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  Tug of War


It had been thirty years since the formation of the Corporation. Two rival companies, both helmed by giantess beauties, had gone to war with one another and just as quickly joined forces. Humanity would have probably fared much better had they remained enemies, but the ladies running the show knew better. They knew that united was the only  true path to world domination. 
Now, the planet was divided into two very distinct groups—the giantesses and the tinies who served them. Most of the tinies were men because women had so many options in this new world. Women weren’t slaves—they were executrixes. Men did all the heavy lifting. They shaped the world, but would never be given such credit. But even thirty years into the new order of things, normal men weren’t even worthy, not without augmentation. So a few years back, the brilliant minds at the Corporation instituted cloning technology. They were able to make the perfect tiny man—and that’s exactly what he was, for the time.
The Tier One series had its strengths—they were six-inch tall men who were genetically engineered and modified to serve their larger counterparts. They were just intelligent enough to do simple office tasks, and they did them well and efficiently. Since women controlled the world, a tiny man’s value was determined by how well they served in the bedroom. No more did women have to relegate their pleasure to a lifeless, buzzing tube. Now, they had a tiny man who was trained in pleasing a woman. And the T-1 series did an adequate job in the bedroom, or in the relaxation lounges that filled office buildings across the globe.
Jenna Culpepper had played with her share of T-1 men. Her office building had several of them, and each executrix was assigned her own assistant. Jenna found them capable of many things, and since she worked in her company’s marketing department, she loved how artfully they could draw up pitches. Their little hands and logical minds were like those old dot-matrix printers she’d read about. Her T-1 had certainly made her job a little easier.
She worked in a small office for FemTech—a subsidiary of the Corporation. Their specialty was women’s hosiery, shoes and beauty products. They were some of the most well-known and most highly-sought on the planet. Jenna’s department was specifically in charge of marketing the new line of women’s hosiery—including the new Super-sheer and Ultra-Tex line of pantyhose and stockings. It was a cozy place, with only eleven girls running the office. 
Jenna liked the place, as it was more like friends and family than coworkers. The tinies did most of the grunt work, which left Jenna and the others free to be creative. But that was not to say there were no rivals . . .
Trish Van Delsing was Jenna’s polar opposite, from physical appearance to personality. Jenna was the light, and Trish the dark. Jenna’s hair was strawberry blond, where Trish had a mop of black locks. Jenna had a sweet demeanor where Trish was brash and to the point. The girls had a working relationship, one that Jenna fostered far more than Trish—although there was a constant gleam in the green eye of the dark-haired woman.
Jenna had been eying her across the office, watching as the woman filed her nails while a pair of tinies massaged her feet upon the desk. She was much crueler to the tiny people than Jenna would ever think of being, but that was the case for most women in this new world. It was an oddball way of thinking to assume the tinies were more than just manual and sexual labor.
“How’s my girls this morning?” asked Annette, coming into the main annex with a steaming cup of coffee. She was the office manager, and probably one of the most unbiased women in the company. Jenna always saw her as the mother hen, and any time a problem arose, Annette was there to quickly diffuse it, and offer her own spin of motherly advice on the situation. She couldn’t have been more than forty years old, but sadly that was ancient in a world where young, vibrant girls were ‘chomping at the bit’ to find high-level positions. In another few years, the Corporation would remove her, and that made Jenna sad.
“Just working on an awesome pantyhose mockup,” said Trish, and she pulled her feet away from the tinies and rotated her screen so that Annette could see. It was a rather nice photo of a woman reclining on a beach, wearing a pair of CoolTech hosiery—the fabric that didn’t hold heat.
“Looks nice,” said Annette warmly. Then, she turned to Jenna and said, “Would you mind coming into my office?”
Trish flashed a look that bordered between curious and content. Although Jenna considered them friends, she didn’t think the green-eyed beauty would be heartbroken should Jenna find herself in trouble. She just shrugged and followed Annette.
As they stepped into the boss’s spacious office, a group of tinies ran off, headed to the small structure of housing where they lived during non-work hours. Jenna’s own apartment wasn’t so plush, and her tinies—Jim and Jack—lived in little more than a gerbil cage. But it was okay because that was their lot in life—augmented tinies lived to serve.
