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“Hey Emily!”

It was a tedious morning of her first year of university, and Emily was on her way to the cafeteria after her third and most difficult class of the day. When the brunette heard a voice calling her through the busy college hallways, she immediately recognized him. Jude, with whom she shared a few classes, and a quite charming guy in her opinion.

The girl was understandably happy when he asked her if they could share some words in private.

“Of course!” she giggled, escorting him to an empty classroom.

The two, now distant from indiscreet looks and ears, looked at each other in front of a scribbled blackboard filled with underlined definitions of some arcane philosophical concepts.

“So, what did you want to say to me?” the girl asked, coquettishly twirling the tips of her brown locks.

“Well, this is going to be a bit embarrassing...” Jude said.

“Go on...” the girl smiled.

“Alright, there is someone I like,” the young man courageously said, although the emotion in his voice was evident.

“Yes?” she beamed. “And who might that be?”

“It’s someone you know well,” said Jude.

She just kept smiling at him, waiting for him to speak, ready to lean in and kiss him once he would confess.

And then Jude spouted the plain, harsh truth. “It’s that girl you’re friends with, Clarissa.”

“What?”

Emily wanted to freak out and tell him to go to hell, but her dignity suggested otherwise. Her smile sort of died down, but she kept replying politely. “Yeah, she’s one of my good friends. What about her?”

“Yeah, I wanted to ask, is she single?”

“She is,” Emily confirmed. “Single as it comes, right now. Absolutely no boyfriends of any sort, sir,” the girl said, cringing internally at her own scrambling for words.

Jude nodded. “Look, I,” he said, “I wanted to ask her out, but I don’t really know her very well. Could you, huh, sort of hook us up somehow?”

Emily wanted to disappear – the cheek of this guy! But her politeness prevented her from replying in anything but a nice fashion.

“O-of course,” she said. “Are you free this Friday? She’s my roommate, after all. You can visit us and then you can get to know each other that way.”

Jude grabbed Emily’s hands, which didn’t fail to make the poor girl’s heart rush. “This Friday, huh? I’ll be there for sure. Thank you so much, Em!” the guy said. “You’re a great friend, I owe you one for this.”

“N-no problem...” the girl said, awkwardly smiling before seeing Jude leave the room in a rush.

What a fiasco. Emily was obviously disappointed with Jude’s “confession”, but she was mostly mad at herself for having agreed to organize that Friday night date. She had this bad habit of being a people-pleaser, and it usually ended up backfiring, but this one had to be one of the most egregious examples of why she needed to learn to say no to people.

Yes, that was going to be an awkward evening for her, watching the guy she liked and her best friend flirting with each other. It was not the end of the world, she tried to rationalize: it’s not like she was in love with Jude or anything, and she couldn’t be jealous of her best friend. Still, it stung that he liked her better, and it would sting for quite some time.

She began to harbor a secret resentment toward him, and she hoped that Clarissa would happen to be busy that Friday, so there would have been a perfect reason to avoid that cringe-fest of an evening.

But Clarissa was not busy (why would she be? They did almost everything together, and if she didn’t have any plans, her best friend usually wouldn’t either), and so the dreaded Friday night plans were confirmed, much to the girl’s dismay.

“You know, he is into you,” Emily revealed to her roommate. “He was the one who asked me to do this.”

“Ooooh,” Clarissa said. “Yeah, I thought it seemed weird that you would invite him!”

“If that makes you uncomfortable, you don’t have to accept,” Emily said, hoping that would lead Clarissa to cancel the plans.

“Eh, why not?” the girl asked. “He is kinda cute, I might as well give him a chance. Em,” the girl then inquired. “You are not into him, aren’t you?”

“Who, me? No way, not at all!” the brunette just said.

“Yeah, was a dumb question,” Clarissa smiled. “If you were, you wouldn’t be trying to hook him up with me in the first place!”

“Riiight,” cringed Emily.

And so all that was left to do was to wait for Friday. They would order takeout, have a few drinks ready in the fridge, and look for something to watch together. Yeah, that was going to be an awkward night for Emily, but she figured she would find an excuse to just leave the two of them alone and go sulk in her bedroom.

What a great prospect for the girl. She picked up one of her teddy bears and punched the innocent plushie in the face. “Damn you, Jude! Why did you have to like her?”

