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		Description

Please be warned that the following story will contain hardcore vore, cruelty, and many other possible disturbing material to certain audiences, the main style of my stories are for the microphiliacs and macrophiliacs, so please--Read at your own risk, there will be pre-content warnings on every chapter as a precaution. You've been warned, so I recommend against reading this, or any other of my stories if you're easily offended by/or you simply hate macro/micro material, because this story is full of it, also--if you hate NSFW content--lemme save you the hassle of reading this by simply telling you now, that yes, this contains a large portion of it. If you're offended by any of the graphic scenes in this fic, then that dislike button is up there for you to click on, hoping I care for your frivolous excuse of constructive criticism. With that being said, for those who are mature enough, please--I hope you enjoy.
Possible warnings in this story:
Questionable Ethics: One or more characters in this chapter or section will commit actions which are considered to be highly unethical, illegal, and/or a crime against humanity.
(E.g., Slavery, rape, murder, torture and/or discrimination)
Suggestive material:One or more characters in this chapter or section will commit actions which are highly seductive.
(E.g., Hoofplay, flirting, kissing, licking, biting and/or reference any fetishises or sexual desires)
Questionable morals/moral ethics: One or more characters in this chapter or section will commit actions which may provoke an unhealthy and/or illegal lifestyle, or provide an unrealistic approach to real life events in a fictional concept.
(E.g., Drug usage, domestic abuse, aggressive behaviour, vulgar language, gambling and/or stalking)
Sexual material: One or more characters in this chapter or section will commit actions that involve any sexual or adult material.
(E.g., Masturbation, insertion, sexual intercourse, sexual possessions, anal and/or oral penetration)
Introduction: 
Your life is on the line, after waking up, and learning that you're... just a 'little' smaller--With 'little' being an extreme understatement.
Completion:
Chapter I: Temptation - completed
Chapter II: Party's over - completed
Chapter III: Luxurious complications - Completed
Chapter IV: Sílante! - Completed
Chapter V: Stealing home - Incomplete
Chapter VI: 6 Lovers - Completed
Chapter VII: Rape of the century - Completed
Chapter VIII: Labor Day - Completed
Chapter IX: The Apple Family Quagmire - Not started
Chapter X: 8===D - Not started
Chapter XI: In our prime - Not started
Chapter XII: Mea Culpa - Not started
Chapter XIII: Irreconcilable responsibility - Not started
Chapter XIV: Big, bad wolf - Not started
Chapter XV: End of days - Not started
Character appearances:
Chapter I: Twilight, Spike, You
Chapter II: Twilight, Octavia, Vinyl Scratch, You
Chapter III: Rarity, You
Chapter IV: Rarity, You
Chapter V: You, Fluttershy, Angel, Rainbow Dash, Applejack
Chapter VI: You, Twilight, Rarity, Applejack, Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy, Rainbow Dash
Chapter VII: You, Rainbow Dash, Sorain
Chapter VIII: You, Applejack, Sorain, Rainbow Dash
Chapter IX: You, C.M.C.
Chapter X: You, Spike, Rarity
Chapter XI: You, Spike, Twilight
Chapter XII: You, Twilight
Chapter XIII: You, citizens of CloudsDale, citizens of Ponyvillie
Chapter XIV: You, citizens of Canterlot, Princess Luna, Princess Celestia
Chapter XV: You
Chapter synopsis (Spoilers):
Chapter I: Temptation - You awake to find yourself in an odd world, and make a shocking discovery.
Chapter II: Party's Over - Using your clever ideas, you stumble into somepony's house.
Chapter III: Luxurious Complications - After being thrown away, you try to survive the depths of a junk-filled wasteland, and afterwards break into the Carousel Boutique.
Chapter IV: Sílante! - Having some fun with Rarity, you wake up the next morning to find yourself being a part of a healthy, high fibre breakfast.
Chapter V: Stealing Home - Being sent into the drain, you awake outside, with Fluttershy's cottage in view.
Chapter VI: 6 Lovers - This chapter contains a minor 'plot' twist, when Fluttershy arrives to a local party, and you're uninvited--Party time with the main six ensues.
Chapter VII: Rape Of The Century - Welcome to CloudsDale! Our town includes a very high sexual endeavour rate, and many near-death encounters, we hope you enjoy your stay.
