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  The New Hires

A Corporate Story


Haley Baxter and McKenzie Cline were two of the most prominent girls at Taylor University. To an outsider, they were the plastic girls, the ones who came from the best families, who had the best grades, and who were obviously the best looking. But to their inner circle they were Queen Bitch One and Queen Bitch Two. That’s not to say they weren’t respected—in fact, it was just the opposite. To the girls who knew them best, Haley and McKenzie were revered for their wealth and beauty. Only a handful got to see the true monsters that lurked beneath the pretty façade. 
They were often thought of as twins, even called the Twin Towers by most everyone around them because of their similar, striking appearances. Both girls were tall, leggy, with perfect tans, even more perfect manis and pedis, and long blond hair. In later years McKenzie decided to set herself apart and went brunette to match her olive-colored eyes. Haley took the initiative to accent her baby blues, and lightened her curly locks to a near platinum hue. 
Both of them relied on wealthy parents to pave an easy road through life. When it came to college, smarter students were paid to take the ACTs, when it came to image, their parents bought them the best vehicles and townhouses. Naturally, their closets were overstuffed with the latest designer fashions, along with accessory, hosiery and shoe collections the envy of all of their friends. And when it came to work, parents rushed them through the employment line. Haley’s mom—a high-level CEO at a banking firm—actually bought the temp agency that employed the up-and-coming executrix. It was a shoe-in to get the girls through the doors of the Corporation.
And now, they were both starting their careers, fresh out of college, and working in a tiny advertising firm. Both girls felt it was beneath them, but McKenzie’s mom made a good case for it—the last general manager had received a prestigious promotion, and the next in line simply slid into her position. That fast-track was exciting to both Haley and McKenzie, so they decided to play along, at least until they learned the ropes of the business.
Both girls would lose their jobs on the very first day . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]On that first day of work, they met their boss Jenna Culpepper in passing. She was on her way to a conference out of state and left her second-in-command, Kendra, in charge of all affairs. Haley especially thought the place was rather quaint—not anything the way her mom described such offices were supposed to be. She’d known McKenzie her whole life and could see the well-hidden disgust on her face, as well. At any moment she might run her finger across a surface to check for dirt.
“We’re really happy to have you onboard,” said Jenna, a few hours before she was scheduled to catch her plane. “I think you’ll find this place to your liking. So you’re not really sisters?”
“Not at all,” said Haley. “We just look a lot alike, huh?”
“Definitely.”
McKenzie said, “What do you people do to unwind here?”
Jenna looked taken aback, and Haley almost kicked her friend under the table for being so brash. She didn’t want to explain to her mom that they’d already been fired.
“We have a wonderful spa package, but those facilities are offsite. However, there is a relaxation lounge that we urge all of our girls to use. And there’s a selection of tinies to be used at your discretion.”
“I have a pair of tiny men at home,” said McKenzie, a little dejected.
Most girls from money had a tiny man or two. That was the way of the world. Most men were shrunken down for manual labor, but lately you were just as likely to find a cloned male—an augmented tiny man grown in a lab for the explicit purpose of pleasing a woman. Still, Haley, if not McKenzie, was interested in checking out this place’s tiny man collection.
“Well then” said Jenna curtly. “Allow me to show you around.”
For the next half hour the boss took them through the tiny office and explained a lot of things that didn’t need explaining. Haley was a smart girl, even if she didn’t act like it, and what Jenna was doing was borderline insulting. But when they checked out the relaxation lounge, both girls made an interesting discovery—not only did the office have their menagerie of tiny men—they actually had a pair of women, too.
One was blond and one was a redhead, and Haley knew from the moment she saw them that these weren’t original tinies. These were shrunken women who looked dejected and beaten down, almost as if they knew their lot in life was to be punished. Haley found them both extremely beautiful, but Jenna didn’t seem to like her fascination with them.