She picked up the shrinking gun that she had been recently given by a relative and fantasized about using it on Jude. She imagined the young man tiny and helpless at her feet, scrambling for her mercy. Then, and only then, she could have her revenge on him. The fantasy was quite delightful, and it didn’t fail to lift up her spirits.

“What if...” the girl whispered as she held the device in front of her eyes, wild thoughts running through her mind.

“No, I could never...” she reasoned, putting the item away.

“Could I...?”

*
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Jude buzzed at the girls’ door at 8 PM, holding a six-pack of beers in his hand. “Hey,” he said as Emily went to get the door. “Looking great, Em,” he said.

“Cheers,” the girl said as she picked up the beers. “Come in. Clarissa’s in the living room.”

The two of them walked through the hall until they met Clarissa. “Clari, you remember my friend Jude, right?”

“Sure!” the girl said, beaming at the newcomer. “Have a seat!”

“Y-yeah,” Jude said, suddenly feeling shy in front of the girl he liked, and as he pulled out a chair from under the table, he slammed it against its leg, making a loud noise in the process. “Ouch!”

Jude’s nervousness could easily be explained; after all he was the stranger while Emily and Clarissa had the advantage of being in the familiar comfort of their own home. But the poor young man found himself in a state of total confusion as he sat down, and not knowing what to do, he just scrambled for a beer, hoping that the alcohol would make him calm down.

“Right, he brought beer,” Emily said as she untangled a can from the six-pack. “Want one, Clari?”

“Ooooh, sure!” the girl squealed. “Cheers, Jude!” she said as she received her drink.

“Ch-cheers,” said the young man as he drank, choking on his beer.

Even Emily felt kind of sorry for him as she observed his nervousness, although a part of her was secretly enjoying seeing him struggle. Still, she had to play the part of the polite host, so she had to at least try to make her guest comfortable.

A few easy questions, she reasoned, would probably help him take the edge off. “So Jude,” the girl asked, “how are your classes going?”

It didn’t help that, right at that moment, Clarissa was bending down in front of the coffee table to pick up the Tv remote, and Jude was staring at the nice spectacle of the slim girl’s butt.

“M-my asses are going great,” the young man said, dying inside as he immediately realized his lapsus.

Clarissa just chuckled as she heard that sentence, while Emily stared at Jude with a deadpan look. “I didn’t know he could be like this when he was nervous,” she thought, developing a wicked enjoyment of his struggles. “Geez, this guy is more helpless than I thought!”

“It’s great to know you’re doing well with your asses, Jude,” Clarissa teased him as she sat back on the sofa, slamming her feet over the coffee table and fumbling with the Tv remote to browse the streaming offerings for the night.

“I meant my classes, of course,” the man awkwardly clarified, relieved that at least she was laughing.

“Yeah, no offense, but nobody wants to know about your asses, Jude,” Emily quipped.

Meanwhile, Clarissa groaned. “There is not a single good show on this stupid service,” she complained. “Em, I told you we should get Lulu!”

“Just put something on,” Emily said. “The worst-looking thing you can find. Anything can become fun if you watch it with your friends.”

“Riiight,” Clarissa said as she began playing a random show. “So rather than this crap...” the girl said as she started playing a random sitcom. “I suppose we should probably think of some other way to spend the night. Something fun and social that we could all do together.”

She glanced at Emily and Jude in sequence. “Can you guys think of anything? Jude? Any ideas? Possibly not ones involving your asses?”

As Jude froze, having realized that now the girls were going to laugh at his stupid asses lapsus for the whole night, Emily’s hand traveled to the front pocket of her pants, where she had been holding her size gun.

“I had something on my mind, actually...” the girl said. “But I don’t know if Jude would agree to that.”

"Huh?" Clarissa asked intrigued as she looked at the strange device in her friend's hands. "What is that, Em?"

“This?” Emily said. “This is my shrinking gun...”

“Right... I forgot!” giggled Clarissa. “We haven’t managed to try it yet!”

“And maybe tonight is the perfect night,” Emily smiled as she glanced at Jude.

Clarissa bursted out laughing. “So that’s why you actually invited him? To act as our shrinking guinea pig?”

“What do you say to that, Jude?” Emily asked as she playfully pointed the gun at him.

"W-wait just a second," the young man said, on one hand, thrilled
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