Chapter VIII: Labor Day - It's been a long night... But, thankfully--You could simply visit the Apple family after you're rudely kicked out from CloudsDale, only to wake up to the many environments on Sweet Apple Acres.
Chapter IIX: The Apple Family Quagmire - After an encounter with the Apple family, you're surprised to find yourself in an odd-looking forest, with four very familiar voices from above... Literally face-to-face.
Chapter IX: 8===D - With you clinging onto Spike, you realise he has very hard feelings for Rarity.
Chapter X: In Our Prime - Using Spike as transportation, you return to where it all started--At the Ponyville library. 
Chapter XI: Mea Culpa -  Being now spotted by Twilight, alone, it's clear that she's got more erotic plans first, before she can help you.
Chapter XII: Irreconcilable responsibility - Just after besting the various challenges twilight commands at you, Twilight decided to return you to your original size... With varying side effects.
Chapter XIII: Big, Bad Wolf - Now, it's your turn to be the giant, taking literally, ever-growing revenge on all of Ponyville and Canterlot.
Chapter XIV: End Of Days - Still rapidly growing, it seems that you're too big for the planet to hold, making life as you once knew it--Dead. Congrats, you're now the only pony left in the universe.
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		Chapter I: Temptation


			Author's Notes: 
Warning: Contains unaware rape, hoof-play, questionable sexual self-control, ethics and moral standards.




Your vision is cloudy, and illogically unusual.
A large hypnotic swirl of blue and red is all you can see...
It's unclear what's happening, but you hope it's just a simple hangover, or maybe you whacked yourself on the head? It's anyone's guess at this point. 
At last, your blood fully circulates into consciousness, and you survey your location.
Scratching your head, your vision slowly clears, focusing onto the first oddity you encounter: The ground... It's absolutely solid, and the material seems familiar. Tapping it gently with your hooves, you hear the distinct sound of that which is consistent to a wooden panel--"Impossible!" You think to yourself, as you raise your awareness to the incredibly massive monuments nearby.
Strangely, those 'monuments' awfully resemble furniture, making you nervously brush it aside for now, involuntary cringing at the possibility of what's happened to you.
Almost immediately after that cold feeling in your spine subsides, you scream in surprise as you feel an intense rumble in the distance.
The rumbling turned into even louder thumps--Whatever it was, it was getting dangerously closer towards you.
A sudden thump from behind sends you hurdling on your rear-hooves.
You're no scientist, but from the amount of energy absorbed within the ground suggested that whatever it was, it was inexplicably huge; much larger than any equestrian-native creature. 
You attempt to regain your faculties after what seemed as nearby explosions occurring in the distance.
A moment in time freezes, while you regain your thoughts--Getting back to the basics.
Okay, you're just an everyday Earth pony with next-to-no talent in anything productive... Let's face it, you just play video games all day--You're not running to be mayor or anything big, right? Oh, you'll be surprised, as 'big' is quite the understatement.
*Stomp*
"Oh, right--Back to reality" Is the first sensible reaction you think to yourself, as you still don't know where you are...
With an unwilling smirk, you ever so slowly turn arou--*STOMP*
"Holy. Shit." Is all you can whimper.
In front of you... An infinitely scrolling, marshmallowy, purple hoof blocks your view.
Twilight had just returned home, the Library, after a long night of stargazing with Spike helping her jot notes down.
"Spike, I appreciate the help with my research."
"Oh, it's nothing, Twi--I am your #1 assistant, after all"
"He-he, don't get cocky, mister--You can have the day off, tomorrow, okay?"
Spike sighs in response, "Fine."
"Good, now--Get some rest, I'll put the equipment back, okay?"
"Yeah, sure--Goodnight Twi" Spike yawns in his tired mind, then proceeded to walk upstairs to his cot, unaware of the life below him.
You cannot resist pulling an erection as your member slightly grows in length, reacting to your dreams coming true, being smaller than dust.
At your size, not only are you near-deaf from listening to Spike and Twilight talk, but you realise time seems to be only a lil' slower than what is considered an normality in usual sense.
You comically screech, curling into a ball--at an attempt to shield yourself from your doom.