“Just a couple of girls we picked up along the way,” she said when asked. “They’re a little mad, but they do good work . . . if you know what I mean.” Haley found the blond girl’s eyes and gave her a wink, to which the tiny offered a weak smile, and then returned to her little house in the corner.

      [image: image-placeholder]It was a grueling trek to lunchtime because once Jenna left the office, Kendra took the reins to show the girls the day-to-day tasks. Haley continued to find it all incredibly boring—and a little insulting. She didn’t need someone to explain how a copier worked, or how to send a fax, or how to look up consumer numbers in the database. McKenzie seemed likewise offended, but she simply yawned and placated Kendra with smiles and nods. Their day changed dramatically when Kendra slid over to her workstation after putting the Twin Towers on a task, and a little man appeared to take instructions from the giantess.
“Woah,” said McKenzie. “He’s not like the rest, is he? I’ve never seen one like that.”
“Weirdest augmented man ever!” said Haley, although she was fascinated and turned on by him.
Kendra seemed almost irritated to explain. “He’s a Tier Two named Myles. He belongs to Jenna.”
“A Tier Two?” said Haley. “I heard about them, but there’s like a long waiting list to get them. I bet they’re awesome . . . undercover.” McKenzie burst out laughing. Myles simply looked up at them, an uneasy expression across his face as if he had experience dealing with beautiful, yet unstable women.
Later, just before lunch, the Twin Towers were allowed to experience the relaxation lounge. Most of the Corporation’s facilities allowed at least thirty minutes to unwind, in addition to the standard lunch break. In recent years this had replaced the smoke break, as most women had given up that particular vice. Anything that aided in cancer or a diminishing of skin quality did not survive the giantess transition. 
Haley and McKenzie had shared tinies before but not like this. The office had several males who were adequate at their job, but certainly weren’t anything to sing about. Their strength was in numbers, and even if the Twin Towers could afford them, they’d never bothered to own so many. Now, there was a tiny set of hands to work every inch of the girls. 
A pair of men worked Haley’s tired, achy soles. She lay her head on the pillow and let them push on her feet, their little hands sinking into the flesh, their little noses drinking in the soft scent of lilac, expensive she leather and her personal smell. She wanted to rip off the hose but she pretended to have a modicum of self-restraint. That all changed when the little blond woman appeared between her legs, knowing what was expected of her.
“Get busy, little lady. I left the door open for you.” By door, she meant that was without panties. The blond woman got down on her hands and knees and headed right for Haley’s sweet spot. 
“This is rather nice,” said McKenzie, likewise being serviced. The little redhaired woman had taken a similar trip between giant thighs. Little men were also at her feet, shoving their shoulders into her soles as if trying to open a barricaded door.
“Yeah, it is.” The little woman was stroking her lips through the gusset of her sheer pantyhose, getting Haley warmed up for what was to come. “Where do you think they keep the little man?” she asked her friend, and the moment the words rolled off her lips, the tiny, unseen woman stuttered in her stroking, but quickly resumed.
“I heard them talking earlier and it sounds like he lives with Kendra when Jenna isn’t here. Something as valuable as that . . . I would say he’s on her person at all times.”
“Wouldn’t you love to have a shot at him?” She’d removed her pantyhose and was breathing harder now, the tiny woman opening her up so she could shove her little legs inside.
“Definitely,” agreed McKenzie, words similarly stilted because the redhead was giving her the same treatment.
A short while later, after the tiny women were completely submerged in the bigger ones, Haley said, “This place is so small. There’s only two people working here besides us. And they have a Tier Two tiny. Just doesn’t seem fair.”
“We should get our parents to buy us one,” said McKenzie, reaching down to readjust a male at her foot who’d started to slack off.
“That’s an idea, but where’s the fun in that?” Haley was close to getting off, her eyes clamped shut, and she was desperately trying to let the girl finish on her own, and not shove fingers inside.
“What do you mean?”
“We have a Tier Two right out there. Why don’t we figure out a way to take him?”
