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Linda was prancing around the ground level of her house, the twenty-year-old animatedly speaking with her best friend on the phone. “So you arrived already? Was the flight comfortable?”

Becky explained how the flight had indeed been comfortable, if a bit too long for her preferences, and she was currently relaxing in her hotel room.

“Well, I’m glad to hear that,” Linda said. Becky couldn’t see what her friend was up to, but with the hand she was not holding her phone with, Linda was carrying a particular device, one that Becky herself had entrusted her with.

The girl pointed the device at the far corner of the kitchen, making a trash bag vanish on the spot.

“You know, this shrinking gun is actually awesome!” she raved. “I always knew my bestie was a genius!”

“What?” Becky said. “You’re using it? I thought I told you to just keep it safe!”

"Yeah, but no biggie," Linda said as she shrunk an empty milk bottle and the peel of an orange which she had left on the table. "I'm just taking advantage of it to dispose of some trash. Nothing major. I’m not going to try and rob a bank, relax, Becks!”

Becky didn’t know if she was supposed to be worried or pleased. In a way, she was relieved that her friend was finally cleaning up her messy house, but at the same time, she didn't want her precious research to be tampered with.

“Please, huh, be careful, Lynn. I’ve been working on that thing for, like, years, and it’s the only working prototype. I couldn’t think of anyone else to entrust it to, so please... show me that I was right in trusting you.”

Linda giggled. “Like I said, I’m just using it to clean up!” she said as she moved away from the kitchen and entered the storage room. “Oh God, I’ve been needing to get rid of that broken washing machine forever...”

Becky sighed – so long as Linda actually just used the device to clean the house up, it shouldn’t have been a problem...

At the same moment, Linda was smiling mischievously. From the window, she could see the man who lived next door waving as he walked past the lawn. “Hey, what if I shrank the neighbor? Huh, Becks? Does it work on people? Then I could borrow their nice convertible...” she asked as she waved back.

“Yeah, it does! But please, don’t use it on the neighbor... or anybody else!”

“I was only joking, I was only joking!” Linda said as her attention shifted to the hunky gardener trimming a flowerbed. “I realize shrinking someone could only cause trouble... Well, supposing I am found out!”

“Linda, please!” Becky scolded her.

“I’m kidding, I’m kidding!” Linda said – still, she couldn’t help imagining herself as an imposing giant, stopping a teeny bus filled with ant-sized people with a powerful slam of her foot, and smirked to herself. Why was the thought so entertaining?

Linda already was a really tall young woman, so the idea of being even taller, if not gigantic, seemed to tickle her fantasy.

“I sure hope you really are joking!” her scientist friend cried. “I don’t want to be thinking about this when I’m supposed to be on holiday... “

Meanwhile, Linda seemed to have found a more interesting topic to move on to. “Oooh, the new gardener guy just removed his shirt,” the woman said. “You should see him, Becks... he’s so buff!”

“What, are you thinking of shrinking him, too?”

Linda bit her lip and toyed with a lock of her hair, giggling. “No way! Now that would be a massive waste...”

The gardener noticed she was staring and nodded in her direction. “Becks, you’re definitely missing out...” she squealed.

“That’s too bad,” Becky said. “But I’m guessing there’s no shortage of hot, beefy dudes at the beaches here...”

Linda giggled, moving away to look for more old and useless objects to dispose of. “I sure hope so...” she said. “You deserve to have some fun on your vacation, after all...”
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Michael looked around the front yard to make sure he hadn’t forgotten about anything – eventually, he reckoned he could be satisfied with his efforts. He removed his work gloves and wiped the sweat from his brow. Yes, the man could finally call it a day. All that he had to do was to collect his money and say goodbye to the lovely client. Which reminded him, she had been smiling and staring at him a little too much. Could it be that she was interested?

“Geez, this is a good paying job, and it wouldn’t be wise to get involved. Still, she’s so hot...”

The house-owner was indeed a sexy, fit brunette with a beautiful, slender body. Linda was very disciplined with her working out routine, and it showed. What’s more, she didn’t mind showing it all off with very skimpy clothes, a tendence that was accentuated in the current hot season.

