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  Part 1


“Did you know he would be here?” asked Vanessa, just as a stately man walked into the office and handed one of the staffers his coat and hat. He exuded money, and probably made his fortune between his notoriously gifted brain, and his chiseled good looks. Walter Matheson was an older man, but he was still quite attractive.  
“Who is it?” asked Billy Saunders, their intern who’d managed to stay on longer than expected. His inexperience was painful, from his dimwitted questions down to his informal dress—Star Wars t-shirt and Converse.
“That’s Walter Matheson,” said Vanessa. “He’s paying for this whole project. Well, most of it, anyway. We wouldn’t be here if not for him.”
Just then, Walter stepped into the lab’s main nexus where the DeLorean Project was in full-swing. He gazed up at the carriage and nodded, but he’d seen it all many times before. This was a man who checked often that he was getting his money’s worth. He stepped up to Vanessa and extended his hand.
“Miss Winters, how are we this afternoon?” He was a pleasant man with a firm handshake. But he wanted results, and today he was going to get them.
“Just fine, Mr. Matheson. We’re almost ready to test. Just a few more things to clear and then we’ll be off.”
“Please, call me Walter. I’ve been called by my formal name for far too many years, and at this point in my life I’d rather you all treat me as a friend, rather than a pocketbook.”
“Nice to meet you, Walter,” Billy said suddenly, probably unsure of how to behave in this fancy man’s presence.
Walter looked a little taken aback, but he shook the intern’s hand and matched his goofy grin, just the same. “Pleasure.” The donor turned around and said, “Where’s our lead scientist?”
“Here, Walter,” said Felix Hall from atop the carriage. He flipped up his welder’s mask and waved. “Just making sure the bonding is set. I don’t suspect any problems with travel, but one can never be too careful.”
“That’s my boy,” said Walter. “I have full confidence in you.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Felix. “We hope to give you a good show.”
Walter giggled and turned to Vanessa. “Didn’t your mother tell you?”
“Tell me what?” Vanessa asked. Her adoptive mother, Clarice Winters, was the director of WinTech Industries—the company responsible for envisioning the entire DeLorean Project.
“That I am going with you.” He took a seat in her chair and pulled out a cigar from his shirt pocket. Then, ignoring all safety violations and knowing not one person would call him on it, lit up and began to puff.
“Is that . . . wise?” she asked.
“Why would it not be? You have run your models through my supercomputer for weeks now. The math is correct. We will be successful.”
“We will be but . . .”
“But what? Afraid if I get sucked into some kind of . . . time vortex, that I might not be able to sign the checks?”
Vanessa and Billy exchanged nervous glances, but Walter chuckled.
Vanessa said, “It’s just that you’re too important. Wouldn’t your company want you to stay here and watch?”
“I don’t give a damn what they want. I want to go. And I’m going to go. Is that okay?”
“Of course,” said Vanessa. She would’ve dressed like a chicken and pecked the ground had he asked her.
Felix hopped off the carriage and joined them, just as several assistant researchers stepped up and started attaching the twenty or so cables that would feed it data and power. There was nothing on Earth that harnessed such energy. Their lab had been chosen for this spot—it was right next door to a nuclear power plant, of which they’d commissioned eighty percent of its output for today. Without the plant, the DeLorean Project would blackout the closest three town. 
It was a power-hungry endeavor, time travel.
Vanessa’s mother had pioneered the research straight out of college. She’d worked with some of the best minds, but she had been a gorgeous girl in her younger days, and it wasn’t just her sexy brain that got the funding. Vanessa had been working for WinTech since high school, and she was finally getting to show her mother the fruits of their labor. 
“So we have to answer a big question,” said Felix.
Vanessa nodded. “Yeah. Where to do we want to visit? Or should I say . . . when?”
“I’d love to see a dinosaur,” said Billy, and everyone stared at him, wondering if he were serious.
“That far back is dangerous,” said Felix. “A dozen things could go wrong, and we could die in a dozen ways even if they didn’t.”
“How about the thirties?” said Vanessa. “See America before the War?”
“That could work,” said Felix. “So long as we don’t interfere. Besides, this is going to be a quick trip.”
“So then it’s settled?” Vanessa said.
“I have another idea,” said Walter. “It’s rather unremarkable, but it could be entertaining, to say the least.”
“We’re listening,” said Felix, humoring Walter but Vanessa could tell he wasn’t up for the funder’s deviations.
“March 12, 1992.”
Everyone simply stared at him. 