McKenzie shook her head and laughed. “Do we really want to get fired on our first day?”
“Who cares?” said Haley, throwing up her hands. “My mom will get me another job. So will yours. We’re out of school, we’re bored, and we’re hot. Why should we be simply slaving away in an office for the best years of our lives?”
“We’re hardly slaving away,” said McKenzie, and by the way she grunted and arched her back, Haley knew she’d just gotten off. She reached beneath her skirt and pulled the tiny redhead out, then slapped her against the cushion, now a sopping mess. 
“True. But I just want . . . more.” And after that, she also had a monumental orgasm, the female in her pussy bringing her to a much stronger climax than she’d ever experienced. Haley was a bit jealous; she’d always admired McKenzie’s formidable sexual appetite, especially her climaxes—the way she arched her back, growled like a she-cat and raised her sleek, lovely legs, pointing her pretty, ballet-trained toes when she came. Haley loved to come too, but McKenzie seemed to enjoy it with an animalistic intensity bordering on outright fury. When it was over, the tiny blond woman flicked the cum out of her eyes and from her fingertips and looked as if she wanted to say something.
“Seems like your little friend wants praise or something,” said McKenzie.
“I don’t want praise, you morons,” said the blond, which made both of the giants laugh. “My name is Trish, and I’m going to be your best friend.”
Again, the girls laughed, but Haley was intrigued, and willing to humor this tiny sex slave. “Go on.”
“I was a normal-sized person a few weeks ago. I went after Myles and that’s what got me shrunken down. Same with Sienna there.” She pointed to the other recliner, to the redheaded girl who simply waved, as if embarrassed.
“Sounds like you weren’t smart enough to pull it off,” said Haley.
Trish’s face reddened, but she didn’t address the quip. “I can tell you how to get Myles, but you have to promise that you’ll make us big again once you have him.”
Haley looked at McKenzie who only shrugged. Still, the little woman was intriguing, and this was the most fun they’d had all day. Again, Haley said, “Go on.”
“There’s a shrink ray in Jenna’s safe. The combination is 36-24-36. Shrink Kendra and make us big. And you can do whatever you want with Myles. He’ll be yours for the taking.”
Haley’s face grew warm and she hoped she didn’t play her hand too soon. The idea of possessing a shrink ray made her heart skip a beat. Growing up she’d heard stories of them, but these days with such tight regulations put down by the Corporation, they could be found only in high security facilities and in the plots of cheap action movies. But if Haley could possess her own . . .
“Okay. I’ll do it.”
Just then the relaxation lounge’s intercom flared to life, and Kendra spoke above their heads. “Hey girls, I’m stepping out for lunch. When I get back you can take yours, okay?”
“Yes, ma’am,” said Haley, bright and cheery.
“And here’s your chance,” said Trish. 
“Go back to your little house,” Haley said. “We’ll talk again soon.”

      [image: image-placeholder]After coming out of the relaxation lounge, Haley pinched the blinds at the window and looked out to the parking lot. Kendra’s car was gone. The office had security cameras but she didn’t think Kendra would be monitoring them—and most likely didn’t even have access. The Corporation loved to check in with the smaller branches. But when the girls moved across the office and checked her door, neither of them was surprised to find it locked. 
“We are new hires alone in an office,” said McKenzie. “You can’t really blame her.”
Haley grimaced at her friend, then moved to the closest desk and grabbed the heavy-duty hole punch. She brought it back to the door, raised it over her head and smashed it down on the handle. 
“Woah! Are you crazy?” McKenzie stepped in front of her. 
“There’s a shrink ray on the other side of this door. Don’t you want it? Our moms will totally get us out of trouble, and we’ll still have a shrink ray.”
“What makes you think that?”
“Hello? They’re illegal for anyone like us to own! Only cops and Corporate Security gets to use them! Neither Jenna, nor Kendra is going to admit to the authorities that we stole it.”
