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  Grow Girl

A Size Patrol Story


“My hands are tied,” said Diane Masterson on the phone that morning. Little did she know, those words would move from the metaphorical to almost physical later that evening. “He’s in bed with some bad guys. I just know it.” 
“Just because the last mayor let you get by with a lot of shit doesn’t mean the new one is up to no good,” said Sue. “You’re the city’s DA. That comes with a certain level of responsibility.”
“And a certain level of respect,” she said. “Honestly, Sue. I wonder whose side you’re on sometimes?”
The girl on the other end of the call took a deep breath, sighed, and said, “Tell me what happened.”
“I tried to talk to him about the budget cuts. I don’t mind the pay cut for my next term, but he’s shutting down precincts. A mayor has never done such a thing since I’ve been in this city.”
“Times are tough, Di. Could there be another reason? One that doesn’t hinge upon Mayor Brody being a crime kingpin?”
“I don’t think so. I’ve basically been forced to release all of the Del Martin crime family that I’ve put away because this mayor thinks it’ll help draw out other families. I’m not buying it. Because so many bad guys are walking free, crime is up forty-six percent in the last three months. This is not all a coincidence.”
“Maybe not. I’m sorry, Di. I wish I could help.”
Sue had been the top researcher for Grant University, Central City’s most prestigious school. But like many others under the local economy, she lost her job last year to a tenured professor. Now, she was a glorified repairer, fixing the college’s high-tech equipment whenever she received a call. It was a sad story to see someone so brilliant fall upon such hard times.
“It’s okay. I’m just venting. I will always do the job to the best of my ability, no matter how badly City Hall fights me. We still on for drinks tonight?”
“There’s the young, hot coed I remember from college! Bet your sweet ass I am. I have some news to share with you. I’ve been working on something big. I think you’ll like it.”
“Oh? That sounds exciting. I need something to take my mind off this place.”
“Just make it through six more hours and you’ll be there. It’s Friday, girl.”
“I hear ya,” said Diane. She looked at her phone and saw several lights flaring up. “I gotta run. They’re keeping me busy today.”
“Okay. See you at O’Shea’s tonight. And don’t forget your gun.”
“Very funny,” she said, and hung up.
The street between O’Shea’s bar and the parking lot was dark, and since there’d been such an increase in crime lately, it was advised that every single woman walking alone carried some kind of protection. Dianne wasn’t careless, but she also didn’t give in to hysteria. Years as a district attorney had shaped her mind to be calm under pressure, so she barely bat an eye at low-level thugs.
But tonight, that would change.

      [image: image-placeholder]In the parking lot, after turning off her car, she did glance over at her glovebox. Her 9mm—the same one her mother gave her many years ago—was buried in there beneath a pile of paperwork. She’d carried it into O’Shea’s before, but the last time the bouncer gave her a hard time with it, and even made her fill out a couple of forms before she had access to the bar. It simply wasn’t worth the trouble. As she looked into the alley and the purpling sky beyond, she decided to risk it.
As she headed into the alley, she kept her head down and her jacket pulled close. There were no sirens, but that wasn’t odd now. She knew firsthand that the closest two precincts had been shut down, and that officers were slow to respond to calls way over here. 
But halfway down the alley, she felt a cold shiver run down her spine. A rustling at her side caught her attention, and her immediate hope was that it was a startled vagrant—the homeless were all over the city now—but that wasn’t the case. She saw a fast-moving shape, up came a shiny piece of metal, and then she felt a stinging blow in the back of her legs. 
Dianne screamed out as she sank to her knees, but the cry died quickly as something else hit her in the jaw. She fell over, head spinning. If only she could scream, O’Shea’s was a mere fifty yards away. 
A foot came down on her ribs and she coughed up blood. As she rolled over and looked up at her attackers—two of them, both men—she recognized the one who’d blasted her with the pipe. It was Phillip Morales, a street thug who ran errands for the Del Martin family. She’d put him away, and a corrupt judge under the mayor’s thumb had helped spring him on a technicality. 
