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  The Masters of Size

The Follow-Up Story to ‘Shrinking Mankind’


Ms. Powell stood in the doorway of the lab, looking across the ruined expanse of Fort Charles. Just a few hundred yards away were her three New Elves, each two hundred feet tall, ready to face off against a trio of like-sized creatures. It was an even fight until another alien showed up, this one towering over all of them. This new addition stood at a whopping six-hundred feet, and looked at Powell’s New Elves with vengeful eyes. After all, they’d been part of the group who unknowingly kidnapped one of the invaders. 
She should have made another suit. It probably wouldn’t have made a difference, but four giant women would be better than three. Her Plan B was the laptop hooked to the box—the alien artifact she found years ago when the invaders arrived. For so long it had been inert, but that changed the moment the colossal lady appeared.
The little runes on the side began to glow, and Powell placed it into her analysis harness. She’d built it years ago as a means of decrypting the strange artifact. And, after all this time, she’d nearly given up on discovering anything useful. But now, it was sending billions of lines of code to her computer—compiling something . . . some sort of blueprint. The colossal lady pulled it from a deep slumber.
“We have to get out of here,” said Powell to herself, just as the girls outside began to fight. Each time the colossal woman stepped down, it made the lights flicker and dust fall from the ceiling. She turned and looked at the dead figure floating in her glass tube, although Powell now didn’t think she was dead at all. The strange elf’s name was Teej, but apparently that wasn’t correct. She was named Grema, and was apparently of great importance.
“I suppose they can have you,” said Powell, thinking the box and the wonderful data coming from it was a far better prize. There would be no way to get Teej out of here, anyway—not where they were going.
She packed up her gear, including the box and the laptop and placed it all on a rolling cart, then she shoved it down the hallway toward the collapsed end of her lab. The fight outside was picking up—her girls would lose for sure, but that didn’t mean Powell couldn’t get out. That didn’t mean she couldn’t start over. 
At the end of the hall, she uttered a tiny prayer that the emergency elevator would still be powered. It was hidden—something not many people knew about other than her top SIRENs but they were gone now. Powell punched the button, ecstatic that the lights flickered on and the doors opened. She shoved the cart inside, stepped in with it, and then her finger hovered over the button that would take her to the sublevel. 
But at the last second, she dropped her hand and slumped there in the elevator, listening to the rumble above, to the walls creak and the dust spit on the floor. She couldn’t turn her back on her girls—after all, she’d created them to be so much more. Powell pushed the cart aside and ran out, feeling the ground shake with each thundering giantess attack.
She stopped at her workstation, the place where she’d used her precious kiwis to turn the growth serum into an aerosol. The giant girls outside were currently hooked up to those devices, but that didn’t mean Powell couldn’t join them—at least for a few seconds to get her point across. Quickly, she grabbed a tiny sliver of leftover kiwi—it wasn’t much, but it was enough.
Outside, the fight had been carried away, closer to the city on their island, Ohawna. Powell was surprised that there were still things to burn down there. Someone’s heavy footfalls had ruptured gas tanks and now the ballooning fire was rising to the sky. So far, her New Elves were winning the day.
There were three Sky Elves—what she called the invaders because of their bluish skin—but each were crumpled to the ground in front of their ‘Vader’ suits. Powell’s elite girls made up of Sally, Krell, and Crysta, were good fighters. They’d been male marines before the experiment—an experiment designed to gender swap them so that the growth serum would work. It worked a little too well, and now they were subservient to her in a way normal soldiers could never be. 
The only battle now was between the three giantesses and the mega girl who’d come looking for Grema. Powell watched as the colossal creature kicked them around like children. Sally and Krell tried to topple her, each wrapping arms around her legs. Then, Crysta jumped, snatching her around the torso but her weight wasn’t enough to topple the big lady. Instead, the colossal girl stormed around, flinging the girls off like annoying bugs.