McKenzie smiled, the gears in her head turning. “Okay. Do it.”
It only took two more thumps to smash the handle off the door, then McKenzie kicked it in. So far Jenna hadn’t acclimated to her new role as this office’s manager. Annette’s belongings were still all over, including her nameplate on the desk, and her awards on the walls. The only thing that proved Jenna had indeed moved in was the yoga mat, free weights, and tennis shoes in the corner. 
“Let’s try this,” said Haley, dropping to her knees at the floor safe. She first put the numbers in at the wrong orientation, but when she tried the opposite direction, a little green light flared and the box chimed. She turned the handle, and there on a stack of important-looking paperwork was the device. Even though she’d never held one—never even seen one in person—she still recognized it. Shrink rays had become a hallmark of technology, and a symbol for female dominance and male servitude. They were found all throughout pop culture and history books. And now, Haley had one of her own.
McKenzie said, “Go take care of the small people. I’ll see if I can’t rig the door so it doesn’t look broken. Kendra doesn’t need to come inside Jenna’s office anyway so maybe she won’t notice.”
“But where’s the little man?” asked Haley.
“He’s not here. Kendra must have taken him with her.”
“Dammit. Okay, I’ll be right back.”
Haley glanced at the clock on her way across the office, wondering just how long Kendra would be away. When she stepped into the relaxation lounge and the automatic lights came on, the shrunken girls stepped out of their tiny house and looked up at her. Trish ran fingers through her hair and almost jumped out of excitement. She leaned against Sienna and kissed her, then the girls shared a hug—their apparent rescue upon them.
“Okay, ready,” said Trish just as Sienna moved out of the beam’s line of fire. 
Haley pointed it, and just before she squeezed the trigger, she reconsidered. Looking at the pair of tiny women made her realize she liked being the big one. And what exactly happened to land them as service creatures? Surely they were a risk, and if Haley made them big again, wouldn’t it be a matter of time before they betrayed her? 
“What are you waiting for?” the tiny blond asked. “Make us big!”
“No,” said Haley, lowering her arm. “I don’t think I will. I rather like having a pair of tiny, sexy women.”
Both tinies exchanged looks of horror, but it was Trish who screamed out—a low, guttural cry that was full of frustration and anger. Haley heard the front door open, so she quickly snatched the tiny woman and gave her a shake. 
“Shut your mouth!” she whispered, then crept to the door. Kendra walked in, smiled at McKenzie who was at her desk, then went to her own workstation and plopped down a bag from the burger joint around the corner. Haley brought Trish close to her face and could see the tears staining her little cheeks. She tightened her elegant, beautifully manicured fingers around the tiny woman—Trish winced in pain. McKenzie felt a little thrill creep up her spine—she’d always had a cruel streak but torturing a tiny woman had a certain exciting novelty to it. “Keep quiet or I’ll crush you.”
She left the relaxation lounge and McKenzie caught sight of her coming down the hallway. Haley nodded toward Kendra, whose back was currently to the girl brandishing a shrink ray. 
“He’s really cute,” said McKenzie, suddenly striking up a conversation with the woman. Haley couldn’t see until he was closer, but Myles was on her workstation, his own little desk and computer simply adorable. He wasn’t paying any attention to the larger girls, so devout and focused on his work.
“Yeah. He’s awfully special. Did you need something?” asked Kendra as she stuffed her face with fries.
McKenzie, script now over, looked to Haley for further instructions. Kendra sensed a presence behind her, and without thinking Haley aimed the shrink ray at her back and pulled the trigger. A lone French fry twirled in the air as the hand and mouth that held it was no longer there. Kendra quickly dwindled away, finally sitting on the large, expansive cushion of her desk chair. Myles quickly stood and ran to the edge of the desk so he could look at her as she struggled to sit upright.
“You . . . have a shrink ray?” asked Kendra.