“I’ve got a message for you,” he said. “Felix Del Martin says stay out of his affairs.” He raised the pipe but she’d already started to black out. In her addled mind, she thought she heard gunshots, but felt no pain. 

      [image: image-placeholder]And then she was certain she was dead. Her eyes opened with great effort only to see robes of white, for surely this was the threshold to the Pearly Gates. But there was still pain, so that didn’t make sense. Dianne could see the light on the other side of her eyelids, and then the darkness. She could hear a voice by her ear, the beep and buzz of machines. Somewhere in her mind she knew that several days had passed since the events in the alley, and after a while she grew confident that she’d survived. Still, simple survival wasn’t living.
Until one day she opened her eyes fully and took in the room—it wasn’t a hospital, but it wasn’t her apartment either. She recognized the photos on the wall—they were of Sue’s parents. Dianne sat up, her heartrate monitor flaring to life, and that’s when she saw her best friend sitting in a cozy chair across the room, a thick book in her hand.
“Oh, God, you’re awake!” said Sue, and when she stood, a plate of food fell off her lap and clattered to the floor. She stepped over it, paying no attention, and wrapped Dianne in a tight hug. “I was so worried. Your brain scans haven’t been that great.”
“Why . . . am I here?” she asked, mouth dry. “I need . . . a drink.”
Sue retreated into the hallway and pulled a bottle of water from a case on the floor. “Right! So you had a bad incident near O’Shea’s. Do you remember it?”
“No,” said Dianne, graciously accepting the water. She untwisted the cap with shaky fingers and took a swig so big that she spit it right back out, down the front of her cloth gown.
“Slow down,” said Sue. “I’ll explain everything. You were mugged. At least that’s what everyone thought at first. Jerry from O’Shea’s just happened to be taking the trash out and saw the guys doing it. He fired a few warning shots into the air and chased them off. He thought you were dead.”
Suzanne suddenly remembered, and she remembered the goon’s closing remarks. “It was Del Martin’s men. It would seem they’ve grown tired of me putting their family in prison.” She meant it to be a joke, but the somberness of the statement lingered in the air.
Sue nodded. “That’s . . . partly why you’re here. Without a DA, the city has grown chaotic. And I don’t mean to worry you but . . . you were targeted. Del Martin is out for blood and Mayor Brody is looking the other way.”
“How long have I been here?”
“Two weeks.”
“And there’s no acting DA? Wilson? Jacobs?” 
“No one,” said Sue. “And that’s by design. Di, you were right about it all. About the corruption, about this starting from the top and trickling down. It’s clear that you were instrumental in keeping back the floodgates of crime, even if your hands were tied. These last two weeks . . . well, they’ve not been good.”
“What’s happening?” asked Dianne, and when she looked out the window across the city, toward the setting sun, she could see plumes of smoke rising from a few of the buildings.
“Crime is way up. Cops are so overwhelmed that some aren’t even coming to work. Who can blame them when they don’t have support? And you . . . you’re not safe outside this place.”
“Why? Why did you bring me here?”
Sue took a deep breath and said, “Because your apartment building burnt to the ground. No one else was injured, and it was quite suspicious. They’ll kill you out there, Di.”
“I’m not going to let that stand!” she said, then jerked off the blanket, planted her feet on the floor, and then collapsed, bringing down her IV train in the process. 
Sue helped her up, not saying a word. Dianne wasn’t hurt, not physically at least. It was only her pride that was wounded.
“You have to be smart about this,” said Sue. Her eyes drifted toward the hall, down to her research room. Dianne had been in there many times, bored out of her mind as Sue showed her the latest gadgets and gizmos. “You’ve been such a strait-laced professional your whole life. And it’s gotten you nowhere.”
“It almost got me killed.”
“Right! You were a good cop and an even better DA. But you are up against more than you can handle. So . . .,” her voice trailed off. “Maybe you should fight crime . . . outside the law.”
“What do you mean?” Dianne was easing back into bed, her whole body aching from exertion.