“Elaborate, please?” said Felix.
Walter said, “We can see your mother, on her way to a party.” He was facing Vanessa as he spoke.
“What? I don’t understand,” she said.
“We both went to the same university, remember? And that night was a fun time. I remember what your mother was even wearing. I know this is a silly idea, but it would work great for a test run, would it not? We can’t really mess up many things by going back less than thirty years.”
“He does make a point,” said Felix, knowing that Vanessa wasn’t onboard. 
“And we won’t talk to her, correct? Mom, I mean?”
“I wouldn’t think so. We could arrive in her office. It would be nice to take a trip down memory lane, and she won’t even know we were there.” 
Vanessa thought for a moment and then looked at Felix. She nodded. “Okay, let’s do it.”
He grinned, his research on the precipice of being validated. They were certainly in for an adventure . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]It took almost an hour to do pre-checks. An onsite M.D. went through physical checks of the candidates. Each of them, with the exception of Walter, submitted labs earlier that week. The only thing they could do with the funder now was check his temperature and blood pressure. The former was normal, but the latter was elevated. It didn’t matter. Even if Walter was in mid-heart attack, he would still board the carriage.
When everyone was cleared to enter the carriage, Felix took another hour to do system checks. A lot of code had been sifted in the past three weeks, and while the bugs were at a minimum, he knew that the wrong one could be catastrophic. However, no matter how thorough he was with his craft, it was physically impossible to comb every single line of code. Currently, he thought the project had a seventy-two percent chance of success. He thought there was an eleven percent chance of a failure so bad that they would never return. Most of these things he didn’t share with the others—it was easier to sell the positives than the negatives.
The carriage was a rounded gyrosphere which seated four people. It could’ve housed three, but the dimensions allowed for an extra bucket seat, and Felix saw no point in wasting it. While one would assume the entire thing would be sealed and pressurized, this wasn’t the case. It had many large, gaping holes, exposing it to the elements. This was by design, as the temporal field could be altered to not only time, but also space. They could see exactly where they wanted to ‘land’ and it would never be in the snow or the water. 
Each of the test-subjects filed inside the carriage, with Felix going first, as the control module was housed in front of the right-most chair. Next came Walter, his eyes giddy with excitement. Following him was Vanessa and finally Billy. A pair of research assistants came aboard and began making sure the subjects were strapped in and that they weren’t wearing any excess metals that could cause problems with the time vortex. 
And when it was over, the group could look out into the lab where several researchers, interns, and management stood by, watching history being made. There were no cellphones—they weren’t even allowed in this part of the WinTech building, as this was a top-secret project that would hopefully remain that way for some time. The world would be changing soon, and a small part of Felix wondered if he’d just helped undo humanity. There seemed to be far more negative applications than positive. Perhaps he should’ve thought of that years ago, and not while he was seated in the cockpit of Pandora’s Box.
After the assistants outside finished their checks, Felix completed his own spiral-bound notebook worth of checks on the inside. For such an expensive and complicated piece of machinery, configuring it was rather simple. Felix’s knowledge of coding came from the creation of a math app he’d built for mobile devices back in college. And because his primary objective was always user friendliness, he carried those easy-to-understand interfaces into the DeLorean Project. On his command station he had a touchscreen that allowed him to jog the time to his specification. Just as Walter had suggested and which they all agreed, he chose March 12, 1992 at 8:00 o’clock at night. The big flashing button asked if he wanted to lock in the date.
He pressed it, and now turned control back over to his engineers outside the carriage.
The gyrosphere started up. Large, metal pylons dropped from the ceiling while several sprouted from the floor, making it look as if the whole thing was about to be swallowed up by an angry monster. Each of the pylon tips formed a ring around the carriage, and somewhere beneath them, they could feel the steady hum of the energy building. Suddenly, it was agonizingly hot where they four of them sat.
“I got it,” said Felix, and he flipped an overhead switch and the cabin filled with wonderfully cool, refreshing air. “It’s hard to keep the heat down when you’re harnessing this much power.”
“Yes,” said Walter, “I’m aware that a large portion of my money went to gold and platinum heatsinks.” Felix blanched, but the funder smiled and patted his leg. “It’s all part of the means, my good man. All part of the means.”
The steady buildup of power caused the carriage to vibrate. Felix had thought about giving them all mouthpieces to keep their teeth from chattering but he didn’t anticipate this would happen for long. Once the phase shift happened, it would all be calm again. He tightened his belt and toggled the time controls. His researchers were about to send control back to him—it would ultimately be Felix’s decision if this mission happened or not.
