awake, hammering down the hallway so she could look out the window facing the south field. 
It was still nighttime, but that hardly mattered because no more than a hundred feet away, her field was on fire, lighting up the world. Her precious crop was going up in flames, and she hardly considered the implications as she turned, rounded the steps, and darted into the living room. She grabbed her gun from her floor safe and put it on her hip, then pulled up the irrigation system on her phone. Sidney had suggested automation six months ago, a move that Clara made fun of but was now thankful for. With just a few taps, the spouts rose from the soil and began pumping out water. She could hear the fire hissing in protest as she left the house and headed for the field.
Clara gripped her 9mm, unsure of what she would face in the field. There were rival families for sure, but it was unlikely they would get this deep into her property without setting off the numerous alarms. As Clara ran through the crop, she made a startling discovery—it wasn’t a rival family, it wasn’t a picker who got carried away, and it wasn’t some act of nature. 
It was some sort of . . . vehicle? There were flashing lights that reminded her of headlamps, but they were spinning slowly, winding down as if the whole circular craft was a top coming to an end. A low, metallic groan sounded deep within, but that too was growing faint. There were no highways near here, and this wasn’t any type of aerial vehicle she’d ever seen. So what was it? And how did it end up in her field?
The fire was starting to burn out as Clara sidestepped the craft and looked behind it. There was a long trail of dirt—this thing had fallen out of the sky and skidded a hundred feet before coming to a stop. Had it gone another hundred feet, it would have wiped out her house. 
She was fairly confident the irrigation system was going to extinguish the fire, so now she was left wondering if she should call 911. It didn’t sit well with her to have men in uniforms this close to her house, but someone needed to remove whatever this thing was, from her field. A horrid thought ran through her mind, that if this thing were a military vehicle, she’d have Uncle Sam trapsing all over her property.
Just then, a line of light appeared along the side of the craft, widening as a door lowered and became a ramp. A figure appeared, silhouetted against the glow, and then staggered down until it was standing in the crop, no more than ten feet from Clara. It took a few more drunken steps forward, and when the blaze of a nearby fire caught its face, she could see it was clearly a woman, but unlike any woman she’d ever known.
This lady was beautiful, wearing a tight black catsuit with thick boots and gloves. Her eyes were larger than any human girl’s, as well as her ears. She held out her hands to Clara, fingers long and spindly, and tried to say something. But the words died in her throat, and the girl pitched forward, falling down in the dirt.
“Hey!” said Clara, rushing over. She rolled the girl over. “Are you okay?” 
She was unconscious, but as soon as Clara posed the question, a loud, droning beep began to sound from the girl’s wrist. Clara held it up and saw some sort of wrist watch with weird markings. The beep continued, growing louder, more obnoxious.
Clara pulled the girl up by the waist, amazed by how light she felt. She had to get her out of the wreckage and away from the fire, but didn’t want to take her to the house. So, she turned and headed past the craft, dragging the girl’s feet in the dirt. The warehouse at the edge of the south field would have to do.
But halfway there, the beeping of the watch grew so intense that Clara couldn’t even concentrate. “Fuck, turn it off.”
She placed the girl on the ground and looked for a button but could find nothing. She pressed the screen once, twice, then on the third time it cracked down the center and the beep turned low and guttural before finally disappearing.
“Thank God . . . whoa,” said Clara as a sudden wave of dizziness hit her. She felt a jolt when she let go of the watch, but thought nothing of it. Instead, she lifted the girl again and started to drag her to the warehouse.
The ‘warehouse’ didn’t serve a purpose at Cannabis Invictus. The original owners had livestock, but currently it was an empty shell that housed uncut crop during the busy season. There was, however a sofa bed in the corner. Clara pulled the girl over to it, then positioned her as best she could.
Now, she didn’t know what to do.
She pulled out her phone—it was two in the morning—and dialed Sidney.
“Clara?’ she said, her voice rough and sleepy. “What’s wrong?”