Powell popped the kiwi in her mouth and swallowed, feeling the serum starting to change her. She didn’t bother undressing. Instead, she took off running toward the battle, feeling her clothes grow tight, feeling her toes pop out of her shoes. Halfway there, she ripped the shirt down the middle, looking very much like a superhero but feeling nothing of the sort. This was a dangerous idea, and one that could spell disaster for them all.
By the time she reached Krell, the girl was struggling to get up.
“Ms. Powell?” she said, head swimming. “We’re not powerful enough for her.”
“You’re not. So come on.”
Sally reached into the ground and lifted something just as Powell yelled her name. She turned around, offered a wry grin that was in direct opposition of her success on the battlefield. In her hand she held what Powell thought was a bus—but that wasn’t quite right. It was several large barrels arranged in a straight rack that looked like fuel cannisters. This was a diesel power plant, she realized. The giant woman slammed her oversized fist into Crysta’s belly and the woman went flying in Powell’s direction just as Sally tossed the power plant.
It hit the giantess with a colossal boom, and while it was probably painless, it was enough of a distraction for the girls to make sense of what Powell wanted—to leave the battlefield immediately. She was already starting to shrink back down as they turned and fled back into the base. The New Elves thought it was suicide, but Powell knew what she was doing.
Halfway back, Sally scooped up the now tiny woman and raced on. They could hear the oversized alien getting back to her feet just as they entered the fort. Sally dropped Powell and the three big ladies bled their size, then followed their leader into the lab. None of them were surprised of this secret elevator. They rode the lift down, waiting for the big lady to demolish the lab above.
“Where are you taking us, ma’am?” said Crysta, hand rubbing her injured belly.
“Somewhere safe. Somewhere to think.”
“What’s it doing?” Sally asked, looking at the glowing runes on the side of the box. 
“Precisely what it’s meant to,” Powell said.
The doors opened and the girls hurried down the hall to the tram—which was missing. Powell found that odd, but was glad she brought her firearm anyway. She called it back—if it were at the opposite end of its connection, that would be seven miles away. But such trams moved in the blink of an eye, and an empty car arrived only a few seconds later.
Each of the girls loaded inside, Powell stood by the door and drew her weapon. Then, she kicked the console to send it yo-yoing back to its other destination. When the doors open, she was met by a trio of guns. She knew someone would be trapped here. After all, Powell was the only one who could proceed further in this direction.
“Hello, girls,” she said.
Amber, Tina, and Marie slowly lowered their weapons but they were hesitant to assume everything was okay . . .
Her three SIRENs had taken off at the first sign of trouble. They’d known about Powell’s tram, had known about the ship waiting on the other side of the vault door. But what they didn’t know was the access code to get through. That was because it was linked to Ms. Powell’s biometrics. No one was escaping the island without her. 
“I should shoot you right now,” she said. “You deserted. These three would never.” She waved a hand at the New Elves. Her SIRENs simply stared at them, blank looks on their faces. Amber was the first to drop her gun and take a step back. Tina and Marie quickly followed, feeling ashamed to wave a gun in their leader’s face.
“We’re sorry,” said Marie. “We weren’t thinking.”
Before Powell said anything, the ground started to shake. The colossal girl was close, but it was unlikely she knew their location. Still, they couldn’t stay there for long. Powell narrowed her eyes at the group of SIRENs and walked past, heading toward the door that would lead them out. 
This hideaway was meant to sustain Powell for six months. There were rations—military MREs, pallets of water, and even a library to stave off boredom. She’d never had a reason to use it, not once in all the years since the invasion. But now, she didn’t think it was safe. The colossal girl would find them, she was sure. That big lady was angry and wouldn’t stop tearing up the island, even after she found the sleeping Grema.
And as if she’d heard them, the room shuddered again. For now, she was far away. She wouldn’t stay distant forever. 
Powell pulled a metal briefcase from the cart beneath the box and the laptop. She held it out toward her friends and opened the lid. Inside, nestled in black felt was a trio of jet injectors. She’d already drawn up the formula, a slightly tweaked design that she’d used to create the New Elves. 
“Ma’am?” said Tina, wide-eyes staring at the injectors.
Powell said, “We’re leaving. And if you’re coming with me, we’re establishing rules. Such as no one runs off again.”