He waited with his heart thudding in his chest until the dashboard lit up, and the brake was released on the lever at the side. Felix had designed it this way on purpose—a touchscreen could fail. But a lever could more easily be replaced. His shaky hand grabbed it and he looked to his left, to the three other passengers who were in various states of excitement and dread. 
“Ready?” he asked, but his voice came out a croak. There’s no way they could’ve heard it over the ruckus brought on by the startup, but they nodded just the same. Felix returned it, grabbed the lever, shut his eyes, and pulled.
Almost immediately the vibration disappeared, as did the sound. He opened his eyes because it was like his senses had been stripped away, but what he saw was confusing at first, but then realized this was the way his science was supposed to work. It was dark outside the carriage—only the lights within were able to be seen. 
“What’s happening?” asked Billy.
Felix said, “We are orienting to drop into the correct time. This is normal. I call it spooling. Right now, we are between times. We’re . . . outside of it.”
“Groovy,” said Walter, and the other three snorted by his choice of word.
Felix wanted to follow-up with a fun, time-travel science fact, but then all four of them were plastered to their seats, as if hurtling through the air at great speed. The darkness beyond became so bright that they had to look away, and just as the shaking of the carriage grew to a crescendo, it died down again, and they were somewhere else entirely.
His first thought was they were at the beach, but he knew how preposterous this sounded. They’d dialed into Clarice Winters—then Clarice Thomas—to arrive at her office inside MIT. The reason his mind assumed beach was because the long expanse of wood just in front of the carriage, and it reminded him of the boardwalk when he was a child. 
It didn’t smell like the beach—it smelled of industry. He could detect ozone, the filings of pencil shavings, and the rain. Now that he had it in his head, he could hear it, and could see it through a darkened window far across the room—but something was off. Something was off about the whole experience.
“It was raining that night,” said Walter. “I remember the party well, and can remember Elizabeth Gibson coming in late because a roadster splashed mud all over her red dress. She was so angry.”
“Guys something isn’t right,” said Vanessa, and she unstrapped herself and stood in the carriage. She braced herself on the frame and leaned out, looking at the ground. And then, the entire thing tipped forward and she fell out, rolling down the side and landing on the wood.
“Vanessa!” said Walter, and before he could unbuckle himself, she stood.
“I’m okay, I’m . . .” She turned around, looked at the room, and finally seemed to realize what was wrong. “Guys . . . we . . . we’re small!”
“What?” said Walter. He unbuckled himself and leaned forward, careful not to fall out, but as Felix did the same, he knew that Vanessa had been correct.
They weren’t on the boardwalk. They were inside Clarice Winters’s office, currently sitting on her desk. The carriage was the size of a soccer ball and the people inside it were no more than five-inches tall. They’d arrived at the correct date and time, but somewhere along the line they’d been shrunken down.
“I don’t understand,” said Felix, sitting back down in defeat. “The calculations should’ve sent us to the supply room down the hall. It was empty and the right dimensions for the carriage. But it brought us . . . here. And where is here?”
“It’s definitely mom’s office,” said Vanessa, and she moved to the edge of the desk, like a tiny doll, and looked at the metal placard that read her name. “I suppose she’s at the party.”
“We have to get out of here,” said Walter, his voice rising. “We have to go back. This can’t be happening!”
“Calm down,” said Felix. “When we return to the present day, it should all be restored.”
That did little to relieve Walter, as the man started to pull at his shirt with nervous hands. He looked around, taking in the much larger world. It was all so captivating, all so insane that Felix didn’t even know where to begin debugging the code. In what universe did an error result in the time travelers being shrunken down to five inches?
Just then the ground started to shake. A giant pencil rolled across the desk just as Vanessa pulled herself back into the carriage. The doors were locked, so she had to squeeze through the slit. Her companions pulled her in and just in time—the carriage began to roll to the side. Vanessa hurried into her chair and strapped in just as her long, golden locks began to hang down in front of her eyes. She wanted to scream out, but something told her to be calm. Walter’s breathing was labored, and she worried that all this excitement would be fatal to his heart.
The carriage picked up speed and now they were all right side up again, and just when they’d made another rotation, each person inside the tiny ball felt their stomach’s rise to their throats. They were free-falling into the floor. Felix wasn’t sure why the carriage didn’t receive damage when it hit the tile—but his science-minded brain told him that they were probably more durable at this size. Either way, the carriage bounced once, then rolled away. It was making him sick, but he fought the nauseous feeling and waited for the world to stop spinning.