“I need you to come over. Something’s happened. I can’t . . . really explain it.”
“Are you okay?” she asked, voice now more resolute. 
Clara looked out through the doors to the wreckage. The fires were smoldering. 
“I’m fine. You’re just not going to believe me if you don’t see it for yourself.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Sidney didn’t even put on shoes when she ran out of the house and got into her car. And as she wrapped around the mountain and scanned her keycard at the Cannabis Invictus gate, she was glad that she didn’t waste any time. Black smoke belched into the air, a dark cloud hovering over the south field. She hit the gas and raced up the mountain, stopping at the second checkpoint to scan her card so the gate would open. 
She pulled up to the main house and was relieved to see that the fire was mostly out, and that only a small portion of product had been consumed. But the real concern was the strange circular craft in the middle of the charred plants. Had she been there five minutes before, she would’ve seen the rotation stop, and the lights blink out forever. Now, she was left wondering what it could be, but this wouldn’t be the strangest thing to happen.
Her eyes caught sight of light from the corner, and when she turned there stood Clara by Warehouse B, a frantic look on her face. Sidney’s first thought was that something had happened, that somehow her girlfriend had been injured when this strange thing hit the field. She walked through the sprinklers, then wrapped her arms around the woman. Clara was trembling.
Even under distress, Sidney took a momentary appraisal of how attractive her girlfriend looked tonight, still in pajamas, but every bit a runway model. Clara had been a firefighter in the years leading up to the acquisition of Cannabis Invictus, and the tone and definition needed to handle the rigorous job had remained. Her stomach was chiseled, currently flexing beneath her sleep shirt. Arms, corded with thick, yet feminine muscles returned the hug Sidney so desperately needed.
“Are you okay? What the hell is that thing, Clara?” Sidney hooked her thumb back to the dead craft.
“It’s a spaceship,” she said, as if it should’ve been obvious. “But that’s not the weirdest part. Come inside.”
She pushed back the warehouse door, revealing several bundles of cannabis stems and roots—weed waste as they called it, but sometimes beneficial to keep. Past all of this, and on the sofa at the rear of the building slept a woman. But upon closer inspection, Sidney realized it wasn’t a woman at all—but some kind of creature with very feminine qualities. Her eyes, although closed, made up a larger portion of her face than normal. She had long, dark hair, so silky it looked like liquid.
“Is that . . .”
“An alien?” Clara finished. “Seems to be. She came stumbling out of that craft.” Clara rocked on her feet for a moment, then braced herself against the wall.
“Are you okay?”
“Yeah. It’s just . . . a lot to process.” She brought a hand up to her cheek and shook her head.
“What should we do? Call 911? She has to be hurt.”
Clara shook her head. “I don’t think she’s hurt. She just seems . . . exhausted.”
“Have you checked her body for any wounds?” Currently the girl was wearing some sort of close-fitting catsuit. Sidney put a hand on her arm, and the fabric was unlike anything she’d ever touched before—like a combination of lace and leather. She rolled the girl to her side so she could see her back. There was breath, but it was shallow.
As she leaned in to listen to her chest, Sidney heard an odd sound—like something stretching. At first she thought it was the girl’s stomach rumbling, but realized it was coming from further down on the sofa. She looked at her boots—they were smooth and plain, but the toes beneath looked like worms trying to escape a burlap sack. They twisted and writhed, pushing through the end of the boot until they looked taut. And then, the same thing was happening to her hands—white, pale skin started to sprout at the sleeves as her arms started to come out of the tight material.
“What’s happening to her?” Sidney asked, and then stood. She took a step back and it became obvious—the woman’s head was now reaching over the armrest on the sofa, while her feet were doing the same on the opposite end.
She was growing.
The woman stirred for only a moment, her eyes fluttering open long enough to reveal that they were giant, opaque balls, then quickly closed again. Her feet—as gorgeous as an Earth-girl’s pedicure—popped out of the ends of the boots, then continued to widen until there was nothing left. The material along her legs began to ride up, splitting along the sides until finally her pale, creamy skin bled through.