“We’ll talk about that later. Right now, you have to get better. You’ve a long road ahead of you.”
And as Dianne looked at her best friend, the same friend who’d saved her and nursed her back to help, she knew she was on board to listen to whatever plan she’d devised.

      [image: image-placeholder]The worst part of her recovery was watching the news every night. Day by day, the city was falling deeper into the clutches of roving crime families. Sue—and Dianne—were lucky that they lived in a decent part of town. Crime rarely stumbled upon their doorstep, and if it did it was crushed by the neighborhood association’s private security.
Mayor Brody’s reelection came and went without a hitch, his rival suffering an unexplained illness that forced him out of the running just a day before. Budget cuts continued to plague the city, precincts shuttered their doors, police officers chose early retirement or outright quit. City Hall still had not appointed a new DA, nor opened any inquiries into Dianne Masterson’s disappearance. It was if she weren’t even a blip on their radar.
It took nearly a month for Dianne to start feeling like her normal self. She’d lost a lot of weight in healing, but it was quickly recovering, and part of Sue’s expansive apartment was devoted to a personal gym. Each passing day she grew stronger, until the pain in the back of her head was reduced to a thimble-sized dot. 
And one night after dinner Sue said, “I want you to come into the lab for a moment. You need to see what I’ve been working on.” Dianne vaguely remembered how she’d been excited about a project and wondered if this could be it.
“I’m sure you miss your lab at the university,” said Dianne, following her down the hallway.
“Not really. My hands were tied there. I suppose I felt a lot like you do at the DA’s office. But here . . . here I’m free to experiment in any way I see fit.” She pulled open the doors, revealing the expansive lab. The ceilings here were high and the space along the walls was reserved for expensive-looking machinery. The woman could create chipsets out of metal and plastic. She could wire the most intricate electronics. There wasn’t much she couldn’t do, and it was a shame her talents were wasted in such a way.
“Have we given up science for jewelry making?” asked Dianne, inspecting the golden bands on the table in the middle of the room. She picked them up and turned them over in her hands, admiring the little designs on the insides. Judging by the weight of them, she assumed there was more tech than precious metal beneath the pretty surface. 
“Put them on,” said Sue. “Like this.” She instructed Dianne to slip them over her wrists. The moment they touched her skin, they seemed to ‘shrink’ against her flesh, becoming just tight enough that they wouldn’t slide. She looked at them, feeling like Wonder Woman in her bracers. 
“What are these things? They’re gorgeous.”
“They’re more than gorgeous.” Sue moved to a workstation in the corner and began tapping away at her keyboard. “I’m going to execute a program to show you what they can do. But after that, you won’t need me.”
“Okay?” said Dianne, looking at the girl skeptically. “Care to elaborate?”“Nah. It’s best if I just show you. Here we go.”
She pressed the ENTER button on the keyboard, and Dianne’s whole world changed. 
She’d been barefoot, and could feel the hardwood floor sliding beneath her soles, as if she were being pushed from behind. The room around her appeared to grow smaller as her head moved up. Sue stood by the computer, smiling broadly as her friend grew and grew. Dianne wanted to freak out at first, but knew it had to be safe if it was Sue’s design. She wondered how large she would grow, but the answer came when her hair brushed the ceiling and she stopped. Dianne looked down at her body, amazed by how her pajamas had grown with her. She stood at twelve-feet tall, her friend looking very much like a child.
“Holy shit, Sue!” said Dianne, and her voice boomed in the now half-sized space. “You made a . . . growing machine?”
“A size manipulator to be exact. What do you think?”
“I think you should be rich,” she said. She took a step forward, feeling her massive feet hit the ground. She raised it and could see a tiny crack in the wood. “Oops. I’m sorry.”
“It happens. I’ve done worse,” said Sue. She came close, and now it put their sizes into stark comparison—the normally tall lady was now crotch-level with Dianne. “Maybe just stand still.”
“How do I get back to normal?”