She took a seat across from Annette, who plopped down in her chair and began thumbing through a blue folder. Jenna knew it was her file—she could see her own picture taped to the inside, the one she’d taken right out of college. What could be happening if Annette had pulled her file?
The mother hen took off her glasses and said, “I have good news. I can see the uncertainty in your face and I don’t want you to have a panic attack on me.”
“Oh,” said Jenna, breathing a little easier.
“We’re promoting you to head of online marketing.” She folded her arms over to gauge the young woman’s reaction. 
“I’m . . . honored,” she said. But it was more like horrified. With this job came an incredible sense of responsibility, and she wondered if she were even qualified to handle it.
“Good. You’ll start immediately. You won’t see much change, only the workload, which I guarantee you will be just fine at managing.”
“Yes, I look forward to starting. And Trish?”
“What about her?”
“She was in line for this job. And I’m sorry to say, I think she’s more qualified.”
Annette raised an eyebrow. “You think I’ve made a mistake in choosing you?”
“Not at all—it’s just that she has over a year of additional experience working in the office,” Jenna said. “But I will make you proud.”
“I know you will,” said Annette. “Kendra will still be helping you file, will still be your liaison to corporate but . . .” She lifted a box from the floor with the Corporation logo on the side. “You’ll also be getting a new assistant.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Myles 1-969 didn’t know much outside the training facility. He didn’t even know what part of the world it had been in, only that he was much smaller than any of the women. He’d spent the last four years training with a beautiful girl named Cynthia, and after he was acknowledged to be the top in his class, in both office duties and giantess lovemaking, he received his orders that he would be transferred to a small office on the other side of the country. The trip had been fine, as the Tier Two tinies were packaged with nicer accommodations—like a little bedroom and bathroom combo that sat in the center of a gyrosphere. And when the lid came off, he saw his boss for the first time.
She was a beautiful girl, long strawberry-blond hair and blue eyes. Her smile was radiant. With her elbows on the desk, she leaned forward, and was amazed by how nice she smelled. This woman’s name was Jenna Culpepper, and he was told everything about her only a day before, as part of his shipping manifest. He couldn’t have picked a more beautiful, captivating woman to serve.
“This is Myles 1-969,” said an older lady behind him—Jenna’s boss, Annette. “He’s a Tier Two model.”
Jenna’s mouth fell open, and she looked at him with fresh eyes. “I’ve never seen a Tier Two before.”
It was common knowledge that the Tier One models were merely serviceable tinies. They performed the most basic of tasks and sexual services. When the Corporation made them, they weren’t intended to form a bond with the owner. But the Tier Twos were something entirely new altogether.
These adept little men were smarter, possessed more stamina, and could problem solve almost as good as any AI on the planet. Myles also knew just how expensive he was to create. For someone to gift a Tier Two—it meant they fully believed in the employee’s capabilities.
“They’re rare outside of the Corporation’s main offices. But they are trickling down. You are very lucky to have your own. I’m sure Myles will do a fantastic job assisting you.”
Jenna and Annette talked a little more while Myles returned to his box and listened. She’d been promoted recently, and he liked hearing about office politics because such things could affect his owner’s mood. So far, Jenna didn’t seem cruel, and he was told to expect a life in which training couldn’t prepare him. In the real world, executrixes could be vicious, and they could easily damage a tiny man, no matter the cost.
When Jenna left the office, she carried the box without the lid. Myles was sitting on a platform that only contained his bed and his shower. This was the first time he’d seen life outside the training facility, and the women who gawked at him looked just as amazed by the tiny man, as the tiny man was over the giant faces. Jenna placed him on the edge of her desk, and immediately his vision filled with a scowling woman’s head—green eyes and black hair.
“Is that . . . a Tier Two?” she asked. “How did you get him?”
“You’re looking at the new head of online marketing, Trish,” said Jenna proudly. It made Myles smile too, because he was an extension of her, and it made him proud, as well.
“What?” the woman said, flashing an angry look at the tiny man. “Annette promoted . . . you?”
“She did,” said Jenna, trying to sound as nonconfrontational as possible.
Trish looked like she was fighting back tears, but she simply nodded and said, in a tight voice, “Well then. Congratulations.” She turned and walked off, her heels clacking the tile floor.
Myles turned back to Jenna for an explanation but she simply shrugged it off. 
“What can I do to help you today, Miss Culpepper?” He put his arms behind his back and watched as she drummed her beautifully manicured nails on the desk.