The SIRENs exchanged skeptical looks, but it was Amber who relented, picking up the first gun. She held the rest against her own neck and then pulled the trigger. She made a little agitated moan, but turned to her sister SIRENs and nodded for them to do the same. Tina injected herself, and the moment Marie was pumping herself with the purple serum, Amber’s change had begun.
Her skirt fell to the floor, pooling around her feet. Mouth hanging open, she reached down to pull it up but stumbled because a sudden wave of vertigo swept across her. After that, she straightened and put a hand to her forehead but her fingers were no longer there—they had retreated into the sleeve of her shirt. She was shrinking, and fast. Just before her head disappeared into the neck hole, Powell watched as her ears elongated, her hair turned black, and her chin sharpened to a fine point. After that, the other two girls began to change, as well.
Tina and Marie both dwindled away, their clothes crashing on top of them. The refinement of Ms. Powell’s serum had been a success, and the three New Elves watched it all with curious eyes. Within a couple of minutes, the girls had been reduced to writhing piles of skirts and blouses on the floor, and then one by one they found their way out. Powell stood over them, her heels taller than the six-inch women. 
Like those before, they’d been transformed into New Elves, subservient in every way. Powell said, “You haven’t earned new names yet. That remains to be seen.” She reached down and gathered them up, then placed them on the cart next to the box.
Amber said, “Will we . . . grow back, ma’am?”
Powell nodded. “In time. So you’d better be on your best behavior.”
The room quieted after her stern words and she turned away to stifle a grin. She found another outfit in a closet by the door, neatly packaged in plastic. It was her usual attire—business skirt and blouse top that revealed the curves of her body, not that anyone was looking. In a weapons locker she found a gun belt with a pair of 9mm pistols. After sliding her feet into a pair of black heels, she turned to the large doors at the edge of the room.
She placed her face against the retinal scanner on the wall and let the laser pass across it. A distant ding rang somewhere above them, and then the doors swished open, revealing a long tunnel beyond. She pushed the cart, along with the three tiny New Elves.
Normally this hall had a ‘people mover’ as she liked to call it—a conveyor belt that saved a lot of walking. But now the auxiliary power was on, enough to open the doors and turn on a few lights, but not enough to run the belt. No matter. It was only a half a mile to the exit, and from there—smooth sailing.
“Ma’am, do we have a plan?” asked Sally, struggling to keep up with Powell. The boss led them on, although it was a mystery where they needed to go. This corridor had no side passages and went on like a long, winding snake.
“Back to the mainland, I suppose.”
Tina gasped—they’d never thought of venturing back, not after all these years. “But there’s nothing left,” she said.
Powell nodded. “Then hopefully there won’t be any invaders there to claim it.”
Ceruleanites. They’re called Ceruleanites.
“What?” said Powell, whirling to face the girls. She brought the cart to such a sudden stop that the tiny women went tumbling to the edge. But the New Elves just stared at her quizzically. Powell watched the recovering tiny girls and said, “Was it you?” And like their bigger counterparts, looked on with curious eyes. 
“Are you okay, ma’am?” said Marie. 
“Fine,” she said. But no, she thought. I’m hearing voices.
She’s going to come after you, said the disjointed voice again. Powell stopped and stumbled just as soon as she started moving again. This time the girls couldn’t help but notice her odd behavior but the boss quickly recovered and straightened her skirt. She’d somehow managed to step out of her heels.
“Who? Who is going to come after me?”
But she knew. The thumping was but a distant hum now, and Powell didn’t think the voice was talking about the colossal girl. It was talking about Teej—about Grema. The voice was coming from the box, although only part of her brain was aware of it.
Powell looked at each of her girls in challenge, but none of them offered up a response. They simply watched her mental breakdown with a mixture of wonder and worry. She laughed and shook her head, and that’s when she noticed the rhythmic pulsing of the box. She put her fingers around it, ready to lift it from the cradle, but then she was suddenly overcome with a sense of vertigo—and in an instant she knew everything.