“I have Jenna’s shrink ray to be exact,” said Haley, circling and sitting on the edge of the desk. She could feel Myles’s tiny hands pushing against her, trying to slip by to see what was happening, and his touch was fueling the fire between her legs.
Kendra stood and looked up at the giant faces staring down at her, slowly realizing this had been a coup. Her heels were sinking into the plush fabric of the seat so she found it hard to stay upright. McKenzie snatched her and placed her on the desk next to Haley, who took the seat so she could now ponder her tiny collection.
She placed Trish next to them—Kendra’s eyes lit with horror. This was probably the first time she’d ever experienced being shrunken down, and she couldn’t tear herself away from Myles as he dropped his head solemnly. 
“What to do with our tinies?” asked Haley.
McKenzie dropped to her knees so that her face was directly in front of Myles. He put his hands in the pockets of his little khakis and took a step back. “I know what I want. I want to try this little fella!” 
“You can have him after me,” said Haley. “I did the shrinking. I get first dibs.”
“Pffttt. That’s not fair, but okay. The ladies did a fair job last time, anyway.”
Haley stood up and raised her hands, and whooped loudly. “The office is now closed! It’s party time, everybody!”

      [image: image-placeholder]Jenna hated the long lines at the airport—in all the technological advances, the world should’ve been able to streamline air travel a little more efficiently. But that day as she waited in the terminal, she was happy that there’d been a delay. If she’d made it onto the plane, that all-important text message might not have gone through, and then she wouldn’t have been able to help. 
When her phone buzzed, she looked at the screen, not immediately recognizing the number. It was from Myles—a message sent from the implant in his brain. 
Trouble with the new hires. Kendra shrunk. Need help.
“Shit,” said Jenna.
“Ma’am?” the gate agent said as she reached for Jenna’s ticket. 
Jenna just looked at her and said, “I’m sorry. I have an emergency.”
She turned around and ran off, dragging her suitcase. It was an hour drive back to the office . . . and she’d first need to stop by Kendra’s apartment. Jenna only hoped she wasn’t too late.

      [image: image-placeholder]Haley was used to being pampered. For her entire life she’d been privy to the best spas, to the most luxurious retreats and services. Her mother had paid for it all—one might even argue that she’d bought her an entire life. And it was these thoughts that ran through her head as she lay on the sofa in the relaxation lounge, now completely naked, staring at the tiny man on her stomach.
“I don’t understand why you’re still dressed,” she told Myles. McKenzie laughed from her own recliner, the girl now covered with tinies—they were at her feet, her erect nipples, massaging her thighs, and naturally two tiny men vigorously massaged the engorged lips of her slick labia. 
“You won’t get away with this,” he said. “Just like they didn’t.” He pointed to Trish and Sienna, who McKenzie had ordered to make out on her stomach. 
Haley used her fingers to flick him across the cheek. He made a tiny scream and recoiled, then fell down the side of her stomach. Luckily, her hand was already resting beneath him and she snatched his tiny body before he rolled onto the floor. She placed him back in his spot, brought him to his knees and said, “Take off your clothes. I won’t tell you again.”
“He’s got a great bod,” said McKenzie, paying more attention to the stripping Myles than to the tinies servicing her own body.
“He sure does. Hey, hand me Miss Kendra. My feet need a little love.”
McKenzie picked her up from thigh-duty and dropped her in Haley’s outstretched hand. There was a look of pure disgust on her face that Haley just couldn’t comprehend because life had been nothing but roses for her. She placed the tiny woman beneath her left sole and said, “Get to work. If I don’t feel your hands, I’ll squash you flat.” Kendra grimaced as McKenzie applied a little extra pressure to make her point. If Kendra was grateful for one thing, it was that the over-indulged rich-bitch took such good care of her feet—her soles had a lovely, lotion-y scent, and were soft as silk. But it was small consolation indeed for being the helpless foot slave of a gigantic spoiled brat!