*BOOM*
Lady Luck is on your side, it appears, as you only just miss Spike's behemoth foot, being literally only a few meters from your perspective.
You try to follow his footsteps, but after realising your new size change, that'd be unwise...
You instead begin to explore, in sheer enjoyment of the new world before you.
After a few minutes of trotting in a single direction, you notice one of the screws embedded into the floorboards, and it's the only 'safe' place to hide, while Twilight is around.
All it took was a very courageous jump, and you just make it onto the edge of the screw.
You are amazed at your size, as it took almost an entire minute of constant running to get to the middle of the rusty screw... Then again, being one fifth of am inch will do that to you.
Your world begins to subsequently shake, then you scream with fear as your vision is sudden black darkness, only to be returned a few seconds afterward.
Twilight had just finished cleaning up, and was just starting to prepare for bed, unaware the fear she just brought onto you, only by walking onto her own floorboards.
Great--You've got an entire night to yourself, downstairs in the Library--Now, you just need to somehow go upstairs and get the attention of Twilight or Spike.
Yeah, you're screwed... Good luck with that.
Proverbially pulling yourself together, you attempt to regain your confidence...
Even if you can't do anything about it, you try to gain the best of the situation.
After what seems an unending walk, you suddenly, you see a large pink and purple 'mountain' a few miles a head.
It looks comfy and soft, and heck--It's gonna be a cold, long night... It's the best option and thought you have of having a peaceful slumber.
It takes a good twenty minutes to reach the 'mountain' in question.
"Oh, sweet!" You accidentally say, out loud.
A sweet, flower-scented pair of purple and pink flavoured socks... A slight tingle of wetness seeping out of your cock.
It's not a mountain, it's bigger than that--It appears to be cotton tunnel... And the environment in there seems to be more than peaceful in comparison outside of it.
A small loose thread is hanging above you, and is your only way in, as it's way too big to jump onto the edge.
Surprisingly, the thread holds your weight, and is as sturdy as rope!
After climbing the required 24ft, your reward is not in vain, as the floor is absolutely soft, the tubular walls surrounding you is absolutely soft... It's perfect for not only resting in, but, you wonder if this can be an invitation for something even naughtier.
Reflecting on what you're currently in, you realise how surprisingly well you've handled the situation so far, resisting to masturbate, but then again--You also realise... You've just moved what may be a few feet in reality, and simply crept inside somepony's article of clothing, so what may be a trivial everyday task is nothing compared to the amount of erotic troubles you'll possibly encounter, next.
With curiosity getting the better of you, you dare yourself to wander down, deeper into the smooth cave, the sweet smell only getting better to grant as a reward.
*Stomp*
Suddenly, you experience a very familiar sound in the distance; gradually getting louder and closer towards your position.
Immediately, you first blush reaction is to simply stay put, keep calm... Maybe it's Spike, simply going for a midnight snack?
Maybe... It's Twilight, after all, she takes her studies seriously, even at night.
You closely analyse the sounds... They appear to have a clip-clop effect, similar to a pony's hooves... Spike--obviously, does not have hooves, so you know for fact that it's Twilight, "but, what is she doing" you think to yourself, wandering if the situation would get ever so better.
Twilight was looking for something; searching through various shelves and drawers in the library.
She turns to face you, and she quickly reacts, moving her head back after noticing something.
"Oh, there they are!", Twilight bellows, and then she begins to close in on your position.
"Oh, I just love these socks!", said Twilight, making you gulp, starting to regret any thoughts for your safety, which only turned you on even more.
You know you're in for a good time when pleasure comes before risking your life.
Just as you're about to grab your now harder-than-steel cock, you stumble and fall, as the world around you violently shakes, as Twilight levitates her pink and purple socks in the air, sending you tumbling to the bottom.
Your world begins to sway from side to side, as Twilight makes her way upstairs to put on her socks--Due to the cold night air making her hooves cold, motivating her to grab some extra hoofwear.
Still in excitement about your predicament, as Twilight was already upstairs, the creaking of what you suspected to be her bed indicated you were too late to escape.
Luckily, on the brighter side, she's saved you for last, putting on her other three socks before yours... But, After she put on her third sock, you see the entrance stretch open, showing your appending doom.
You whimper a little, both in anticipation and slightly in fear, you lick your lips, as Twilight's soft hoof closes down--Visually estimating mere seconds of arrival.