“The left band controls your growth. Watch this.” She raised her hand and flicked it twice to the left. “Do that.”
Dianne mimicked it exactly, and she felt a tiny buzz in her wrist, as if in acceptance of the command. And after that, the world started to grow. Dianne’s body contracted, her feet sliding across the floor again. It only took a few seconds, and she was once more looking up to meet her friend’s eyes. 
“This is incredible, Sue!” 
“You haven’t seen the half of it yet.” She took a few steps back and stood by the table. 
“It does more?”
“Oh yeah. You’ve got another bracelet remember? Now act like you’re Ironman and shoot missiles at me.”
“Come again?” said Dianne.
Sue rolled her eyes. She stuck out her fist, as if to punch Dianne from across the room. “Do that, aim at me, but keep your wrist locked.”
Dianne did as she asked, and this time was surprised when a thin, narrow beam of green light left her hand and struck Sue in the chest. The girl giggled as she took a step back, as if the force of it had tickled. And then, something happened that surprised Dianne—the girl’s nipples grew hard beneath her silk shir. It was obvious to see them. However, this wasn’t the strangest thing to happen.
Sue began to get smaller.
It was quicker than Dianne’s growth, and after the tiny woman hit the same ratio as before, she continued to dwindle until she was standing on the floor at the giantess’s feet. Sue couldn’t be any bigger than five or six inches tall. She put her hands to her hips and then took a bow. 
Dianne dropped to her knees and studied the miniscule woman. She was fully formed, still beautiful, but remarkably vulnerable. 
“Pick a girl up, why don’t ya? Put me on the table.”
Dianne cupped her hands around Sue, feeling as if she were lifting a wounded bird. The shrunken girl was incredibly light. She placed her on the table, the little woman staggering back and quickly regaining her balance. 
“This is amazing,” said Dianne, pulling up a chair and putting her face inches from the tiny woman. “How do you . . . get back to normal?”
“It can be adjusted. Right now, I’ll grow back on my own in ten minutes. But you can shrink indefinitely. Or at least until you give another zap.”
“I’m . . . impressed, girl.”
“So many applications, but I’ve been thinking of an . . . unusual one.”
“And that is?” asked Dianne.
“I think you know. You’ve been gearing up for this for a while now. This city needs a change.”
At first Dianne really didn’t know. But the more she thought about it, the more she realized that Sue was offering her a gift. This could be a good thing, a dangerous thing, but Dianne could bring positive change to the city.
“What are you thinking, big lady? Where’s your head?”The gears in Dianne’s head were already turning. She looked at her miniscule friend and said, “Do you still have access to the basement?”

      [image: image-placeholder]The ‘basement’ was actually an abandoned section of the old subway system. It had been condemned by the Department of Transportation and both ends were boarded up and then sealed with concrete. Most probably didn’t even know it was there, and the only way into it was through the service elevator in the back of Sue’s apartment building. And, seeing that she was the only tenant in the entire building, it was hers to use. No one turned the key a full circle, for that took the box all the way underground, into that abandoned, dangerous section of the subway system.
And as Dianne stood in the dark, yet cavernous room, she saw the full potential of it. 
She flicked her wrists and grew to twelve feet, still much shorter than the ceiling. With ease, she picked up a large, wooden crate and placed it on the high edge next to the track. This place had plenty of space. 
“Looks like you’re getting used to the growth tech,” said Sue, now returned to normal size. 
Dianne nodded. “You’re my Alfred. And I suppose I’m to be Batman.”
Sue giggled at the comparison. “And now we’ve found your Batcave.”
“I wish we had better lighting. There.” Dianne pointed to a spot where there once sat a control station, back when the trains were running. “That would make a good place for a command center. I have all the login information for the CC cameras throughout the city.”
“Then let’s get it.”
“We’d need money. A lot of it,” Dianne said, and moved a few more boxes aside. 
“We have it. Trust me. I have several accounts that are simply gathering interest. I’m not only a trust fund baby, but also the owner of several patents.”