“Shit, help me move her!” said Clara, circling to the top half the girl, just as the sofa broke down beneath her weight. The midsection of her suit was beginning to strain.
Sidney was about to question what she meant, but she’d been around Clara long enough to follow her thought processes—the alien girl was growing sideways, and her head and feet (should they continue to get bigger) would go right through the walls. If they turned her so that she matched the rectangular floorplan of the warehouse, she’d have more room.
They both lifted her just as she’d reached nearly double-size. The girl was immensely heavy, but not nearly as heavy as she would’ve been in another minute. Sidney picked up her legs and hoisted, mostly dragging her as much as lifting. After she shredded her outfit completely, revealing large, almond-colored breasts and a neat, shaved pussy, they each took a growing ankle and pulled, bringing her to rest in the center of the warehouse space. 
Their warehouse was of the clamshell design, large enough to be used as an airplane hangar, but they were yet to see if it would be large enough to handle a giantess. Sidney didn’t think things could get any crazier, but that changed when Clara dropped to her knees and held her stomach.
“Clara?” Sidney asked, rushing to her friend. The alien girl continued to grow, surpassing twelve feet, then fifteen, then twenty-five.
“What . . . the . . . hell?” she asked through gritted teeth.
And it wasn’t as obvious as how it began with the alien girl, but that was because there was no noisy clothing to alert them. Clara’s toes dug into the floor and began moving out, stretching, getting longer and thicker. The sleep pants she’d been wearing became snug around her thighs. The shirt grew tight against her back and her nipples, now strangely hard, poked through the front until bursting right out. 
Clara instinctively covered them and Sidney took a step back, surprised by the slingshot noise of the shirt flying away. Her back hit warm flesh, and realized that the alien girl had grown so large that her thigh was almost as high as Sidney’s whole body. But she didn’t really notice, nor did she care. Her eyes were fixed on her beautiful, growing girlfriend.
When Clara’s shirt ripped away, it revealed her intricate tribal tattoos. She was covered in them, mostly of the Celtic design. The girl probably spent several thousand dollars on them, as her torso had more ink than bare flesh. Her arms were sleeved in winding knots and sharp edges, as well as the space above her breast. A little flair even circled above her ribcage, ending around her side and lower back. But now, it was all getting bigger, the ink seemingly stretching right along with her skin.
“Shit, what do I do? What do I do?” asked Sidney, backing away. The available space wasn’t consumed just yet, but she was still growing claustrophobic. It looked as if the sleeping woman was already finished growing, her head nearly at the wall, her feet extending two-thirds of the way on the other end. 
“I don’t know . . . move!” said the big lady, and she swept a hand—one that was three-times the normal size—across Sidney so that the smaller girl was out of the way. And then, Clara lay next to the sleeping giantess, aiming her body so that she could grow without wrecking the clamshell.
It only took a few moments, but Sidney was able to compare the relative similarity in their feet, and knew they’d grown to nearly the same size. And, since there was another twenty-five feet or so to the far end, Sidney put their size to be around fifty feet tall. The left and right sides of the clamshell tapered off, but as long as Clara kept most of her body toward the center, she could sit up. 
“Are you . . . okay?” asked Sidney. The world had once again grown quiet. 
“No I’m not okay!” she said. “Look at me!”
“I think you look amazing.” Sidney knew it was the wrong thing to say.
But surprisingly, Clara ran fingers through her hair and smiled. Sidney did her best to keep from looking at her womanhood, or the heaving of her giant breasts. It was easy to get distracted by her ink.
Sidney said, “Should I call your dad? He could be up here in an h—”
“No! Don’t call anyone. We can’t have this getting out. Could you imagine if someone found her?” 
“The government would shut us down. And not because we did anything illegal. They’d commandeer this whole place and your Vixen Blend would be over.” Sidney knew Clara didn’t want to think about that. This place was her life now.
