It was a warm summer afternoon, the trees were waving in the wind and the gras was rustling with life. The only sound seemingly disturbing this pitoresque scene were the clopping of hooved from Prince John's carriage. "Look Sliss!" The prince said happily as he held up a strange amulet in front of him. It had ancient markings and a large gemstone set in the middle of it. "I never knew that mother collected this sort of jewlery." He hummed to himself as Sliss rolled his eyes out of boredom, it was one thing being the false king's grand visier but why did he had to have such a girly personality. "I'm going to try this on next moment we're home" he giggled frantically. Sliss only sighed as he replied with a forced "Yes sire, I'm sure you'll look fabulous". 

As the carriage approached the castle a strange figure seemed to look down on them from up the trees. It was Robin Hood and he was planning another scheme to steal all those gems from the evil prince to give them to the poor. He jumped down, looking around to see if no-one had seen or heard him as he snuck towards the castle. John had already left the carriage, carrying the necklace he so fancied and went upstairs to his bedroom. "Oh jolly good, wearing this I'll look like a true royal!" He said to himself as he placed the necklace around his neck and admired himself in the mirror. "Not too bad" He smirked as he wondered what everyone else thought of it.

As Robin approached the castle he suddenly felt ill. "Ugh! W-what's this?" He gasped as he held his stomach in pain, his head seemed to sway and it felt as if he was falling down. The pain eventually stopped and he looked up to see... that he was in some large stone canyon with meter high walls. Robin looked further up and saw an immense structure... that was when it hit him and the feeling filled him with dread. He must've been shrunk somehow, but what could it have been? The guards inside of the castle experienced the exact same thing, the narrow hallways they passed through were now infinitely large, looking forward revealed only the vast, desert-like floor stretching out from underneath them. Suddenly a massive bellowing roaring sound thundered through the castle, as if some god-like being was calling out to them. "Ooh guards! What do you think of my necklace?" the voice boomed through the air, followed by a set of thundering thumps, whooshes and clacks, thumps that quickly turned into massive quakes... and there was something else: A strong musky smell... the smell of old worn flipflops.

The massive door in the distance swung open, the guards had to crane their necks upwards to see the mile high fabric of John's dirty worn flipflops, above that they could see the lion's massive smelly toes towering high above them. Looking up revealed their master's blurry face standing above them in the distance, he didn't even seem to bother looking down. "DOWN HERE!! DOWN HERE YOUR MAJESTY!!" The guards screamed upwards towards their 'king', but it was all in vain, at their puny size prince John couldn't possibly hear them as they would soon come to realise. A massive blast of wind knocked them up into the air as John lifted his footpaw to take a step, falling down on the floor, breaking several bones they could only look up in horror as the very sky above them was replaced with the sole of prince John's massive dirty flipflop. They could whimper and scream at the top of their puny lungs as the world around them began to grow darker and muskier. With the simple act of placing his foot down, the guard's microscopic little bodies simply exploded underneath the vast worn fabric of the sole. Prince John would've never known that he had killed his own guards simply by walking, as there was only one thing on his mind: Looking good and presentable to others, their lives was the least of his concern.

Prince John looked around, seeing no-one in sight. "What is the meaning of this? Where are my guards?" He said to himself but he figured that they might've known about his antics by now and probably went downstairs, where they were safe. No matter, as there were other people to ask how royal he would look with that amulet around his neck. Meanwhile, maid Marian found herself in quite a pickle, she was playing with Skippy in her bedroom as she'd always loved to fool around with the kids, but suddenly she found herself on the floor of her own bedroom, she could see Skippy waving at her in the far off distance. She didn't know what happened, she could feel strong vibrations throughout the castle though, but she knew one thing: She had to get herself and Skippy in safety before-... A sudden loud quake made her room thunder. "Oh no! There it is again" She panicked, motioning Skippy to run away for safety but at this size they weren't even able to move a single millimeter on Marian's vast and seemingly endless bedroom floor. Another quake thundered through the room and another, each thunder more stronger than the other. Skippy did his best to get out of the way of the door, but it was too late. The enormous door in the horizon swayed open, revealing the terrifying sight of a massive prince john standing in the doorway. Skippy was scared out of his wits as he saw the impossibly large giant lion standing in front of him and nearly fainted from the putrid stench of his smelly footpaws. "DON'T COME IN!!" Marian yelled at the top of her lungs. "YOU'RE TOO BIG!! YOU'RE TOO-" she suddenly fell over as a gust of wind knocked her back. It was John, massive flipflop that swung forwards, the vortex of air simply sucked Skippy up in the air. "Nooo!!!" Skippy screamed, fearing for his life as he landed inbetween prince John's huge smelly toes. Another massive thunder quaked through Marian's bedroom as prince John placed his foot down.

Skippy coughed and wheezed as he scrambled to stand up. It was at that point when he realised how utterly insignificant he was. Prince John's toes seemed like massive, greasy planet sized boulders, curving miles high upward, he could see the massive, tower-like pillars that were the prince's individual strands of hair. The textures on his toes were like endless canyons to him and he could only stare in awe at the indentations that the prince's footpaws had made in the insole of the massive flipflop, like craters curving downwards. The smell was simply horrible, the prince must've at least gone a whole week without a good bath Skippy must've thought as the painful and thick musk wafting from his footpaws drilled their way into the poor rabbit's nose. Prince John was already a powerful and evil king, but now, even his mere toes could rule over him. The deafening silence was only broken by another quaking thunder blasting from the sky. "Maid Marian? Maid Marian!? ... Where is that wretched girl?" John mumbled to himself as he wondered where she could've gone to.