“Seriously?” 
“Yep. We have our tech. We have our hideout. We have our superhero. We’re just missing one thing.”
“What’s that?” Dianne asked.
Sue smiled and crept back toward the elevator. “We need a suit.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Crime continued to soar in Central City. Hardly an hour passed where the girls didn’t hear the warble of sirens outside. Plumes of smoke rose as arson became one of the biggest offenses. The insurance on many buildings was worth far more than the buildings themselves, and many a corrupt owner—with help of a for-hire arsonist—took full advantage of this. Mayor Brody, in league with Del Martin, often purged evidence, but Dianne wondered why they even bothered. Nothing was going to stop them now. There wasn’t even a full time DA minding the courts. The glorified ‘temp’ that Brody had installed in Dianne’s place was as venal, corrupt and sleazy as the mayor he worked for. In a matter of months he’d pretty much gutted Dianne’s old division, replacing dedicated, principled attorneys with heavily bribed hacks most of whom had been bottom of the barrel ambulance chasers in their former lives. But Dianne no longer invested herself in the affairs of her old job; she had better…and bigger things to do now.
They continued to work on the lair, on Dianne’s costume, but most importantly the paper trail. It wouldn’t do for the girl to create an alter ego only to be caught by the IRS. But luckily, Sue was gifted in such things, and she hid all their transactions from the public. Also, she still had a mailbox at the college, so she had lots of shipments sent there. 
One night, as Dianne was sitting on the balcony watching a rather large fire to the north, Sue joined her, gave her a glass of water, and said, “There’s a robbery at Marshal Jewelers. No one is responding to it. I’m guessing because what little police we have are helping to battle that.” She pointed ahead, to the thick, oily smoke rising to blot out the stars.
“What are you thinking?” asked Dianne.
“What are you thinking?”
“That I want to stop it.”
“Then do it.”
And half an hour later, Dianne was dressed in her tight-fitting spandex suit. It was yellow and red, reflective under light but blended in with the shadows in the darkness. The bands were sewn into the gloves, but luckily for her they wouldn’t easily come off. As Sue had joked, they would have to cut off her hands to get the bracelets. On her face she wore a matching mask, covering only her eyes and nose. This was the sharpest she’d been dressed in years. 
“I’m digging it,” said Sue, backing up and checking her out. Dianne’s long, brown hair hung down across her shoulders. She looked beautiful—and no one would ever suspect what power she could wield.
“Yeah? How’s my ass?” she said, turning around.
“Looks gorgeous. But we forgot one thing.”
“Oh yeah? What’s that?” asked Dianne.
“A name. Every superhero needs a name.”
Dianne chuckled. “I’ve been thinking on that one for a while.” She flicked her wrists and immediately shot up until Sue was standing in her shadow. “Call me Grow Girl.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Marshal’s Jewelry was only a couple of blocks away, past the gated community and at the edge of the commerce district. This place was a ghost town at night, partly because the stores were closed but also because of the spike in crime. It was no longer safe to be out after dark in Central City, but Dianne was certain that no one would bother a yellow and blue-clad woman walking down the alley—they would be too busy scratching their head.
But when she was just a hundred feet from the shopfront, she heard noises inside—they were whispering, scraping jewelry into bags, crunching over glass. And that’s when Dianne felt vulnerable. If Sue could weaponize size, couldn’t she make other gadgets, as well? Things to help stop crime? Dianne wanted to explore that thought, but knew she had to get tonight’s job done.
She crossed the deserted street and found a car idling out front. There was no one inside it. Without seeing who was inside the store, she raised her right wrist and fired. The vehicle started to dwindle right on the curb, the engine still chugging, the exhaust plume growing smaller and smaller. And then, it was as if a car hadn’t even been there at all. Dianne—or more appropriately—Grow Girl, waited at the edge of the alley, figuring that someone may have noticed the car and came to inspect.