And that happened a moment later when they struck the wall and were wedged between a trashcan and the door leading to the hallway. For a moment, they all held their breath, either thinking the carriage was going to explode, or that they were going to vomit. But then, something perhaps even worse happened.
“What the hell?” said a woman somewhere above them. Again, the thumping on the ground.
The dizziness left Felix’s head just in time to see a pair of bare feet slapping against the wood, coming closer to the shrunken time travelers. They were quite attractive—as long as the whole carriage, with blue nail polish and a toe ring on her second toe.
For a moment she just stood there, as if inspecting the object, but then the room darkened as her shadow fell over them, and large hands gripped the sides of the sphere. Every small person fought back a scream as they sailed upward, past the girl’s long legs, past her low-cut red dress, and up to her short, blond hair and bright, blue eyes. It was disconcerting to see a face so close, and so large.
“What the hell is this thing?” she asked, looking at the tiny people. Her breath wafted across them—she’d been drinking some fruity alcohol.
“Shit, it’s my fucking adoptive mother,” whispered Vanessa. “I thought she was at a party?”
“She was!” Walter hissed. 
“We’re an hour early,” said Felix, looking at the readout on his panel. “I don’t know why but . . . somehow the console bugged out.”
“Ya think?” said Vanessa.
Clarice—currently a twenty-three-year-old prodigy-turned college professor—turned to the opened door and yelled down the hallway. “Is this some sort of joke?”
And then it hit Felix—she didn’t register that there were tiny people inside. Perhaps she thought the whole carriage was a toy, the ‘action figures’ included. With that thought in mind, he held his breath, attempting to look as robotic as possible. Clarice stared at them and blinked, then carried them back over to the desk.
She sat down and rolled her chair closer. A pencil came up, ready to prod Vanessa but Felix lifted himself out of the seat and kicked it away. At this, Clarice sat back, the pencil falling away and rolling aside. Again, she looked to the hallway, sure that one of her coworkers had been the mastermind of this devilish prank. She blew the hair from her eyes and leaned in again, this time focusing on Vanessa.
“Who are you?” said Clarice, squinting her eyes.
“I’m Vanessa,” said the girl through gritted teeth.
When the tiny woman spoke, Clarice backed up and her mouth fell open. 
“Holy shit, you . . . you answered me! Who built you?”
“No one built us!” said Walter, now in a panic. He reached across the console and started hitting buttons. Felix grabbed his hand and pulled him away.
“You have no idea what you’re doing!” said the scientist. But then, a large green button appeared in the middle of the screen which read EXECUTE? Even though the old man had swiped his hand across, he’d still managed to input the return sequence.
Before he could launch them back to 2021, Clarice picked up the carriage again, turning it to the side. None of them were strapped in now, so they all piled on top of Billy, away from the console. Clarice carried it over to a sofa by her bookshelves and looked into it again. Everyone fell back into their seats.
“Are you . . . real?” she asked. “Like little people?”
“Yes,” said Felix. “Please, put us back on the desk.” 
“Are you aliens?” She came in close, eyes finding the panicked Walter Matheson. But her stare was too much for the man who’d never encountered danger in his life, and he leaped across Felix and punched the button on the console.
It was clear from the moment Walter collapsed back into his seat that something was wrong. Felix only had theoretical data, so he didn’t know if the odd vibration and low, metallic hum in his ears was normal. Everyone inside the carriage was pulled back violently, and Clarice’s image seemed to shimmer, as if she were nothing more than a mirage in the desert. She could tell something was happening, and Felix hoped they would be taken back to their own time, and that this wouldn’t severely impact the timeline.
But then something strange happened—the tunnel of light opened up and they were whisked away from 1992, and when they appeared back in the lab, they weren’t alone. Gigantic hands still held onto the carriage, and now the assistants outside the sphere were screaming out, running around, unplugging valuable and dangerous components. Clarice looked around, confused and afraid, for she was a giantess amongst more tiny people. She recoiled, her hands still holding the carriage, and she slammed right into the side of the building.
Something inside the carriage sparked, and then the hydroxy pumps began filling the cabin with air. She took a step back, and several researchers found their way beneath her feet. Horrified, she screamed out and collapsed backward, her hold never leaving the carriage. Felix wasn’t sure she could let it go even if she wanted. Everyone inside assumed the worst—assumed they were about to go hurtling through the air, but just before Clarice hit the ground and caused an awful shockwave, the tunnel opened back up and they were sailing through a chasm of light.