“First off, you can stop calling me that. Please, I’m Jenna.”
“Okay, Jenna. I’m here to serve.”
“You don’t sound like the Tier Ones,” she said. “You sound more . . .”
“. . . human? Full of life? That’s because I am. I guess you could say I have more . . . personality.”
“I like that,” she said. “I think we’re going to get along just fine.”
For the rest of the workday, Myles proved himself to be capable of all tasks. Jenna was learning the ropes herself, but Myles was there to do the proverbial heavy lifting. He was adept at running code, and whenever she tried to spruce up an ad campaign, he took over to arrange, pick a suitable color scheme, and then line out the code so that the ad would ‘pop’ when audiences first saw it. He was proud of himself after the first day.
That night, she took him home—her apartment was only a five-minute drive from the office. She was tired, slightly cranky, and he could tell that the new duties were already wearing on her. Jenna needed more than just a tiny slave—she needed a companion, and luckily for her, Myles was up to the challenge. 
“Tell me about your day,” said Myles. “What was the worst part?”
“Feeling like everyone knows I don’t deserve this job.” She picked him up and placed him in her lap as she stretched out her legs across the coffee table.
“And what was the best part?”
She thought for a moment and smiled. “The look on Trish’s face when she found out I got you.”
Myles chuckled and ran his fingers across the smooth fabric of her skirt. “I liked that, as well.”
They talked a little more throughout the night, and Jenna relaxed with a glass of wine. There wasn’t much they could talk about, as Myles didn’t get any of the pop culture references she made, and Jenna couldn’t understand the intricacies of his training facility. They would grow and build over time.
She had beautiful hair once she let it down, and Myles took it upon himself to climb up her shirt and push his face into her blond locks, taking in her scent. By the way the woman’s body relaxed, he could tell she liked it, too. 
“You did well in the office today,” she said. “Might you do well at home, also?”
“Let’s find out,” said Myles, and he slipped off his little shirt.

      [image: image-placeholder]The moment she spread her legs and let the tiny man inside her, she knew that this wasn’t a simple Tier One model. Those like the ones watching from their little cage didn’t know how to please a woman so adeptly. Myles was hitting all the right spots—he knew exactly when to kick his legs and thrash his arms, and he knew exactly when to push himself out and wrap his hands around her clit. There was magic happening beneath her skirt, and she was gripping the pillows on the sofa because she couldn’t take much more without getting off.
She rode the edge for as long as she could, but Myles didn’t make it easy. The little man could sense her every function—her movements, her heat, her muscle spasms. He’d been trained to act accordingly. And when she finally did erupt, she let out a little scream, and her hand quickly clamped over her mouth because the neighbors could probably hear. Myles easily slipped out, then climbed atop her leg and looked up at her. He was smiling, body dripping. He knew he’d done a great job.
“Might I tend to the lady’s feet next?” he said, wiping his chin.
“Please do,” she said, then ripped off her hose and crinkled her toes.
And as she thought, he was just as skilled at massaging her tired, achy feet. The way he pushed his whole body into her, and the way his arms pressed with great strength, made her wonder how he had any stamina left. 
He’d managed to lull her to sleep and when she woke up several hours later, completely relaxed, she found him also asleep, nuzzled up on her lap. She stroked a hand across his back and he stirred for a moment before stretching, then turning over. Jenna couldn’t help but giggle and smile.
“I don’t know how Annette expects me to get any real work accomplished.”

      [image: image-placeholder]“I can’t believe she got a Tier Two,” said Sienna, brushing a lock of red hair out of her eye that had been matted to her head by sweat. She kissed along Trish’s arm, up her cheek and found her lips. 
It made Trish furious, although she kept up the guise whenever Jenna was around. Annette wouldn’t take a spat between her girls, especially one that spiraled out of control. So, Trish would bide her time and seek revenge when it was opportune. That job should never have gone to Jenna. 
Trish had been seeing Sienna in secret for over a year, and it was tough working in the same building with her, and not being able to put her lips to the woman whenever she wanted. In addition to being a skilled lover, Sienna was a great confidant, and often sided with Trish in the things that mattered most. But here lately, all Trish needed was someone to help blow off steam—and the tiny men weren’t up to the job. This was especially true when she considered that Jenna was probably currently riding her Tier Two boytoy.