When no one did, she continued, peeking around the building until she could see inside. There was glass everywhere, and even a tiny bit of blood. Three men huddled near the back, cleaning out one of the display cases. They weren’t the ‘cream of the crop’ as her father would’ve said, as they were leaving DNA evidence all over the place. But then again, with the current state of the city, it didn’t matter how red-handed they were caught. No one was going to do a thing to them without an honest district attorney.
As she put herself square with the broken-in storefront, her boot kicked a can aside. In the dead quiet, it was enough to make the hyper-sensitive criminals turn around and assess the strange-looking woman standing in the middle of the alley. And as they slowly started to walk out, she saw one of them had a gun. But it was the middle guy who took her attention, and while they were flummoxed to see such a weirdly dressed figure, she was equally surprised to see Phillip Morales, the same street urchin who’d nearly killed her in the alley. 
“We’re past Halloween, girl,” he said, stepping out of the ruined store front. The way the single streetlight fell on his features made him look big and ominous.
She’d take care of both of those things.
With a flick of her wrist, she swelled in size, the three men taking a step back. The one with the gun forgot that he was armed, and the weapon dropped from his hand. Morales was in awe, but his underlings turned and fled down the street. They seemed to be running in slow-motion, but that was only because she was so much bigger. She raised her arm and quickly zapped them in the back. Both men shrank down so small that she couldn’t even see them from where she stood. 
Morales bent down, scooped up the gun, but before he could even fire off a shot, she twisted his arm back painfully. His finger couldn’t even pull the trigger, and the gun dropped once again to the sidewalk. She lifted him, dangling him painfully off the ground until his eyes found hers. If he recognized her, he didn’t say. 
“Your crime spree has gone unchecked for long enough,” she said. She dropped him so that his feet touched the ground because the pain he was feeling made listening impossible. Dianne pressed herself close to him, blocking the tiny man from running away. Currently he was facing her crotch.
“Who . . . who are you?” he asked.
She stood back, and just before shrinking him alongside his cohorts, she said, “Call me Grow Girl.”

      [image: image-placeholder]After scooping up Morales and his underlings, she decided to restore one of them. He was a typical goon, a man named Simon Drake. She’d met him in court dozens of times, and knew the type of guy he was—but at least he wasn’t violent. Most of Drake’s offenses were petty. As the thin, lanky—slightly ‘twitchy’ man looked around, wondering if the shrinking had been some sort of hallucination, Grow Girl stared down at him and said, “Go tell your bosses what happened. Tell them vigilante justice has come to Central City.”
And then, he fled into the night.
Later, after Grow Girl shrunk herself down and disappeared into the apartment building, she met Sue in the hallway. 
“How many did you nab?” she asked, looking at the cooler Dianne was using to transport the shrunken men. It wouldn’t be good for either of them to see Sue or learn of the lair’s location.
“Two. I’m going to go . . . interrogate. Don’t wait up.”
“Play nicely,” said Sue, giggling and then walking back into her bedroom.
“No promises.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The lair had received an overhaul, and was now perfect for Grow Girl’s budding justice work. She’d put in a command center with a shadow network so she could monitor the city. She got her hanging lights and they kept the place stark and bright. In one corner she had a containment block—several tiny cages that could house dozens of criminals. In the other corner she had a tiny living nook complete with bedroom, kitchen, and bathroom. Dianne and Sue had done all the work. It was amazing what a lot of money and a little bit of YouTube could accomplish.
After taking a shower, she stripped down to nothing and then took the cooler into the bedroom. She had a nice queen-sized mattress, which was plenty for her. It provided Grow Girl with a place to sleep and relax while possibly avoiding trouble. But now, she sat on the bed, the cooler between her legs, and put back on the mask. 
When she opened the lid, the tiny men shielded their eyes against the light. Neither struggled because they didn’t see her fingers reaching in. She plucked them out, placed the cooler in the floor, and then sat them on her stomach. Curiously, they searched her up and down, wondering what could be the plan of this naked giantess.
“You’ve both been very bad men,” she said. “Phillip Morales and Ricky Reed.”