They returned to the lab, still in 1992, still shrunken down to five inches, still with a Clarice Winters who was not yet Clarice Winters, but Clarice Thomas, who was seemingly fifty feet tall and only twenty-three years old. She stumbled back, landed in front of the sofa, and the carriage hit the floor. Felix saw a blue light erupt from the onboard computer, and then a concussive blast took his vision—and he found himself dead to the world.
At least for a few minutes.

      [image: image-placeholder]Vanessa was the first to wake. She was the first to assume she’d died. The carriage was on its side and she was lying on her stomach, head turned awkwardly. A numbness spread to all corners of her body, and an awful taste lined her mouth, as if she’d been chewing on pennies. Just in front of her lay a pile of bodies and she thought the worst. She remembered the bright blue spark, and then nothing but blackness. But unlike sleep, she knew something significant had happened. While there was no sight or sound or smell or taste, she had been unraveled. She wasn’t sure how she knew that, but it was the best way of explaining it. 
When she finally put her hands against the side of the carriage and lifted herself, she thought something had changed in her body. There was an odd gravity to the way her limbs moved that she simply wrote off as a side-effect of being small. But when she rolled around and put her back to the carriage, she made a startling discovery. 
This body was not her own.
She held her hands up and they began to shake as she realized what had happened. “Oh, fuck!” she said, but it wasn’t her voice, just like all the rest. It belonged to Walter. It was his clothes, his face, all of it. She didn’t even want to think of the log in her pants as she shifted her weight. 
Vanessa turned to Felix who was lying on his back. She touched his face, then struck him across the cheek and said, “Wake up! Something’s wrong!” 
He stirred, his eyes squinting, and he looked up into her face—Walter’s face. “What?” said the scientist.
“Help! Something has happened to me! I’m in Walter’s body.”
“I don’t understand,” he said slowly, and then his eyes went wide and he put his hands over his mouth, as if he were ashamed of the words. Felix scrambled away and pointed right at Vanessa and said, “Am I dead? I’m dead, aren’t I? Why else am I seeing myself!”
And then it clicked. Just as Vanessa was inside Walter’s body, someone else was inside Felix’s. This did not bode well for the other two members of the group. She was the more level-headed, the less hysterical, so she pulled Billy away, and pinned beneath him was her own body—she looked marvelous like always, but now wasn’t the time to think of such things. It was making her ill to see herself from the sidelines. What could’ve caused this? Was there a way to reverse it?
Vanessa grabbed her own shoulders and gave them a shake, and when the eyes flew open, she said, “Who are you?” The girl who was not Vanessa gave a quizzical look. “Who are you?” the real Vanessa repeated.
“It’s Felix,” she said, and immediately the scientist’s eyes went wide. “What the hell? What the hell, what the fuck?” He looked down and a nice pair of breasts stared back up at him. He ran his hands down the front of his body as if he didn’t believe it. Vanessa tried hard not to be offended, but this was a dire situation that was getting crazier by the moment. 
“I guess he got lucky,” said Walter through Felix’s lips. He pointed to Billy who was just now stirring. The intern sat up and rubbed a hand across his head, then took in the others who were all sitting around, silently contemplating their situation.
Vanessa pulled him into a sitting position, his eyes never leaving her face. “Who are you?” he asked.
“Good question,” said Vanessa in the old man’s voice. “You won’t believe it but I’m Vanessa. Somehow I ended up in Walter’s body.” She pointed to him, who was actually Felix on the inside.
“You alright, Billy?” said Vanessa.
He looked to all the faces, as if waiting for them to explain the punchline of the joke. But what they mistook for slow comprehension was something else entirely. He said, “Why are you calling me Billy?”
This made them all look to one another for an explanation because things just kept getting weirder and weirder. 
“That’s . . . you,” said Felix. “We all switched bodies somehow, but we’re guessing you were spared. Do you feel okay? Head hurting?”
He shook his head and said, “My name isn’t Billy. It’s Clarice.”
And then, it began to click.
Each occupant of the DeLorean Project looked past the dumbfounded intern—who was no intern at all now, and stared outside to the unconscious, giant woman lying across the front of the sofa. Her eyes were clamped shut, and her face grimaced as if she were in the middle of an awful nightmare. 
Vanessa put a hand to her own cheek and said, “Shit, then if you’re in here, that means . . .”
“That Billy is in her,” said Felix, pointing to the massive woman.