"Much better!" Said Twilight, in a quiet, monotone voice.
You grumble, and try to sensually visualise your new 'surroundings', the sweet smell of lavender, maybe a hint of Irish vanilla... 
Your penis is throbbing, as you see it struggling to hold the stretched thread of cotton, forming a slight tent-effect, horizontally.
Trying to balance yourself, you notice you're slightly slipping a little, descending slowly, thanks to a slick texture of Twilight's hoof, slightly sweating from the heat of the hoofware... 
Sticking out your tongue, you cannot resist but to have a small taste... As you would expect, it tastes like a mouthful of watery-salt--Only slightly quenching a tiny thirst you've accumulated during your stay.
After a long, slow decent, you're now greeted by the tight gaps from Twilight's sock, with you at the bottom of it.
It's not an easy squeeze, but you manage to shimmy against the 'Great Wall Of Hoof'.
Slightly uncomfortable, Twilight moves her hind hooves, causing you to be violently greeted by her moist hoof, once again.
After being pinned to the bottom of the hoof, your position changes to where you can see a small hole, nearly unnoticeable to the naked eye.
Getting slightly tired of hoofplay for the night, you edge your way towards the open exit, just within reach.
After observing the height, you're only halfway up her sock, similar to exiting a cave in the middle of M.T. Hoofrest--Literally! (Well, albeit... A very soft version)
It's not an easy climb, but using the cotton threads as a ladder, you slowly, but eventually make atop Twilight's gigantic hoof.
Your target is now in full view... And your unsuspecting mistress awaits, her irresistible body all for you, like an endless playground for you to play on. You ponder for a short moment, think where to go, first, as your cock excretes some pre-cum droplets on her sock, giving you sexual tensions like a hungry dog licking its lips, awaiting its meal.
An unexpected groan from Twilight reaches your ears, as she slowly turns onto her rump, with her head buried in pillows.
The movement gives you a small time to react, as you gain a small thrust from her hoof twitching, landing you near her upper leg.
It's questionable as to why Twilight isn't under her covers, but with your cock getting impatient, all of that doesn't concern you.
A few minutes of wandering the vast entity near Twilight's upper hind-leg, and the long walk is getting to you, but her marshmallowy rump is getting ever closer to you.
After you adapt the gain in altitude, which would be one of her asscheeks.
Once more you lick your lips in temptation not to just fall onto her plot, and simply slide down to her main prize... It's too tempting, but with just a small nudge of her back legs, the force knocks you down between the two mountains, giving that sexual tension in you to flow ever so quicker.
Reaching the bottom of your ride, you see something in the distance... Although it confuses you at first, you realise that her plothole is awaiting.
Descending deeper down the wet, outer folds of her sphincter, your cock can't take it anymore, with even more pre-cum dripping from your shaft upon gazing at such magnificence.  
Slowly perking your lips, you kiss the ever-tender flesh, giving you the most pleasure you've experienced, to date
It's bliss, complete perfection, as you begin to massage the walls in front of you, making you finally orgasm, making a long, sticky thread onto the ground, trailing down into the depths of the innocent unicorn's rear.
Twilight, surprisingly, seemed to show a small reaction as you hear a rumble from above the heavens, coming from Twi, moaning in slight discomfort towards your actions, oblivious to the fact that you just out your untraceable seed into the back of her.
But, even more noticeable to you, the ground below you seems to slowly soften, making you gasp in fear, as you see the sphincter open up, comparable to an octagonal, futuristic door.
Having little time to escape before you fall into the bottomless pit of Twilight's plothole, making you cringe in reaction to consequences that would follow, you involuntary jump off, showing the net-textured ground of Twilight's bed quilt.
It's not a long fall, and you land on your back, minimising any pain that could've only worsened the situation.
The ground is very soft, here, and even though Twi's back-legs could very easily crush you within the next few hours from body pressure when Twilight wakes up.
Again, negating any safety you have: after all, you're already in a victorious mood, what, with you cumming inside Twilight and all--not to mention that your brain is beginning to throb, and it's not from vertigo, either--You're still tired, and haven't had any sleep, today.
It's obvious to you that there's little you can do at this point in time, anyways, and you admit to yourself that it isn't too bad, here, so why not, right?