By now, Myles was completely undressed. He was sporting a raging hard-on but she wondered if he could even control it. After all, the Tier Twos were built for pleasure. She slightly spread her legs and raised an eyebrow, instructing him to get busy. He gave a long glare, but nevertheless he turned around and padded down her stomach, finally dropping to the seat between her legs. Kendra peeked from behind Haley’s foot, so she tapped the woman on the head with her toes until she picked up the pace, sliding her hands between the giantess’ sexy longish toes. Haley gasped and moaned a little – her feet were her second most powerful erogenous zone after her pussy and she had to admit the tiny office worker was doing a particularly good job on them!
Myles worked her clit for a bit, massaging its swollen hood, and then slipping his deft fingers beneath the hood to gently caress its softball sized surface. Haley whimpered and growled. Her gigantic fingers moved down to her vulva, shoving the little man forcefully against her slick opening in a gesture that commanded him to focus more on her pussy itself. He stroked her pussy until she relaxed. Finally he pushed himself in. She figured that such men were built for foreplay but he wasted no time getting busy. A part of her realized that he was performing under duress, so he wasn’t likely to go above and beyond in pleasing her. No matter. He would be broken. Haley would take him home and put him in a bird cage. And when he was servicing her, she wouldn’t let him out for air until he was practically drowning.
“I bet these things are expensive,” said Haley, her eyes fluttering shut, her mouth opening. “He’s . . . he’s wonderful. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”
“Don’t break him,” said McKenzie. “I still get to try him, right?”
“Maybe. I’m not so sure I’m going to let him out. He’s doing a one-man show inside me. I may just pull my panties up and let him live there.”
Trish stopped kissing Sienna long enough to give Haley an angry glare that the big woman did not miss. “Got something on your mind, tiny lady?”
She got up on her knees, her tiny, yet plump breasts heaving with her breaths. “You’re not going to get away with this. We thought we were smarter than Jenna and Kendra but we weren’t. You’re going to end up just like us.”
“Hush,” said McKenzie, and she poked Trish on the back of the head. “We know what we’re doing.” And then, with a little less certainty, she turned to Haley and said, “Right?”
“Right. Enjoy yourself, boo.”
She pulled out her nail file and went to work, feeling her whole body relax. Spas that employed shrunken people were now becoming more common, but almost always as Corporate perks. The world of the Corporation was set up for businesswomen, and even though she was beautiful and fresh out of college, she was still relatively new to the workforce. So those amenities hadn’t been afforded to her yet. And now, on her first day, she found herself breaking all the rules, and enjoying all the luxuries without putting in an ounce of work. 
Haley had no regrets.
“I want to play a game,” she said almost an hour later after Myles had brought her to orgasm several times—and had done the same for McKenzie. All of the little people were soaked in the giantesses’ juices. 
“A game?” asked McKenzie.
“Right! Grab a handful of tinies and bring them over to the door!” Haley scooped up Myles, Kendra, and a pair of nameless, unimportant males. McKenzie took Trish, Sienna, and a trio of similarly featureless males. With all the tinies on the floor—nine bodies all—Haley found herself feeling immensely powerful. 
“What’s the plan?” asked McKenzie. The little ones looked up in confusion. 
“You’re all going to race us!” she said. “Last one to the far wall gets smashed under my foot. Ready?”
“You’re crazy!” said one of the tiny women, most likely Trish.
“Three, two, one! Go!” 
There was no hesitation with any of them. But Myles, being the hardiest and the most efficiently engineered tiny pulled ahead rather quickly, racing across the floor. The girls turned out to be the slowest, as they weren’t used to being tiny. Each of the nameless men were quick, having lived their whole lives small and were accustomed to the physics of the world and their bodies in relation to it.
“Alright, head start is over, here I come!” Haley bounded forward, but at the same time, McKenzie started to run. The girls slammed into each other, throwing them off balance. McKenzie fell over one of the recliners, laughing the whole way down. But Haley fell the opposite way, losing her footing and slamming her right shoulder against the wall—and each of her feet crunched something beneath her. 