She saw the Ceruleanites’ planet. They called it Trollin IV, and it was several billion light years away, cleverly hidden beyond the rim of their star. Powell experienced a barrage of memories, like an ancestral flipbook made up of their DNA. They traveled from world to world, seeding them and using the organic material to create more Ceruleanites, as they did not reproduce by traditional means. 
But most of all, Powell learned that they were on this planet not to consume, but to find something. That part of the vision was choppy, but she knew the box had something to do with it. The box was showing her the way.
Did that make it a friend or foe?
The entire idea was preposterous, but she shook off the concerned hands of her New Elves and trudged on, once again knocking the tiny people to their feet. A loud screech filled the hallway and it put the girls on alert, but it wasn’t cause for alarm—it was merely the wheels of the cart gaining enough traction to make a fuss. Powell and the New Elves were all hanging by a thread of nerve.
At the end of the hall, another retinal scanner blocked their path. She opened it easily enough, then wheeled the cart down a steep ramp and onto sand. From here, she instructed her girls to pick up the tiny New Elves while she grabbed the box and her laptop.
They were outside, but it was hard to get their bearings because they were nestled between the cliffs. There was a metal path but it was buried in the sand. This was not a port often used. When the girls cleared the edge of the cliff and could see the water beyond, their eyes were drawn to the massive ship parked across the horizon. 
It was a Type-4 Class warship known as a Titan. Powell always hated that name—it was just a few letters short of Titanic. But it had proven itself in battle and most importantly, in sleuthing. Her ship was state of the art, and its cloaking technology was second to none. It made her happy to see the stern lights blinking. That meant the ship was powered up, and had been the moment the security protocols at Fort Charles were triggered. It was amazing that the Vaders didn’t find this place and dismantle it when they invaded.
“We’re going on that?” asked Sally. The Titan was classified, and the marine she’d been in another life wasn’t privy to that information. 
“If it’s seaworthy,” said Powell. “C’mon. Let’s put Hawaii to our rudder.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Lucky for them, the invaders weren’t concerned with water. When they first arrived, over a decade ago, they emptied Earth’s oceans by almost six percent. It caused mass devastation and destruction, but after that they moved onto hard materials—metals, wood, stone. Powell always believed they met a quota and then traveled elsewhere, leaving behind the Vaders—giant suits piloted by the Ceruleanites—to oversee the planet limping toward death.
For the first few hours they could see the colossal woman—who Powell now knew was named Bracka the Enforcer thanks to the box—casually strolling through the ruined city of Ohawna. The Titan passed between the Molokai and Maui islands, giving her a wide berth. She was too far away to see them, and Powell followed her movements with a pair of high-powered binoculars until she was only a speck on the horizon. She still didn’t trust the Titan’s cloaking tech to keep them hidden.
“I think we’re clear,” she told her girls, returning to the bridge and inspecting the open sea before them. 
“I’ve plotted a course,” said Marie, sitting at the control center with half a dozen binders open across the consoles. No one knew how to use any of this equipment besides Powell, but she was only concerned with putting distance between themselves and Bracka. 
“Where?” Powell asked.
Sally said, “Far, far away from here. We figure we’d head north toward the cold. Prince Rupert looks good.”
“Fine,” said Powell, and she headed off to her quarters where the box and laptop were waiting. She didn’t care for the cold much, but neither did the invaders. They left so much of the frigid spots in the world untouched.
The ship was quiet, the water calm. Powell stared out through her porthole window, watching as the blue line tilted back and forth. She had the box on her desk across the room, and the trio of tiny elf women were sitting on her bed. They weren’t so small now—they’d gained a couple of inches but she didn’t think they’d noticed. In time, they would grow back to normal but they didn’t know that—and she wasn’t going to tell them. 
She sat down in front of the box and hovered her hand over it, reluctant to feel the rush of patterns and memories. But this time was different. This time she only felt the cool metal of it buzzing gently under her fingertips. There was so much power there, and she needed to know how to control.
How to benefit from it . . .