They seemed confused how she knew their names, but she’d already done her homework on both. Phillip she knew from the DA’s office, but Ricky was a newcomer. His entire life story was online, and that’s how she knew that neither he (nor Morales) had family. These street urchins swore by the ‘live by the sword, die by the sword’ mentality. 
“What do you want?” asked Phillip.
“Right now I want you to hush. You both have done unspeakable things. And you’re never going to be allowed back on the streets again.”
“You can’t do this!” said Ricky, his voice close to crying. “We have rights. I demand my lawyer!”
Her laughter made both men roll down her sides. 
“That’s not how this works, little man. You don’t have a lawyer. Your sentence has been passed. What remains to be seen is how torturous your sentence will be.”
That made them both straighten up. Phillip looked at Ricky with sad, defeated eyes, and Dianne felt more powerful in that moment than she ever had. 
“Both of you, get undressed.”
She thought there would be hesitation but neither did. Both men quickly stripped down. Phillip was sporting more tattoos across his chest than she would’ve guessed. Each was incredibly endowed, and currently sporting massive erections. Dianne remembered how Sue’s nipples got hard when she shrank—could this be a side effect?
“Ricky, you need to give me a foot massage. I want your whole body pressing into my sole. Start with the left foot and I’ll tell you when you can move to the right one. Go!” The way she shouted the last word made him jump in surprise, and then he turned and hurried toward the end of the bed.
She picked Phillip up between the arms and placed him back on her stomach. Just as Ricky was stroking her sole, she bent her legs slightly, never taking her eyes from the man who’d hit her. A part of her wanted to crush him, or pull his little limbs off, but she fought that urge. Instead, she said, “I have a job for you. Can you guess what it is?”
He watched her hands slither down her stomach, part around him, then hang loosely on her upper thighs. 
“I think I can guess what you want. But why don’t you just tell me?”
“Fair enough. My clit needs serviced. We’ll start with that.”
She used a finger to turn him all the way around, then smacked his bare ass until he was marching forward. When he reached the crest of her labia, she flicked the back of his legs and he sunk to his knees. Then, she used one finger to bend him over and shove his face into her engorged clit. He took to it right away, his face dragging back and forth, his minuscule tongue licking. He even brought his hands up to squeeze it. Dianne had never felt such pleasure, and she almost forgot there was another little man tending her tired feet.
With Phillip taking care of the outside, she used her fingers to take care of the inside. But the more she felt herself getting wet, the more she realized she didn’t like her fingers. It had been almost a year since a man had been inside her—six months since a woman with a toy. But now, she had a unique opportunity and she wanted to see how it would play out.
She flicked Phillip until he tumbled down her slit and landed on the bed between her legs. He recovered and turned around, now faced with an opening almost as tall as his body. He scratched his head, wondering what this next game would be about. But she didn’t leave him wondering. She spread herself open and smiled.
“You’re crazy,” he said, voice bordering on hysteria. She loved it.
“Maybe. But you have another job to do. Let me help.”
She shoved on his back. He put his hands against her thighs, hoping to prevent himself from becoming a human dildo, but he couldn’t overpower a giantess. He relaxed his arms and she shoved, first his head, then his shoulders. She didn’t think he would fit, but she relaxed, repositioned her body, and kept pushing. Finally his legs stiffened, and she used him just like her favorite toy, and shoved until he was gone.
It was an unbelievable feeling, and Dianne felt herself becoming addicted after only a few minutes of Phillip’s squirming. He was trying to back out, but she wouldn’t let him. Each time she sensed his feet on the outside, she used a finger to shove him right back in. His struggles were what made it magical. As she lay there, she realized that she would be playing this game again. If not Phillip and Ricky, than with whatever other criminals she took off the street.
After it was over and she had the hardest orgasm she’d ever had in her life, she cleaned up the shrunken men, gave them back their clothes, and placed them inside their holding cells. It was cavernous to the tiny men, yet only the size of a storage tote in reality. She was set up to have her own mini prison, complete with the ability to keep them fed, watered, and cleaned. It was a learning experience to manage it all, but with Sue’s help, she knew she could do it.