She looked at the tinies on the other side of the room and did a headcount—Myles, Trish, Kendra, and Sienna—all of the important ones were safe. Haley grimaced and lifted her feet and stepped back, almost sick to see the crumpled remains of the men she’d stomped. But when the race was over—Myles easily winning, they turned back and saw the horror of what had happened. The tiny women screamed.
“That’s right!” said Haley, quickly shoving the shakiness out of her voice. “They were the losers and losers get stomped!”
In truth, she was far too squeamish to do such a thing, but this was a happy accident. Now, the tinies obediently stood in a line and waited for her next command. And after she’d used paper towels and bleach to clean up the mess, she was ready to get started again.
“Little man,” she said to Myles as she sat back on the recliner. She hooked a finger to point between her legs and said, “Get in there.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Jenna had parked across the street because she knew the girls would hear her car pulling into the lot. It was a miracle that they were still here—or perhaps it was just stupidity. She’d already gotten a play-by-play from Myles. While he was being forced to service the giantess, he was sending private messages. They were all disturbing, but none were as bad as the last one when he told her that Haley had stomped two of the office tinies. Now, things were serious.
She gripped Kendra’s shrink ray in her hand—the girl was one of the lucky few to own one, a family heirloom. It still worked, or at least it did a few weeks ago when they zapped Trish and Sienna. 
The backdoor was locked, but she used her key and let herself in. When Myles last updated her—about four minutes ago—they were all still in the relaxation lounge. That put her adjacent from the door. If anyone was leaving the room, they would be faced directly with her, so she kept her arm outstretched, the ray ready to fire. 
But before she headed across the office and into the lounge, she noticed that on a nearby desk was her shrink ray—the same one she’d stolen from Trish. Now, armed with both of them, she turned the corner and found the big ladies reclining back, tiny people inside them. Both girls were so enraptured that they didn’t even sense Jenna had entered.
“Take the tiny people out of you. Now!” she said, leveling a ray at both girls’ midsections.
“Oh, fuck!” said McKenzie, sitting up. She did as she was told, using her fingers to drag a tiny Trish out of her pussy. Haley was more reluctant.
“Let’s talk about this, Jenna.”
“Shut up. Is it Myles in there? Take him out, you fucking bitch!”
“Or what?”
She turned Kendra’s shrink ray to the side so that Haley could see that it wasn’t a standard model—in fact it was far older, perhaps more unstable, and twice as illegal.
“See this? Not your run-of-the-mill shrink ray. If I zap you, Myles will rip you apart.”
“And I’ll kill him in the process. Seems as if we have a standoff.” 
“No we don’t,” said Jenna, and quickly shrank McKenzie. The girl’s scream quieted down to a whisper.
Jenna made an adjustment on Kendra’s device, then zapped Haley. It looked as if nothing happened. Then she zapped her again.
“I don’t . . . what are you doing?”
“I’m shrinking you by one percent.” She kept hitting the button, and finally Haley was growing noticeably smaller each time. “If we keep doing this, Myles will slide out, but your body won’t be able to process so many changes.”
Haley’s mouth dropped open, confusion across her face. “Meaning?”
“Meaning chances are you’ll be stuck this way forever.” Still, she pressed the trigger, stealing a tiny bit of Haley’s size with each blast.
“Okay, okay, stop!” she said, then reached in and pulled out Myles, which looked painful because she’d lost so much size. Jenna turned the dial back up and zapped her with full-strength, and she dwindled down on the recliner.
She reset the shrink ray and zapped Kendra who quickly shot up to normal and rushed across the room, wrapping Jenna in a tight hug. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “I shouldn’t have left them alone. I went to lunch and—”
“It’s fine, Kendra. You couldn’t have known. And I’m sure they had a little help to get this.” She raised the shrink ray that had been tucked safely in Jenna’s office. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun with them, what do you say?” 