“I think this one might be dead,” said Sienna. And when she separated from her lover, a lifeless, tiny man rolled down her chest. Both women had forgotten they’d been sharing him, and when their lovemaking became too aggressive, he must have run out of air.
“Ugh,” Trish cursed, sitting up. She snatched one from her nightstand and put it on her breast. He was fearful, but that was to be expected. Little Robert was the business end of her aggression and anger. His arms and legs were nicked by her razor-sharp nails, and she noticed he couldn’t even get an erection anymore. Whether it was because of the physical abuse or her mental assault on his wellbeing, she couldn’t tell.
“You need your own Tier Two,” said Sienna. “I hear they are far more resilient to physical abuse.” 
“Yeah,” said Trish, and although she wasn’t listening, she thought the same thing. She needed to get her own Tier Two—or at least get Jenna’s. If the woman lost her job, perhaps the little man would be gifted to the next most qualified person.
“What are you thinking, babe?” said Sienna, her lips kissing up Trish’s arm.
She looked over to the corner of the bedroom, to the collection of a half-dozen tinies, all battered and beaten from months of abuse. “I think we need to break out the rest of those if we’re ever going to get off.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The next couple of weeks saw Jenna being more productive than ever before. She had risen to the top of her field and was slowly absorbing the confidence that came with such a promotion. Even her assistant, Kendra, seemed taken aback, and one cold, blustery morning she walked into the office and said, “I feel like I don’t serve a purpose anymore.”
“What do you mean?” asked Jenna, handing a tiny stylus to Myles. 
Kendra was a gorgeous girl, like all the rest around the office. She was the tiniest of all, almost pixie-like with her short hair and elfin nose. If she had a few more freckles she’d be perfect.
“He does all the stuff I used to do. Now I’m just a glorified receptionist.”
“That’s not true.” Jenna crept close and said, “Trust me. You don’t do all the stuff he does.”
Kendra smiled. She wasn’t mad, not in the least. This was simply a way to point out that the little man had certainly started pulling his weight. One of the T-2s was worth a dozen T-1s. Jenna smiled proudly, and couldn’t help but notice Myles shared one as well. The two had become close over the last couple of weeks, and she couldn’t imagine how life would be without him.
They did everything together, from eating to showering. She’d even shown him a few of her favorite television shows, and it was remarkable to watch his world open up after being given access to the internet. 
But things changed drastically almost overnight. Jenna came home to a series of messages from her sister in Seattle. When she picked up the phone and called, it was Dan, Tabitha’s husband, who answered. This was not a good sign.
“You need to come in,” said Dan. “She’s been in a car accident. We don’t know much, but she’s got swelling on her brain. They’ve put her in a coma.”
“God, I’ll . . . I’ll come tonight.” It was a six-hour drive in the car. She immediately phoned Annette, who was very understanding and told her to take off as much time as she needed. The office had an amazing family medical leave program. After that, she phoned Kendra.
“Slow down,” said the girl. “Tell me what happened.”
Jenna took a deep breath and told her about the accident, but that wasn’t the reason for her call. At the end of it, she asked if her assistant could look after Myles. When the little man’s name was called, his ears perked up and he walked to the edge of the sofa where he’d been reading up on the latest product. 
“Jenna, I can’t. I’m out of town too, remember?” 
“Shit,” said Jenna. Kendra had been talking about a concert for the last six months and she’d already left after work to make the four-hour drive to the city where they’d be playing. 
“Okay,” said Jenna. “That’s okay. I’ll figure something out.” She hung up and sat down with her little man, heart thudding in her chest. She couldn’t ask Annette to take him—that would look foolish. But what choices did she have? Jenna gazed at the tiny man who just shrugged.
“What about Trish?” he asked. 
“Trish? Are you serious?”
“How bad could she be?” he wondered, as if the question was rhetorical.
“Ugh,” Jenna said, rolling her eyes. “She’s my only option. I can’t drag you all the way to Seattle. You’ll be expected to work.”
“I know. I understand. Let’s talk to her. Maybe she’ll be agreeable.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Half an hour later Trish opened her door and there stood a frantic looking Jenna, holding Myles between knuckles that were turning white. They’d only spoken for a few minutes, to which Trish graciously agreed. She fought hard to keep the excitement out of her voice, and even now was struggling to put
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