"Ah, forget it." Is all you can muster, and begin to drift asleep again.
Although Twilight's body movement distracts you from your sleep, you adapt to it, and enjoy a well earned (albeit, an odd) rest.

	
		Chapter II: Party's Over


			Author's Notes: 
Note: Contains minor NSFW material.
Content: Contains bodily fluids and sexually suggestive clothing



Reaching a stable mental quota, as your thoughts eats your mind away, you reawaken to hear the gargantuan roar of Twilight yawning... she's waking up.
Eardrums now erupting into your skull, and the heavy burden of sleep in your eyes beginning to fade, you wish you had something this effective as an alarm clock.
Like being on a ride at PonyLand, you can feel the tensions in your stomach churn in response to the change in velocity--As the hoof you're barely under quickly whacks you, you're swatted like a fly upon contact as Twilight lets out one last yawn, before slowly getting up from her slumber, getting out of the bed. Her sweat sticking to you like glue, as she makes her way down the stairs.
Getting lethargic from movement, you hear Twilight talking to spike.
"Good morning, Spike--Sleep well?"
"Kinda... My back is aching, though; what about you, Twi?"
"Yeah, I'm not too sure, either--I could've sworn I felt something hit my-... Never mind, it was probably nothing." Twilight replied, heading outside into the town of Ponyville.
That face of yours begins to blush so badly, you only wish you could comically shrug your hooves with your lips perked up, so innocent-like.
"Oh, almost forgot, before you go: Pinkie Pie said she wants to speak to you about something... But, knowing her, it could be anything." Spike added, before getting back to his morning chores.
"Will do, Spike--You take care of Owlicious while I'm gone."
Twilight replied, opening the door, with you slowly descending from her sudden movement.
After nearly reaching the bottom of the hooves, you fail to regain any vertical grip you once had.
In an attempt to save yourself from being trampled by Twilight, you grasp the wall of her hoof, bracing yourself for a large hop onto the ground floor.
Similar to a wall jump in a video game, you force all your weight onto one side, only to quickly balance your momentum into a more comfortable acceleration, as you leap into the dangerous lands of Ponyville--Although you never really thought about your landing, much, so where you land is anypony's guess.
It's a soft landing, as the ground supported your velocity enough to not to injure you.
Confused you look around, and you notice
an odd texture below your hooves.
Quickly making sense of the surroundings, you realise whatever you're on... It's soft, dry and green.
That's all you manage to fathom, until your body mass suddenly minimises in flight, once more.
You fall, but not for long, as this time, your landing was head on.
With a mouthful of what tastes like dirt and soil, you quickly spit out the contents in disgust... And with a lightheaded feeling after what just happened.
You feel drunk--those cartoon stars comically appear above your head, You just shake it off, and begin a new adventure outside.
You notice to your right a massive orange column, with the outline of a star-like shape, forming the shadow before you.
It takes a few seconds to put two-and-two together before realising--You landed onto a carrot, then fell onto the soil patches, below it... Just looking at it makes your stomach growl, like a starving dog in front of a butcher shop window.
Your moral compass in your brain begins spinning, as you know that eating the smallest part of that carrot will make you a common thief--a pest, if you will--Despite not thinking twice when it comes to anally raping somepony (No pun intended).
It wasn't an easy choice, but you decide to pass up the opportunity; If Celestia knew of your existence, at least you know she'd be smiling down upon you... Or at the most--balancing out a wrong doing, in your life.
Then, something odd occurs... The world goes dark... The ground begins to shake. 
Just to add even more confusion, the ground seems to be rising...
"What the hell?" Is your only response.
Even though your moral decisions were correct, it appears that Vinyl Scratch's wasn't... Unaware that she was gonna get more than a carrot, Vinyl's hunger was too much for her to handle... She figured that nopony would notice her, and heck--It's just one carrot, right?
You never knew Vinyl was much of a thief, but it appears that's the least of your problems...
That ever-so familiar sound of magic hits your eardrums, and with a signature pearlescent aura glow to match.
As the carrot rises, you realise that you could use her as a ride to somewhere... Other than here.
With no second guesses, you quickly jump onto a nearby hanging root from the carrot, as Vinyl makes her journey back to her house.