“Uh, Jenna?” said Kendra, dropping to her knees in front of the recliner where Haley had just shrunk.
“Yeah?”
She looked over her friend’s head and found a tiny, naked Haley—who was much tinier than the rest. Myles was standing next to her, and now the woman didn’t even come up to his thigh. Her face was red, her little hands moving to cover her body.
“Oops,” said Jenna. “Guess she was already a lot smaller when I zapped her with full-power.”
“What are we going to do with her?” Kendra asked.
Jenna picked up a shrunken McKenzie and placed her next to Myles. The three of them looked like a family—with Haley being the spoiled child. 
“Oh, I can think of a few things . . .”






  
  A Perfect Getaway
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“I’m going to miss you girls,” said Annette as she leaned forward in her seat. It had been the only time in the last three months that both Jenna and Kendra had managed to be in the High Cross office before anyone else. They didn’t get along with a couple of their coworkers, but that was to be expected. Trish and Sienna were a special pair with a diabolical history. Jenna prized this quiet time, away from prying ears.  
But none of them knew the office had been bugged by the notorious trio of upper-management vixens known as the Old Girls’ Club.
“We’ll only be gone for two weeks,” said Jenna. 
“It’s going to be all work,” Kendra added. “I doubt we’ll be doing much sunbathing.”
Annette laughed and shook her head. “You’re too young to be so rigid.” It was true that Kendra was young, but Annette wasn’t exactly ancient—she was in her early forties, and although that was elderly by the standards set for today’s women, she held herself together quite well.
“I like my work, though,” she said.
“And I’m glad, because I have a present for you.” Annette reached into the floor and produced a large box—the vents on the sides gave away just how special a gift this was, and Kendra’s eyes lit up. Jenna lifted her tiny man from her purse—Myles, the world’s greatest assistant. 
Annette unclasped the base and lifted the top, and there in a little mock bedroom sat a tiny, six-inch man. He was darker skinned than Myles, but the hair was nearly the same, as was the chiseled jawline when he smiled. This was a Tier Two augmented Tiny. They were half grown-half built, and their job description was as varied as their physical makeup. Tinies were adept at pleasing a woman in the boardroom and the bedroom, and the Tier Twos were truly in a class by themselves.
Annette waved her hand and said, “Kendra, I’d like for you to meet Adam.”
The little man stepped off the base of the box and approached her, throwing up his hand. She took it in two fingers and awkwardly shook. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Kendra.”
“You, as well. I’m sure we’re going to have a lot of fun together.” Her eyes flashed up to Annette who was smiling like a mother watching her kids unwrap Christmas presents.
“We bought the extended warranty should you get carried away.” Kendra’s face reddened and she smiled down at her lap.
“I suppose we should be going,” said Jenna. “The car is probably out front.”
“Are Trish and Sienna going to be meeting us here?” Kendra asked. Just saying their names was enough to make her want to vomit.
Those two had a checkered past with the Corporation, and with Jenna and Kendra. Trish had tried to steal Myles away. When Jenna found out, the evil woman shrunk her down with an illegal piece of tech and made her a captive—and then miraculously the tables turned and Jenna was left with a shrunken Trish and Sienna. Still, she was unsure how the OGC had reinstated them. Trish and Sienna still held a nasty grudge against Jenna and Kendra; needless to say, the feeling was very mutual!
Annette said, “Beth Dixon phoned this morning and said she would be personally picking them up.”
“I don’t get it,” said Jenna. “How has Trish gotten in that lady’s good graces so quickly?”
“Because they’re exactly alike. Both ruthless, childish, and willing to do whatever to come out on top. You girls best be careful down there. And if you need me call! I’ll rally the troops if I gotta.” She put a hand on Jenna’s and squeezed. It was all in jest, but she meant every word.
And hopefully the uneasy feeling was all in Jenna’s head. Because she had a very bad feeling about this trip . . . 
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They were treated to a mini bar with full amenities
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