“You’re right. So we have to keep a lid on it until we figure out what to do.” Clara yawned.
“I’m sorry, babe. I hate that this has happened to you.”
“Maybe it’s not permanent. Maybe it’ll wear off by morning.”
“Maybe,” said Sidney. “Are you going to sleep in here?”
“Well I can’t rightly fit in the house, now can I?”
Both girls giggled. Clara wasn’t stuck in the warehouse—the ends completely folded back. She could crab crawl out through either side.
Clara lay back, her large breasts heaving. “This is crazy.”
“Yeah, it is,” said Sidney in a soft voice. “Do you . . . need anything?”
Clara shook her head. “No. Just . . . stay the night with me?”
“Yeah. I can do that, babe.” 
Sidney circled around. She had her cellphone and car keys. She checked the south field again—the craft sat among the darkness, and the fires were out. Clara’s face was enormous, and it was slightly disconcerting to see it so close. But Sidney gave her a peck on the cheek, and the sound of her girlfriend’s moving muscles sounded beneath her skin as she made a smile. The normal-sized woman had only a couple of feet between the women’s hair and the broken-down sofa. 
She sat up for a long time, watching the women sleep, and then succumbed herself, wondering what the next day would bring in this sudden world filled with giantesses. 

      [image: image-placeholder]When Clara woke the next morning, she had hoped it was a dream. And if she hadn’t opened her eyes to a world drastically reduced, she might have believed it. After all, she was the only giant inside the warehouse. She rolled over, and found the alien girl gone. She craned her head back and found Sidney fast asleep on the broken-down sofa. The girl was always a heavy sleeper.
Clara prodded her with a finger. “Hey!”
Sidney woke with a start, immediately sitting up and looking over to the spot where the giant alien had slept. Before she could say anything to Clara, the giant farm boss awkwardly crawled out of the clamshell and then stood, feeling incredibly vulnerable. She towered over her house, as well as the secondary warehouse toward the north edge of the farm. 
Just below, Sidney ran out and stood between her legs, the tiny girl coming up barely past Clara’s foot. She pointed ahead, directing the giantess’s attention to the missing craft. From this high up, it was easy to see the long track marks where it had skidded. There was a burnt ring now, but luckily it was just a drop on the bucket where profits were concerned. 
“Shit, she’s flown away!” said Clara. “She must have shrunk back down during the night and now she’s gone.”
“I don’t think so,” said Sidney, and then she pointed near the house. Clara saw exactly what she’d seen—a large footprint, and then another—heading into the trees down near the pond. The trees were the only things as high as Clara’s head, and as she started toward them, she wasn’t prepared for the colossal sound of her own feet slamming the dirt.

      [image: image-placeholder]Freeya didn’t like the air on this planet, but there wasn’t much she could do about it. The composition was nearly the same, but it left a funny taste in her mouth. If only she could get bigger, as nature intended, she could feel normal again. But that wasn’t going to happen. Her size regulator had been damaged somehow in the crash, and she was lucky to even be alive.
When she first woke in the warehouse, she was famished. And, being a vegetarian by nature, she immediately grabbed a fistful of the strange clippings that were in little piles all around her. She stuffed them in her mouth and swallowed—they were bitter, but at least they deadened the pit of her stomach.
Currently she was crouched in a copse of trees, not even a hundred feet north of the crash site. Between her legs was her X2 Explorer, completely wrecked, but not at all useless. She needed to retrieve her automaton, but that was proving difficult at her size. If only she could run diagnostics on her ship, she could perhaps create a suppression field for her size, and maybe get home.
But she’d only been trying to squeeze her fingers inside the device for a few minutes before footsteps unsettled the birds. She looked up, and there was the woman from last night—the lady with the firearm who’d seen Freeya stumble out and fall unconscious. And since she was fifty feet tall to match the alien, it was obvious she’d been exposed to the nanite core in the band.
