At home, Judy Winters groaned and huffed, pushing the large rideable vacuum cleaner into the living room. “Ugh... can’t believe I gotta clean while mom and dad are out having dinner. And why’s our vacuum so big, it’s like a Zamboni!!” With a puff, she mounts on top of it. There are signs of wear marking the green plastic panels on the side. The long hose itself stuck out on the front, almost making it look like a plastic elephant. “Okay, I can do this..." she says, looking over the control panel. There’s a wheel and some levers and pedals. She puts a hand to her hip and another above her eyebrows, scanning the room like how a pirate might be looking from a crow's nest.
"Avast! Dust ahoy!" Spying a particular corner in desperate need of vacuuming, she sat back down onto the seat, and pressed the button to turn on the vacuum cleaner. The machine ROARED to life, catching Judy off guard. "Yeesh, this thing sounds like a wild animal!" Nervous at first, Judy pushes down the pedal!… and the vacuum starts crawling at a snail’s pace. “What the-!?” Judy exclaims, rolling her eyes. “Guess I don't have to worry about breaking the speed limit with this thing.” Judy looked down to see the hose at work, the wide, cannon-like funnel on the front completely inhaling any speck of dust in its path. Judy shivered “Man, I wouldn’t wanna be a dust bunny right now.” With a sigh of boredom at how notices a particularly tempting button on the center console, labeled "TURBO". “Mmmmh…” thinking about it for a while, with a smile she says “Well, wouldn’t hurt to get the job done faster!” With that, she presses the button.
Almost immediately, the vacuum roared, even louder than before!!… before dying completely, the whine fading into silence. Judy's hands were clasped to her mouth in shock. "Oh no!!”
Judy carefully and quickly climbed down the vacuum cleaner to inspect it. Apprehensively, she looked into the hose, seeing only a discomforting darkness down a rubbery tube. “Maybe it’s deeper in?…” Seeing no sign of a clog at first, she placed both hands on the rim and looked even deeper inside, hearing a slight whistling noise from within... Suddenly, all at once the machine roared to life. “Waaah!!” Startled, Judy is blinded by her blonde hair buffeting her face as it’s pulled towards the hose, as her shirt slid right off her frame with ease! She released a shrill scream before managing to dislodge herself from the sucking force of the funnel. “Oh, I really liked that shirt!" Blushing and covering herself with her hands momentarily, Judy scrambled to her feet to get away from the machine as the hose flailed wildly in all directions. One whip tripped Judy from behind, causing her to fall to floor. As she groans in pain, she felt her legs lift off the ground entirely, towards the suction of the hose. Her shoes and socks became the next articles of her clothing to go as Judy helplessly watched them disappear down the rubbery funnel. “No… I can’t give up!” Shaking her head, Judy determinedly gripped the carpet and tried to pull herself away from the vacuum, even as she felt the  waistband of her skirt begin to peel off. “No, no, no, no, no, NO!!!” Sure enough, Judy’s skirt started easily  sliding down her bare legs, the suction doing all the work, before it went flying off! "THIS IS SO UNSAAAAFE!" She wailed, as she looked ahead and saw a lamp. Gritting her teeth, she released the carpet and lunged at it, gripping the lamppost with her hands.
Judy was practically flying sideways in the air, not unlike a flag on a windy day. "THIS REALLY BLOWS!!” Upon finishing the unintentional pun, she gasped realizing the wind was beginning to tug rather strongly on her last remaining article of clothing, much to her chagrin. "NOT AGAIIIN!" Judy shouted, feeling the pull of the suction on her trademark pink undies as they slid right off her butt, the pink fabric creasing over her cheeks, her foot unsuccessfully attempting to clutch to her sole remaining article of clothing with her toes! “Not my undies~! THIS IS  SO TYPICAL!!!” Judy, buck naked by this point and fixing to lose her grip, stubbornly continued clinging to the pole down to her last fingers, kicking her legs fruitlessly and whimpering, her expression one of strain and panic. Surely enough, her fingers were wrenched off from the near hurricane-force winds. "NOOOO, I DON’T WANNA BE A DUST BUNNY!!!” she squealed, flying through the air, before being pulled into the hose headfirst. “MHHPPH-!”  Her voice reduced to muffled squeaks, Judy’s arms had been sucked right in, now smushed over her head ! “Oh nooo, this isn’t fair!” She protested from within, bracing her arms out against the sides with her limited strength. A pair of kicking legs and her rear were the sole remnants still outside the hose, inch by inch being squished into the rubber funnel. “Hnnhggn… Gotta… hang on!” Judy’s bucking legs finally straightened out as her rump and legs dislodged with a pop, moving the hapless lass along at a great speed down the hose, like a slide going on for an eternity. “Woooooaaaaahhhhh~!” she wailed out. A Judy shaped bump traveled down the tube, as the machine itself spun around the living room violently, knocking off cabinets and dressers,  ramming against the couches and TV. “WHAAAT’S HAPPENIN-“ Judy barely cried from within the hose, her squishing and squeezing down the tube cut off only by the machine rather quickly pushing her into the bag compartment, to join the rest of the mess she’d unintentionally made, the last view of her wiggling legs and struggling butt sliding neatly into the thick plastic cylinder as her body passed through the tight squeeze of the rubber seal. The whole living room becomes a destroyed mess, a wreck, a deep THUD sounds off from inside the vacuum.

Finally drained of power, the machine died with a whine.

Immediately afterwards, Artie and Tina arrived home, dressed very nicely.

“You know, Artie, I never took you for a truffle expert,” said Tina, looking at her husband, impressed. 
“You know what they say, honey. With marriage, you discover something new every da-“ He cut himself off as they both entered the living room, taking in the view of the ruined place, with the vacuum cleaner right in the middle.

Then, with a loud thud, the machine's side door swung open, Judy rolling out in a cloud of dust. She clambered to get up, coughing, as dust and dirt covered her private bits. “Ugggh, what the-?…” Very much disoriented, Judy successfully dusted off any and all grime from her body, as her eyes blinked open. The first thing she saw was the disapproving look of her parents, her father with her arms crossed, her mother with her hands on her hip. Confused, she looked around and sees the wrecked living room. Her eyes went wide realizing what happened, and turned back to her parents… before she squeaked nervously, tucking and covering with her hands crossing down her body, and gave a nervous, sheepish grin. "Uhhh… before you ground me… can I get dressed?…”