“We need to wake her . . . him,” said Walter, stumbling over his words. “Make her . . . him, move us out of the way so we can think!”
It sounded as good as any plan to Vanessa.
They disbanded the carriage, stepping out and seeing the world through new eyes—for two different reasons. Vanessa led the charge, heading toward her adoptive mother’s knee. Clarice was passed out longways, her legs slightly open, arms above her head. By the time everyone was out of the carriage, they heard another thump in the hallway—another footstep. The ripple of it, most likely unheard by normal-sized people, traveled into Clarice’s office and set the carriage rolling away. 
“No!” said Felix, and he held out his hands as if to chase. The ball rolled across the room until it was in the walkway by the desk. Now, the four tiny people were standing just in front of the giantess, feeling horribly exposed. The footsteps were still approaching. 
“What now?” asked Walter, probably happier than he’d ever been since he was now in a young, vibrant body.
“Her,” said Felix, pointing to the giantess. “Hide . . . on her!”

      [image: image-placeholder]Each of the tiny people scrambled, and each found a spot on the giantess that wasn’t ideal, but for some, it was exciting and fun, despite the fear they all felt. The footsteps continued on, and would be inside the room in another couple of seconds.
Felix and Vanessa entered her shirt at the bottom, then moved their way up until they were sitting in her bra, right against the warm flesh of her breasts. It was an odd idea, being right against the nipple of a giantess, but in that moment none of them were thinking of such things. Vanessa, inside Walter’s body, brought her legs up close to her chin, making herself as small as possible inside the cup.
Walter piloted his new, lithe body toward her knee-high dress, dropping to all fours and disappearing into the darkness. He could detect her scent as he brushed up against the panties, and perhaps it was only his imagination, but he was certain it increased. Just to be safe, he used his hands to pull back the elastic of her panties, and then rolled over until he was on the inside. Then, he kept his grip, not wanting to roll any further down, but also not wanting to be seen. Her scent was doing strange things to the scientist’s body he was inhabiting.
Clarice, inside Billy’s body, was the most standoffish. She had the notion that if someone came into the office, they would help rescue her. Unlike the rest, she knew these people and they knew her. But that would be rather hard to explain in her current state—she was five inches, in a man’s body, and her old body was currently lying spread out. Still, Clarice was a little angry that this group of people were so cavalier when it came to finding hiding spots along her body. She didn’t want to defile herself in such a way, so she ran along the outside, then disappeared into her own shirt pocket. She tucked her legs into a ball and hunkered down, listening to the footsteps arrive in the office and come to stand over Clarice’s body.
“Clarice? Miss Thomas?” said a male’s voice. Each tiny person listened intently, waiting to see what would happen next. Each of them felt the jostle as the man put a hand on his coworker and gave her a tiny shake. Only the real Clarice knew his name was Frank, and that he worked in the office down the hall. She poked her head out of the pocket, careful not to let him see her—and noticed that the giantess was starting to stir, her eyes flickering open.

      [image: image-placeholder]Billy didn’t understand what was happening, the least of all why a man was calling him Clarice. His head was swimming and he took the strange guy’s arm as he was lifted into a sitting position.
“Let’s get you on the sofa, Miss Thomas,” said the man, and he helped to hoist Billy up. As his ass settled on the seat, he looked down and realized something was amiss—this wasn’t his body. It took him a moment to realize it was the crazy giant lady who’d grabbed onto them and ruined their attempt to get back to present day. 
“What happened, miss? Fall and hit your head?” The man was on his knees, looking at Billy pleadingly, only he wasn’t seeing Billy—he was seeing Clarice.
“I’m fine,” he said in a high, dainty voice. “Just . . . got dizzy is all.” He looked down and there were the high heel shoes that matched the dress. To show this man he was feeling okay, he slipped on the shoes and stood, a rush of dancing lights moving across his vision, but hiding it from his face just fine.
“Okay. Let’s get you to your car.”
Billy allowed the man to lead him toward the desk, probably to grab Clarice’s keys and purse. He was in a state of mild shock and found it best to keep quiet. His body was not his own, and that’s why he barely noticed all the little people clinging to various parts of it. 
But halfway across the office, Billy spotted the carriage on the floor, and instinctively he went to scoop it up. Between the dizziness and the insistence to wearing heels, he stumbled, dropped to his knee, and landed on his palms.
And then he heard a crunch beneath him.
“Shit,” he mouthed, and raised his knee. The carriage was completely crushed beneath his weight.
“What’s
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