“Who are you?” she asked. 
On Freeya’s planet, a small industrial home in the Stenis IV galaxy, every creature was implanted at birth with a language modulator. Freeya’s race of Kreons were famous explorers of the galaxy, and the intent was that everyone would leave the planet and search the stars. So when this strange, oddly beautiful Earth girl with all the markings spoke, it was easily translated, just as it would translate Freeya’s voice.
“My name is Freeya. I am not an enemy.”
“You destroyed part of my crops. And you made me huge!” said the Earth girl.
“I’m sorry. It wasn’t my intention.” She stood up and felt a sense of vertigo. When she staggered back, her foot came down on several trees, sending them falling over with a sound that was like thunder. “Oops.”
The Earth girl rolled her eyes, and just then Freeya spotted a tiny woman standing between her legs, looking up at the giantess. 
“Can you fix this?” 
Freeya nodded. “I can. I just . . . need something from my ship. What is your name?”
“Clara,” said the giantess. “And this is Sidney.”
Freeya stooped down, bringing her face close to Sidney who started to back up behind Clara’s foot. “Mind helping me out?”
Sidney took a brave, reluctant step forward and nodded.
And just when the girl was about to walk toward the craft, Clara’s head shot to the left—Freeya heard it too, an engine. Clara ran fingers through her head and said, “Shit.”
Sidney looked up at her, face equally fearful. “We totally forgot.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Jackson was late.
Sure, Clara was cool with his ‘stray cat’ personality of wandering in and out of her life (and company) but he still felt he needed to show a certain level of professionalism. The pay was great, and he knew her parents. He didn’t want them to think bad of him. Plus, all the pot he could smoke. Why on Earth would he not want to work here?
She’d never deactivated his badge, so he was able to pull his truck right up onto the estate, the hill turning steep just past the rows of the vegetables. Clara grew a number of products on her hundred-and fifty-acre land—veggies, hemp, and of course the cannabis. The latter crop was the closest to her house where it could be guarded. Not many people cared to steal the hemp or the kale.
“Do you think she’ll need both of us?” said Angel from the passenger seat. “She barely wanted you back.”
“You guys go way back too. You remember the firefighter days, right? Clara always had a sweet spot for you.”
“I had a crush on her and she didn’t feel the same way.”
“Water under the bridge,” said Jackson, turning left when the property leveled out. Clara’s house and main office was just around the corner. “She’ll be happy to see you. I’m surprised she doesn’t have more workers than us. Her new crop is supposed to be pretty fucking awesome.”
The first thing they saw when they were lined up with the house was the long skid mark, although they didn’t realize what had caused it. But Jackson noticed the charred plants and knew enough about the pot industry to recognize something this bad. But as he pulled up to the house, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. 
Clara’s car was there, as well as her girlfriend Sidney’s. He and Angel stepped out and looked around, and that’s when the girl started screaming. He followed her gaze, and there over beyond the trees stood a pair of giant women—one recognizable, one that didn’t even look human. They came around the trees, their lumbering steps enough to vibrate the windows in his pickup. 
“Calm down, calm down!” said Clara. 
But it was hard to keep calm when the other woman—obviously not human, swooped in and snatched Jackson as if he were an action figure. She brought him up to her face and gave him a sniff. He was self-conscious—he knew he was meeting Clara and would probably have an interview. He’d almost sweat through his plaid button-up shirt.
If the giantess was turned off by his scent, she made no indication. Instead, she licked her lips and said, “You smell good.” She closed her eyes, as if breathing him in. “You want me, don’t you? I can sense it. I don’t really understand that, but okay!”
“What? No, put me down!” But that was a lie . . . in the seconds leading up to being snatched, Jackson knew he’d never seen such a beautiful, large body before.
“The girl wants me, also,” said the strange giantess. She leaned in and sniffed Angel who was pressed against the door of his pickup truck. She looked as if her eyes were going to roll back into her head. “Whoa, I’m so dizzy!”