“Talk to me,” she whispered. She could feel the eyes of the tiny women on her back. The box remained still, the pulses still a slow, steady rhythm. She didn’t think that would work. The box wouldn’t talk to her unless it had something to say. If she took away nothing else from peering into their culture, the one thing she knew was this: They were the masters of size and they bequeathed that power on others. Scale and mass were at their command in a way that Powell had never known. She would learn their secrets sooner or later.
She returned to her door, shut it, then locked it. The three tiny women on the bed stared up at her with fearful, yet curious eyes. They’d been wonderful servants before, but such was the failing of the human conditioning. Powell had learned long ago not to count on anyone, that given the right circumstances, anyone could betray you. Her SIRENs served her well, but even in their darkest hour, in their moments of fear, they wavered from the clarity of servitude. Not now. These creatures were backed by science, and they’d never falter again.
“Stand up,” she ordered, putting her hands on her hips. Powell was in desperate need for attention. 
Each tiny girl, naked with blue skin on full display, stood straight as an arrow. They awaited orders from their big mistress. Powell appraised them for a moment, saying nothing, only staring with a tight-lipped grin and narrow eyes. 
Finally, she said, “I don’t care for that. How about you bow?”
They didn’t hesitate. Normal subjects would’ve looked at each other and questioned the command, but not the New Elves. One by one they found a knee, and when there was a perfect row of kneeling girls, they bent over, rolled their hands across the covers of the bed, and dropped their foreheads against it. Powell tried to keep herself composed like the taskmaster in which she fancied herself, but it was tough. Seeing the SIRENs she’d known for years suddenly filled with devout servitude was cause for a smile.
“Now, let’s have a little fun, shall we?”
They knew what that meant, for they’d been part of the group who’d helped to create the first New Elves—the ones who fondled the male marines while they turned to women and shrunk down. Powell assessed them, then slowly slipped out of her skirt. She let it fall to a puddle around her ankles, then kicked it across the room. Her blouse only had three buttons, for she was too well-endowed to fasten the top one. She arched her back and let it slide off her smooth shoulders. After that, she danced out of the panties and stood before the trio of tiny, naked New Elves. They were subservient—but they were also enamored by Powell’s giant, luscious body.
She stepped across them, pushing her knee down into the mattress so deep that it made them topple. After a good night’s rest, they would probably wake up with bruises. Powell had not been kind to them so far. 
She moved up the bed, lying flat with the girls to one side of her. After closing her eyes, she lay still, curious to see if the little people would take the initiative and pleasure her. It didn’t take long, and the moment she grew comfortable and stifled a yawn, she felt tiny feet pressing down into her thigh. It sent goosebumps racing across her flesh.
At the same time, another small girl’s hands pushed into her sole, and the tension left Powell’s body. It was somewhere between pleasurable anticipation and Chinese water torture as she waited for the third girl to make an appearance. So much fun could be had when one took their eyes out of the equation. And then, little arms gripped her left hand and hoisted up. That tiny woman moved up her chest and knelt down on her stomach, just in front of her breasts. 
Powell’s nipples became hard and she stifled a moan, not wanting the little women to know the extent of her pleasure. Not yet, anyway. Tiny hands wrapped around one of the nipples. Warm breath in the smallest of bursts, wafted over her flesh. If she remained perfectly still, she could feel a tongue lashing across it, meek yet effective.
The girl at her foot felt magical, but that was a testament to how tense Powell had been feeling. These days, at the end of the world, people often neglected their own pleasure. And she certainly hoped that once they found a place to hide, activities such as this became more commonplace.
At the tapping of the girl between her legs, Powell spread them open, and now there were tiny hands rubbing along her slit. It made her shiver, but she quickly regained control and subtly bit her lip to contain her excitement. The way she was growing wet, however, would not be hidden. Those same little hands gripped her clit and tugged, and this time Powell couldn’t help but cry out. It was so alien—even to her own ears—that the trio of girls stopped working for a moment, as if staring at each other in wonder, and then went back to work.