      [image: image-placeholder]A few days later she and Sue were on the sofa watching the news, Dianne with a bowl of cereal, Sue with a circuit board and her soldering gun. The news was covering the unrest in the city, something that was commonplace more and more. But this time the news conference talked about an eminent police strike—at least twelve precincts were taking part. They weren’t protesting pay or benefits, but their very own safety. Mayor Brody had started a war against them, and they were finished fighting. Dianne knew how they felt.
But at the end of the conference, a dark-haired Latino officer approached the podium. The placard beneath her said Sergeant Alicia Winters. She looked at the camera with stern, yet vulnerable eyes. She was one of the most beautiful women Dianne had ever seen.
She said, “We at the seven-five are done. This city better start praying because the best officers are giving up their badges. But before I leave, I’d like to reach out to someone. Grow Girl.”
This made the cameras flash overtime, and a chorus of unsure voices rose in the conference room. Sue and Dianne exchanged nervous glances.
“Did you say . . . Grow Girl?” This voice came from off-screen, perhaps from a reporter. “You mean the vigilante who stopped the jewelry store robbery?”
“That’s right. My message is to Grow Girl, if you’re hearing me. Let’s talk. I like your form of justice. And I think we could be of use to each other.” Sergeant Winters looked back to a row of seated, beautiful female officers. They all nodded in agreement. “You can find my information in the precinct directory. Come find me. Let’s take back Central City. Now I’ll take some questions.”
The television died down in comparison to Dianne’s overactive mind. Sue looked at her and said, “What are you going to do?”
Dianne smiled. “Talk to her. Who says Central City only needs one superhero?”
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Six months before Grow Girl . . . 
Hannah Felix rather enjoyed her late-night job at Grant University. She was very much a recluse, and had trouble holding conversations with almost everyone. When she was young, doctors called it an attention deficit, but she always assumed it was a loner complex. She did much better on her own than with people. And when a custodial position opened up from dusk to dawn, she quickly hopped at the chance.
There were no students after nine, and most of the staff were gone by ten. A few eccentric researchers stayed until the small hours of the morning, but she often gave them a wide berth. As long as she kept the bathrooms and lounge areas clean, the university administration was often happy with her performance.
Hannah was a stunning girl, even if the gray jumpsuit didn’t accent it. Her long, red hair hung down to her lower back, but she often kept it stuffed inside a hairnet while she worked. And because she was self-conscious of the net, she put a ballcap over it. Most people wouldn’t even notice how strikingly beautiful she was, for Hannah kept her head down, watching and listening and not interfering with campus life.
Around midnight she was working the science building, dumping wastebaskets into her rolling cart when she heard a noise coming from the lab at the end of the hall. A bright arc of light shot into the air and Hannah took a step back. She pulled her earbuds out and draped them across her back and listened. Another brilliant glow filled the doorway of the lab, and now she could hear the static buildup, as if something were being electrocuted. 
She tiptoed down the hallway, knowing that if something in the lab was catching on fire, it would fall to her to repair. Hannah already had two strikes—one for insubordination, and one for hacking a vending machine in the employee lounge to give away free soda. If she got one more, she’d be out of a job. So, she entered the lab, ready to douse whatever electrical malfunction was causing the lights and noise, but discovered it was far more complicated than this.
Inside stood Professor Sue Mathers, a brainiac that Hannah didn’t care for—even if she couldn’t verbalize the reason. Both had equal potential, but Sue had a good life, took the college track, and was now reaping the rewards. Hannah dropped out of high-school when she was seventeen years old. But all of this melted as the custodian lingered in the doorway, hiding her shadow from the professor as she tested a new creation.
Her arm outstretched toward a wastebasket on a desk across the room. Hannah barely had time to see a silvery bracelet on her wrist before the whole thing started to glow a bright green. And then, a beam shot out as if fired from a gun and enveloped the wastebasket in the soft
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