The giantess sat on the ground, her large feet flanking Jackson’s truck. She placed the tiny man on top of it and then stared at him. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but before he could question it, his shirt unbuttoned, as if unseen hands had ripped it down the middle. Next came his pants, ripping right off his legs. The force of it sent him to his ass, and that’s when his shoes and socks followed. Now, he was completely naked, watching his clothes twist and turn in a ball above his head, like they were in some sort of invisible washing machine. And then, the clothes sailed toward the giantess’s mouth.
She opened up, scooped them under her tongue and started to chew—fast—and then she gulped them down. Her nipples became noticeably hard, her eyes closed, and she moaned out in pleasure. Her finger moved down between her legs and rubbed, and that’s when her eyes flew open in a look of surprise. Jackson thought she’d probably never given herself pleasure before.
“Well that feels quite nice!” she said, fingers gracing her clit.
But Jackson didn’t have time to consider this. His body yanked forward, as if he were on strings, and landed between her spread-open legs. Already he could detect her scent and feel her heat. Despite not being an Earth girl, this one had intimate areas that matched perfectly, if much bigger.
“I don’t know what I’m supposed to do. How do you help these feelings?” she asked. When Jackson separated from her, a film of her cum came away.
“You need to be smaller. And then my . . .my dick, goes in here.”
“Your dick?”
“This,” he said, and held it out for her.
“I see. We can still put it in. Here goes.”
Her hand was resting on his back, so he couldn’t go anywhere even if he wanted. At that moment, he didn’t think he did. His face pressed against her clit, so he started to kiss it, feeling it quiver in response. The blood rushed to his head, and he suddenly wanted to be inside her. He struggled a little and she relented, but it was the opportunity he needed to move down and push his legs in. A chorus of gasps sounded behind him as onlookers watched his odd desire. The giant woman relaxed and cried out. He looked up, past her breasts and found her eyes wide and full of pleasure. 
That was the last thing he saw, for soon after she was wet enough for him to disappear completely inside her. It was so hot and tight, and he wanted to stroke his dick but found it difficult to move his hand around. Already he was harder than he’d ever been in his life. He didn’t know if it was the lingering scorched pot in the air or something else, but he didn’t think this arousal was naturally so intense. If he could go deeper into this strange woman, he would. But for now, he was content to roll around in her juices, licking, sucking and flailing his arms.

      [image: image-placeholder]Sidney didn’t understand what was happening. One minute she was about to go exploring an alien spaceship and the next everyone was watching Jackson become a human sex toy for a giant alien. And perhaps the strangest part yet, something was drawing Sidney to the whole thing. 
“Oh fuck!” said Angel, finally seeming to no longer be afraid. “Oh, fuck this is hot!” She started to unbutton her shirt, but then it happened on its own. The girl made a yelp as her clothes shred right off her body, turned into a ball of swirling colors, and then flew to the giantess’s mouth. Freeya once again chewed and swallowed, her entire body trembling with pleasure.
Angel ran toward her, throwing herself on the giantess’s labia, not caring that her friend was deep inside. She started to work the lips, running her hands across them, kissing, licking, and working her way up to squeeze the clit—now the size of a football.
“I wanna . . . do that,” said Clara above Sidney. She sat down opposite the alien giantess and spread her legs. Her face was blushing, her body dotted with little red splotches. 
“Did you guys take something? Some new bud?”Clara shook her head. “Nope. I can’t explain it. But please, help your girl out, will ya?” 
Sidney couldn’t believe what was about to happen, but she pulled off her clothes and put them in a pile. As she stepped forward to enter her girlfriend, she didn’t notice that they too flew into the alien’s mouth.

      [image: image-placeholder]Clara had experienced a bad high before, and coming down from whatever euphoria had made them all lose their inhibitions was a lot like that. She looked around at the group as they huddled in the midday sun—each one was in a stupor. Naked, quivering, and incredibly satisfied. The giantess Freeya looked around and yawned, as if just as clueless about what happened as the rest of them.