“Man, I totally would,” he thought as he lingered behind the front door before coming in.

“Miss?” Michael said. He took a couple steps inside, having noticed the silhouette of the woman at the far end of the hall. “Well, I thought that I should tell you how I am done... Huh?”

He stopped with a shiver as he saw the brunette with her right arm stretched, holding what seemed to be a gun, and she was... pointing it at him? “Whoa!” he cried as he put up his arms in the air. “Stop right there!”

Linda gasped – Michael came in right as she was about to shrink an old vase that she had been meaning to get rid of, and he ended up right in the line of fire.

Her quick reflexes managed to avoid an incident – had she not delayed her shot in time, Michael would have been shrunk to a minuscule size in place of the old pot; she managed to stop her finger right in time not to have to deal with an itty-bitty gardener who would have barely been able to fix a pot plant.

“Huh? The gardener came?” she said. “Bye Becks, I’m gonna call you later...”

Linda took a step in his direction. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to point the gun at you!”

“I’m sure you didn’t, miss...” the man meekly said.

“Oh, just call me Linda,” the girl said as she adjusted her hair and warmly smiled at him. Well, yeah. It would have been a huge shame to shoot such a hunk!

Michael was still too shaken from the fright to think straight, because in a normal state of mind, he would’ve realized how Linda was giving him the eyes.

“A-anyway, I just wanted to say that I’m done,” the man said. “I took care of the lawn and shrubs just like you asked me to...”

“Of course!” Linda said. “Let me just get my checkbook...”

He took a glance at her toned butt clad in her tight gym shorts as she walked away, Linda thinking to herself how she was definitely asking him to stay for a cup of coffee.

Once she was gone, his eyes moved away from her lovely frame and moved to the gun Linda was carrying and had currently left on the closest table – the man was a bit of an arms enthusiast, so he couldn’t help but foster some curiosity about the unusual item. Why was this girl walking around the house with such a weapon in her hands, and what kind of gun was it? It seemed unfamiliar, to say the least... a foreign model, perhaps?

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” he murmured as he picked up the metallic device from the desk Linda had left it on. “I should ask her about it, but I don’t know if that’s appropriate... Heck, she would probably get mad if she saw me touching it!”

Still, his curiosity was very strong, and he reasoned that he would certainly hear Linda’s footsteps when she would return. He had focused on the sight of her feet a couple times, admiring the toenails painted in a sexy and clean white, so there was no doubt about the kind of shoes she was wearing – the noisy, wedged type.

“What kind of bullet does this even shoot? This can’t be an actual gun,” he wondered as he looked at the front of the device. “And how does recharging even work...?”

“I couldn’t be trying it just once... Just to see what it does. Couldn’t I?”

He looked around. Still no trace of the woman. His finger hovered over the trigger for a couple of seconds, feeling the cool and slick edge of the little metal lever.

“Nah, I couldn’t,” he chuckled as he put his finger away. “Who knows what kind of trouble I could end up in...”

Some seconds after he put back the gun, Linda returned with a checkbook in her hand. She had spent some time fixing up her makeup and touching up her cleavage on the way, too, so when she saw the man that was waiting for her, again she smiled at him.

Upon coming back, however, she couldn’t help but realize how the gun was not in place anymore.

“Did you touch this?” she worriedly asked, picking up the device. Gosh, did I really leave this here unattended? Becks would so kill me if she found out!

The man just smiled and nodded. “Oh, I’m real sorry. Was just curious to see your gun. It’s not a model you see often...”

The brunette giggled and playfully juggled the gun around her finger. "Oh yeah..." she said, eager to show off. "You wouldn't believe what this is actually for..."

Michael’s face turned a bit pale as he looked at the nonchalant fashion in which the girl was handling the supposedly dangerous item – “Wait, this could be risky...” he said.

Linda giggled again. “Oh no, relax, I’m just... Eek!”

It turned out that Michael was right to be worried - just as Linda flirted with him, she lost grasp of the gun, the item slipping from her hand and falling on the floor.

The two of them
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