Marian had hoped that prince John would turn around to look for her elsewhere, she fell on her knees and prayed that he didn't walk further into her bedroom to get a better look at his surroundings... but unfortunately for her, she was powerless to stop the exact thing that struck fear into her heart; prince John started to walk in her direction. She tried to run, but the massive quakes that were caused by his massive footfalls simply knocked her off her feet. "NO PLEASE!! OH GOD I BEG YOU!!" She screamed and cried upwards, but her words quite literally bounced right off the only thing she was able to talk to... the vast and dirty sole of prince Johns dirty flipflops. Marian swallowed deeply as she looked up, accepting her miserable fate as that vast sole drew closer and closer, she could see the microscopic guards splattered somewhere in the fine textures of the underside as all her worries ended with an ear deafening boom that made her body explode into the same fine paste as the guards. Skippy had tears running down his face, knowing what had happened. "YOU KILLED HER YOU MONSTER!!" He screamed, drawing out his wooden sword and running towards prince John's massive toe, but he soon stopped running as he realised that it was all in vain. Prince John was simply too big and he was simply too small, a tiny speck, even lesser than the massive boulders of dirt surrounding him. Never before had he felt so insignificant in his entire miserable life.

To add insult to injury Skippy was now forced to either live the rest of his microscopic life as some insignificant speck on prince John's insole or he would die underneath his toe or drown in his footsweat. Skippy could only pray for a micracle to happen. It was at that point that his entire world began to shift and quake again as prince John continued walking, totally oblivious of crushing his own guards and castle staff underneath his rough and worn flipflops. Skippy tried his best to ignore the screams of pain and terror, ignore the sounds of crushing bones and ripping flesh as his young and feeble mind couldn't take it any longer and cried out in pure sadness at the horrible traumatic events that were playing out in front of him. The worst thing was that there was nothing he could do to change his fate. He couldn't even move a single speck of dirt, let alone take on prince John who still kept wandering around the castle aimlessly.

"That is odd! Where in the world has everyone gone too?" He sighed to himself as he sat down at the dinner table, he was hungry and he wasn't in a good mood. The kitchen staff seemed to have left and he looked around to see if no-one was around to look... if only he knew that people were looking straight at him he might have refrained from doing it, but they were just too insignificant for him to even notice, lesser than the dirt on the floor. Prince John had a certain tick even worse than sucking his thumb, it wasn't a very kingly or hygienic thing to do as he often loved to give his sore paws a good long rub. Skippy breathed heavily as he felt his entire world moving out from underneath him. "I'M GOING TO DIE!!!" Skippy panicked as he felt himself fall down. Lucky for him he landed on something soft, but equally smelly... it was then that he realised that he had fallen right between prince John's musky toes. He witnessed how the vast, landscape-like insole of the flipflop moved upwards as John took it off and threw it on the floor. The kitchen staff could only look at the massive brown leather object as it descended upon them and took several more live with a quaking thud.

Skippy could feel his entire world quake and vibrate as prince John's massive planet-sized fingers started kneading and caressing his vast and damp soles. John sighed in relief as the pain was slowly fading from his soles, which were probably caused from wearing those worn sandals, yet he kept them because he was so attached to them. In a sigh of relief, prince John stretched his toes. Skippy gasped as the prince's planet sized toes swayed backwards, revealing a more putrid stench wafting from the vast toe arch he was standing in before the toes came swaying back forth, slowly closing in on him. "NOO PLEASE!!" Skippy begged as he got on his hands and knees, begging the god like lion for his life. "DON'T CRUNCH YOUR TOES!! DON'T CRUNCH YOUR-" Skippy's voice was cut-off as he felt his entire body contort most uncomfortably between the massive canyon-like folds of prince John's sole, everything went black.

When Skippy's vision finally returned he noticed that he had survived except... he looked down at his body, he could see the broken bones, his crushed arms and legs and every time he breathed it hurt, he tried to speak up to prince John, but was only able to cough up blood every time he tried to talk. He could only lie there motionless, awaiting his dreadful fate as prince John was now inspecting the dirty sole of his foot. "Tsk. I should really take a bath someday!" Prince John's enormous voice bellowed through the sky, making Skippy's world shake violently and deafening him instantly. He could only watch as the prince's massive eyes moved back and forth in the sky, scanning the massive desert like underside of his dirty sole. Skippy could see how prince John's eyes slowly closed with a rumble and then opened again, sending a strong waft of wind in his direction, realising that John could possibly kill him by simply blinking alone. John must've scanned over Skippy countless of times, the various specks of dirt getting even more attention than him, now he really knew what a single speck of dirt underneath one's sole must feel like. Lucky for him, prince John quickly got bored of his little game and placed his foot down, relieving Skippy from his torment as he became one with the dirt underneath prince John's sole.

John quickly got bored and placed his flipflop back on, hoping no-one had witnessed him playing with his footpaws again. John looked around as he stepped outside of the castle, seeing not one of his guards. "Pah! They probably all left like usual, what a bunch of weaklings!" He huffed to himself as he went back towards his bedroom. "I'm going to sleep for the rest of the day." He said to himself as he placed the necklace in a box, kicked off his flipflops and dropped into bed. "If only I could get rid of that nasty Robin Hood! I'm pretty sure he wants to steal my necklace." He mumbled to himself as he drifted to sleep. If only prince John had a microscope and bothered to look underneath the worn soles of his nasty flipflops, he would've seen a tiny red speck of gore with some green shreds of clothing mixed within, the only thing that remained of the famous Robin Hood, never to be seen again.

THE END?

"I think I'm going for a walk in the village when I wake up tomorrow" The prince mumbled in his sleep...