She looked down and there stood Jackson, smoking a cigarette, his eyes on her side. 
“That tiger could eat me,” he said, pulling a drag. It took her a moment to realize what he meant, but then understood he was staring at the tattoo just below her ribs—a tiger wrapped in tribal barbed wire. Currently, it was twice as large as the tiny man. “What does it mean?”
“It means I wanted a tattoo and I had an extra four-hundred bucks.”
“Really?”
“No, not really,” she laughed. “I had this girl at the firehouse who always called me kitten. We got drunk one night and both of us got matching tattoos. But I went a step further after she moved away and I missed her. Now my tiger is protected in barbed wire.”
“Awesome,” he said. “I dig it.”
Each of her tattoos had a story, and each was entwined by barbed wire, Celtic knots, or jagged, tribal edges. 
After they began to come around, Clara had a moment of panic. Her new crop was being harvested tomorrow, and she couldn’t stand to get behind on a shipment, not when she was at the point of proving herself. It had to be business as usual, or else Cannabis Invictus was done.
“So what’s the deal?” asked Angel, giving herself a long stretch and a yawn. None of them had clothes—it was currently being digested inside the alien giantess. 
Clara explained all that had happened, starting with the discovery of the downed craft and the subsequent growth. She told them how just before their arrival, Sidney was attempting to help Freeya retrieve something onboard the ship that could return them to normal. 
“Just tell us what you want,” said Jackson after he’d heard the story. 
Angel nodded. “You can count on us. We still need a job.”
“Good,” Clara said. “And I’ll double the pay if you guys can keep this a secret.”
Both nodded.
Sidney said, “Also, maybe it’s not such a good idea you leave the estate.”
“I have four spare bedrooms in the house,” said Clara. “We can make a party of it.”
“What’s a party?” asked Freeya, and when she stood, all eyes followed her. She took a step back, stumbling again. 
“Hey, let’s get this spaceship out of here,” said Clara. “Put it in the north field warehouse, okay?” Clara pointed off, the top of the building slightly visible through the trees. Freeya nodded, then picked up the football-sized ship and carried it off.
“This is unbelievable,” said Jackson, watching her walk away, her beautiful ass reflecting the glint of sunlight.
Clara knelt down to Sidney and said, “Go with her. See if you can get whatever she needs from inside. Get. Us. Small.” The girl nodded and ran off.
“And us?” said Angel.
Clara turned to Jackson and said, “You still know how to use the Sprung templates?”
“The what?” asked Angel.
Jackson said, “Sprung. It’s a company that specializes in hemp clothes. We use the hemp grown at the west field and then turn it into clothing. Pretty nice stuff, too.”
Clara said, “Go see what you can create for us. You guys will need clothes, as well as me and the . . . guest.”
“Clothes for a couple of giant ladies?” said Angel, almost elated. “Girl, I studied fashion design at MYU! I’ll hook you up as long as you have a sewing machine.”
“Show her, but be careful you don’t mess with my designs in there,” said Clara, and off they went. There was a greenhouse in the middle of the west field that housed the Sprung templates needed to make the clothes. 
And as they left her there alone in the copse of trees, Clara was satisfied. Even though things had gone horribly off track, she still felt in control. If only she could keep the alien contained, if only she could keep their sizes hidden, then she was sure that she could still move her product. 
Now if only they could keep their hormones in check . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Sidney didn’t know what she was looking for, but she had a bad feeling the moment she stepped into the craft. She found a flashlight in Warehouse B (since she couldn’t use her phone as it was in her jeans and currently being digested by Freeya) so she used it to guide her through the odd craft. 
She found what she was looking for—a box with two flashing green lights, nestled behind a clear containment field that flickered with electricity.
“Just pull it out,” said a voice outside the craft. Sidney looked back toward the ramp, momentarily horrified that it was filled with one abnormally large eye. She nodded and followed the girl’s directions. The box came out easily enough, and as she was carrying it out, she noticed a table with several odd-looking syringes. 