The girl at her foot switched sides and the goosebumps started all over again. A moment later, the breast girl moved on, as well. They created a circuit that kept Powell tingling, moaning, and bucking off the bed. But none of them were so effective as the girl who slid down her wet slit and landed on the bed between her legs. Powell knew what was coming, and not watching it happen made it all the more potent. She trailed a hand down and then used two fingers to hold herself open, knowing such a tiny woman wasn’t equipped to handle such a tight pussy on her own.
Little hands pushed at the lips and Powell held her breath, wanting to feel every bit of movement between her legs. The other girls stopped, perhaps watching their sister burrow, but that was okay. She was feeling electrified, her body starting to quiver. When the tiny woman was halfway inside, Powell worried that she was going to crush her, for it was her first instinct to clench. But she relaxed, lulled back by the sudden massages of the other two girls. 
The little pussy diver could only fit partially. After all, she was around eight inches tall and by the feel of her, broad-shouldered like Marie. She’d gone in head-first and with her arms up high, she wiggled around with wonderful effect. Powell could feel her body temperature rising. 
In all of the arousal, she forgot that pleasure activated the change . . .
Her eyes flew open and she stared down as the tiny woman who was trying to pull herself out because she was inching larger. She’d managed to slide far enough on Powell’s juices but became stuck at the head. Her little hands were pressed into the giantess’s thighs, attempting to get free. For a moment it felt wonderful—that little swelling head—but then Powell knew if she didn’t act fast, it would be rather painful for both of them, possibly deadly.
The other two girls were inching bigger but they were far smaller than the girl with her head stuck. Powell reasoned it was because she was aroused due to her important job, rather than the pedestrian task of the other two. She gripped the girl around the waist, feeling her body relax with the promise of help, and then tugged. It was slightly painful, and when the girl finally pulled out with a pop, she cleared her eyes and smiled. It was Marie, after all.
“Sorry, ma’am!” said the tiny girl. “I’ll keep going!” And then she pushed forward again, pressing her face against the now too-small lips of Powell’s pussy. The giantess grinned and sat up on her elbows, toppling Tina down to her stomach. It was enjoyable to watch these little women start to enlarge based on their level of arousal. She certainly wanted to play with that notion.
She lay back down and snatched a nine-inch Tina, then dangled her in the air. The little woman struggled for a moment and then realized that she shouldn’t fight against her mistress. Slowly, her legs stopped thrashing. Powell brought her down against her face, spreading her legs apart with her cheeks until Tina was straddling her mouth. Already the warm air was lighting up the tiny girl with delight, and Powell could feel trembles in her body.
Tongue lashing, Tina tensed, then relaxed. Powell let go and she collapsed across her big face, arms crossed over her nose. With just one finger on her back to keep her steady, Powell licked her tiny pussy, tasting her on the tip. Given how much the tiny woman was quivering, it wouldn’t be long before she exploded, so Powell took her time. She ran her tongue along the girl’s thighs, darting close to her sweet spot and then retreating at the last minute. It was a game of teasing that was borderline cruel. Still, the tiny woman responded to it, and once Powell returned to her pussy with full force, it didn’t take long to bring her to orgasm. 
At the same time Ms. Powell was tasting Tina, the girl’s weight was beginning to increase. Her little legs, which only a moment before hung halfway down Powell’s cheeks, were now long enough to touch the pillow around her head. Powell kept a tight hold around her waist, keeping her in place so that she didn’t topple over. Her little ragged moans were changing as her voice deepened, and where Powell could only lick her pussy before, she could now push the tip of her tongue inside. 
When that growing woman became too heavy to bear, Powell rolled aside and she went crashing to the bed in a fit of laughter. Now on her back, Powell grabbed Amber who’d been massaging her feet. Sliding the girl toward her, Powell buried her face between her legs, feeling her body slowly starting to spread out. 
In a matter of minutes, her calves went from small enough to fit between two fingers to big enough to hold like bottles of water. Powell found a rhythm and jerked her forward each time her tongue entered, creating a back-and-forth motion that made Amber’s legs start to shake. But before Powell could taste her orgasm, a voice purred in her ear.
She’s found you.