Although you successfully manage to grab onto the root and leverage your body to compensate for the change in velocity, you immediately begin to regret your unwise decision.
"Great, why did I think this was a good idea, again?" 
You begin scouting ahead for any safe landing spots to land on... Until you notice nothing but the cobble-like stepping stones, leading into Vinyl's doorstep.
With nothing to do other than hang like a cat in a tree, you ponder as to your next move, strategy-wise.
Vinyl enters her house, still unknown to the other pony she brought in.
She puts the carrot on her desk, and immediately turns on her radio.
A small-perked smile appears on your face, as you recognise music you've heard before...
Vinyl begins to rock out, grabbing her electric guitar, aware that it wasn't plugged in, and started to do air-solos to the music...
Then you remembered that music in question, making you fan-gasm inside.
It was "She's Long Gone", by The Black Keys... Oh, boy, how you love their songs.
Pumping her sound up, Vinyl puts her shades on, and starts rocking to the music...
You are amazed at how well she mimics Dan Auerbach... Suffice it to say, you're enjoying this, it's like being at a rock-concert.
After a few minutes into the main solo, Vinyl starts going berserk, being extremely melodramatic with her moves, even to a point of grabbing her guitar in the air for the finish.
As you're beginning to worry about how far she's taking this, your thoughts are suddenly moot as you hear nothing but the titanic goddess' mimicking flood your eardrums "Bellowoloeomeeew!!!!"
You're almost paralysed from fear and sensory overload, and with last manic smirk from Scratch, she saves the best for last; the worst for you, though.
A everlasting shadow deepens above you, and with quick reactions and a stable frame, you only just manage to weave out of the way... Only to wonder what you just witnessed.
*SLAM*
The force of the impact causes you to slowly fall into the fabricated jungle that is Vinyl's and Octavia's living room carpet.
You observe the damage that Vinyl caused, all you see is the embarrassed look from Scratch, and her desk--almost obliterated by a now destroyed electric guitar, still being levitated by V in awe... She even managed to break one of the lens in her glasses by the ricochet of the debris.
With a lack of responsibility, Vinyl  quickly trots outside, probably to preserve her pride.
You've started to adapt to the sudden change in velocities, meaning you manage to recover fairly quickly.
After an quick examination of Vinyl's and Octavia's home, you notice that they aren't the cleanest of ponies, although you believe the cause of the blame to be Scratch's doing.
Navigating the new terrain isn't an easy task, either, but it's barley manageable, as the bristles of the pink forest you're in have just enough space to squeeze through.
Over two hours later, and you're still navigating the carpet, until you're face to face with a black, odd-looking fabric, just heavy enough to crush the carpet bristles in your  path.
At your size, it has an odd, net-like texture, similar to a trampoline, only a heck more smoother.
Your sense of smell also tells you something that gives your hormones a run for their money... Smelling like the chamber of Venus, herself!
"C'mon, that's just childish..." Is what your conscious is telling you, but it's too much to refuse!
The terrain begins slanting upwards, then downwards--and the smell getting stronger, making you even hornier.
After climbing upwards, the steep decent looks like a cakewalk in your perspective... Making your carelessness get the better of you, making you run downwards, instead of taking it easy.
This was a big mistake, as you trip over your own hind-hooves, making you stumble and roll down, until you flawlessly manage to gain some altitude... It didn't last long, though--You land with a splat, now facing upwards; now, you're in deep trouble, as you know what you landed in... The 'love juices' of Somepony's panties... Stuck like a fly on a spider's web.
You try to calm yourself, but this is just the start of your sticky situation, as you hear the door opening...
The door slowly creaks open, revealing somepony in the shadows, looking surprised at the absence of her roommate. 
"Vinyl, darling--Are you in there, are you okay?"
To her ears, it was silent; despite your feeble attempts of shouting at the top of your lungs, hoping for a response.
After a few seconds of silence, Octavia figured Vinyl wasn't there, and proceeded into the living room, with a look of disgust at what was in front of her.
"Aughh, not again" Said Octavia in reaction to what she saw... Sighing in semi-frustration and despair.
"How many times must I tell that cataclysmic klutz to clean up her own mess?" 
She wasn't exaggerating, either--Everything from discarded empty cans of energy drinks, various sodas, and even a few empty bottles from what was once Octavia's 'personal' wine collection.