Outside the ship, she said, “You been shooting heroin?”
“What?” said the clueless, giant woman. 
“It was a joke. What’s with the needles?”
“So that I could take on human form. It’s imperative that if I study humans, I must look like a human.”
“You look ninety-percent human. But why’d you have to be so . . . hot?”
“I’m hot? Do you mean warm-blooded? I suppose at such a large size I do give off more heat . . .”
“No, that’s not what I mean. Oh, forgot it. What do you need me to do?”
Freeya took her finger and started to drag it in the dirt, carving out strange symbols. When she was finished, she’d created six odd shapes.
“Find these symbols on the box and press them. In this order.”
Again, she followed the giantess’s commands, and each time her fingers tapped the etched symbols, the box lit up. And finally, after the sixth button press, the whole box expanded, and an odd-looking face shot out of the top. Legs and arms sprouted, and Sidney found herself backing away. Now, standing before her was some kind of robot, smooth and elegant with antennae on its head. It surveyed Sidney for a moment, then turned to Freeya.
Both of them began exchanging odd little clicks, an alien conversation that left Sidney feeling overwhelmed. When it was finished, the robot disappeared back into the craft.
“And now we will begin construction of a size manipulator,” said the giantess. 

      [image: image-placeholder]For the rest of the day, Clara watched as Angel and Jackson took the raw hemp, processed it, and then turned it into garments that were both beautiful and versatile. Angel dyed them a dark red, something that was easy to dry, and once the pieces were assembled, she handed Jackson one set and took another for herself. They were simply t-shirts and shorts, but form-fitting on their beautiful bodies. She made several sets, as the hemp was plentiful and easy to process.
It took a full three hours to process enough to make garments for the giants. By the time the sun was starting to go down, Angel emerged from the greenhouse covered in red dye and announced they were finished. Freeya and Clara stooped down to grab the clothes, amazed that such nice things could be made to scale. Hemp was a wonderful thing. As Clara donned the shirt, feeling its snug fit against her large breasts, she was pleased by how breathable the material felt. Freeya looked likewise happy, and she slid up the panties and then put on the shorts. Now, she looked even more like an Earth girl.
Later that night, they all sat around the house—the clearing just before the crash site. It was the only place that wasn’t filled with crops that would allow two giant women to sit in the dirt. 
“Everyone did a fine job today,” said Clara. Sidney had spent all day helping the RVN-7, the onboard robot that was building some sort of shrink ray. Jackson and Angel toiled making clothes and tomorrow they would start cutting the crop and packaging it for export. And Clara had spent most of the day making sure they weren’t seen. She used the voice-to-text software on her phone to call in several favors, mostly to keep flyovers from happening. 
Everyone was on a strict vegetable diet, which was easy because of the acres of farmland. Clara grew mostly kale and collard greens, but also a mix of potatoes, corn, tomatoes and beans. And while the tiny people had more variety, the giantesses dined on strict leafy greens—there was plenty to fill them up.
“This is similar to the food I eat on my planet,” said Freeya, dumping a handful of shredded greens into her mouth.
“Why did you come here?” asked Clara.
“I’m a scientist. I came to study your culture. And then some sort of space rock hit my ship and sent me spiraling out of control. My air filtration system was damaged, which is why I passed out upon landing.”
Just then, Freeya’s head shot up and she started to sniff the air, then she looked down where Angel and Jackson sat. 
“You humans copulated recently.” Both of them stared at each other, embarrassed. “I feel your affection for one another, and I can smell your secretions.”
Clara started to laugh at them, then she jabbed a light finger in Jackson’s shoulder. “You two been fucking on company time?”
Jackson stammered. “I mean . . . I . . .”
Then, he was floating in the air, the telekinetic giantess bringing him to her outstretched hand. She leaned down and smiled, then ran her tongue from his toes to his head, moaning and salivating over his
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