Powell sat up, two flavors of juices dribbling off her chin. She looked over to the box on the desk, now throbbing with urgency. The tiny women—although not nearly as tiny as before—went tumbling as Powell stood and raced to her desk. 
“What? What are you talking about?”
Silence. She didn’t care that her girls were staring at her as if she’d just lost her mind. When the box wouldn’t say anything else, Powell slammed her fist down.
“Ma’am, are you okay?” said Marie, still covered in Powell’s juices but now half her normal size. 
“Fine,” and then to the box, “Tell me!”
A moment past and then she heard it in her head, clear as if someone were standing in the room. Bracka the Enforcer has found you. She’s come to take me back. You sent out a signal and now they know.
“Know what?”
Where to find the source.
Powell didn’t have the slightest clue what that meant. Before she could even attempt to make sense of what was happening, the ship’s distress sirens began to wail. The trio of various-sized girls held their ears but Powell acted as though she didn’t hear it. She quickly threw on her clothes, strapped on her gun belt, and then picked up the box and laptop. Then, she raced to the bridge hoping that whatever had set off the alarm would give her enough time to prepare.

      [image: image-placeholder]A few minutes earlier, the original trio of New Elves were engaging in a similar activity. Something about the change had forced a great arousal in the girls and Sally reasoned it had something to do with the way they felt while shrinking. Powell indicated that sexual excitement made the change more successful, but Sally would’ve never guessed there’d be lingering effects. Whenever she looked at her sister elves, she felt a tingle between the legs. 
And shortly after Powell left with the trio of shrunken women (along with that mysterious box), Sally flopped back in her chair and pulled Krell down on top of her. They kissed at the console while Crysta just smiled and shook her head. She was too busy trying to plot their course—something they assumed was easy in theory but difficult in execution. 
The ship was nuclear powered, so the girls reasoned that as long as they kept the sunrise on their starboard side, they were going the right way. They had plenty of time to learn the controls before they got closer to their destination. Right now, they were casting a large metaphorical net. The time for spearfishing would come when they could see the coast.
“Do you feel that?” asked Crysta a few minutes after Sally pushed Krell’s head down between her legs. Neither of them cared, but their sister elf who’d kept her wits about her knew something was amiss. Crysta slid out of her chair and put her head to the ground, as if she could hear through the thick metal.
“What on Earth are you doing?” Sally managed, legs clenching around the other girl’s head. This game would’ve been so much better if they would’ve had access to shrink tech.
Without answering, Crysta pulled herself off the floor and went around to the aft console. She flipped through the pages of a binder, something she’d been reading earlier, and finally found what she needed. On the bank of switches in front of her, she flipped two of them and pressed a button until it was flickering green. Then, the screen lit up, a 2D model of the ship and the surrounding water displayed. 
And far out to the starboard side was a giant shape. It blinked for a moment, then disappeared. The girls watched with bated breath, and then it came back on, now a little closer. Sally quickly pushed Krell away, then joined Crysta by the sonar. The object was stalking the ship.
“Is it a sub?” asked Sally.
Crysta shook her head. “No. It’s too big. And I don’t think a sub could detect us.” And then, she slammed her hand down on a big red button on the main console. The ship’s alert system began to cry out its annoying scream.
The girls fled the bridge, circled the steps up to the main deck and then stared out to the starboard side. They saw nothing but the rolling blue, but then again they didn’t expect anything because the sonar was detecting something below the waves. There could be anything under there, as they were on the open ocean without a sliver of land in sight.
It was unusually quiet but that was the nature of the sea. Still, it was as if all the small sounds of the world had snuffed out. Sally gripped the handrail and stared out—it was a clear day, not a cloud in the sky. And just when she was about to turn and say something to her sisters, the water, two-hundred yards out, began to bubble . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Ms. Powell arrived on deck just as a shape emerged from the water. She was carrying the box and laptop and placed them on the steps leading up to the highest point on the ship—the place with the best vantage point to see what was happening. The New Elves were watching, clueless as to what they could do. 
“Do we have weapons?” asked Sally. 
“We have no crew,” Powell reminded, but then she
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