With one last discomfortable sigh, Octavia realised that the living rook wouldn't clean itself, nor Scratch, for that matter--And with that, began cleaning the random piles of junk scattered amongst the room.
A slight part of you hopes that Octavia (Or, heck--Anypony, for that matter) will see you... Although another part of you wishes see doesn't, given your 'current' situation; leaving a very awkward explanation to give.
You can feel the impact of Octavia's cleaning, whist she attempts to clean the floor, sending seismic waves over your body, making the world shake around you, getting ever-so closer and ever more powerful.
Your ears feel like you've just put your head against a high-amp speaker, when what you can only guess as the looming shadow of Octavia, standing above you, all you see is her beautiful gray, mono-coloured face, and well-groomed mane looking down at you--Her eyes slightly closed in disbelief, and her mouth gags in revolt.
"Well, well--Looks like Vinyl jumped onto the bandwagon, again..."
You can tell in her voice that she's upset, and with good reason--But, she seems more emotional for Vinyl than you could imagine, having a lust for love, even if her roommate is hip-crazy.
Wait--No, she's just pissed at the fact that Vinyl's using her home as a place to party, as her expression changes in anger, with an incoherent mumble between her breath.
"Well, this is one souvenir that she isn't getting back", Octavia yelled.
"Huh, wait... What?" You say in confusion as you realise the ground rises for what seems like an eternity
Octavia, in her heart-broken-filled rage, picked up the 'souvenir' in question, only to violently throw it into one of the nearby trash bags she was using to store the used sundries, miscellaneous junk and garbage from the (Now somewhat-clean) living room, moments ago.
The force of her throw was impressive, giving you enough momentum to free yourself from the sticky liquids that once restrained you.
Although you manage to escape one problem, you're suddenly greeted face-to-face with yet another, as your unavoidable designated destination could be even more dangerous.
Closing your eyes, attempting to shield yourself for the brace of impact... 
All it took was a very nasty landing, knocking you out for the count, seeping into unconsciousness... Only giving you time to see a now blurred vision of Octavia's looming body tying the top of your new prison, shutting off your only view of any visible light, leaving you to sleep in your own thoughts.
Totally unaware of what just occurred, Octavia carried the couple of trash bags out into the open, placing them in a nearby dumpster, located in front-view of the Ponyville park, behind the 'Carrousel Boutique'.
"Good riddance" Octavia exclaimed in exhaustion, and with that--She trotted on back to her house. Other than a possible argument with Vinyl Scratch, her day continued on as normal--If only the same was applicable for you, still knocked out from a minor concussion.

	
		Chapter III: Luxurious complications 


			Author's Notes: 
Note: This chapter contains grotesque violence, questionable ethics, and illogical morals.



Still used, abused and very confused--You wake up from your unexpected slumber, scratching the back of your head in agony, feeling a rather large bump near the back, indicating how hard to hit your head.
It's not easy, but you attempt to get up, despite having a throbbing headache, and with no regard for hospitalisation (In your defence, you're not gonna see one
anytime soon, weather you wanted medical attention or not.).
It's not an easy struggle, but with a carefully balanced equilibrium, and a few minutes of painful agony, you're up and walking as usual--Granted, you'll feel like a vegetable for a short while, but... You're alive, and that's something to be grateful for, at least, right?
Full of courageous willpower, you remember that you're still in a predicament, as you wander across a variety of textures and landscape changes... From what little of it you can see, that is.
In essence, your current location could only be described as a cave-like structure, only the walls at the sides and the ceiling aren't made from rock... However, after aimlessly feeling the odd texture, you're even more confused, as it feels like latex, only more dense, and less malleable (for your strength to contain, anyway.)
Still confused, you try to gain information from your other senses...
The smell is odd, and you can't quite put your hoof to what it is, exactly.
The ground feels odd, too... You'd swear it has an almost as what could be described as a 'slimy' texture, but you notice some of the ground stick to your hooves, meaning it wasn't anything slimy, but again--You're still bedazzled as to where you are, as nothing looks, smells or feels familiar; Then again, what is familiar at your nano-sized point of view?
Getting frustrated as your confusion only widens, you decide to ram the 'walls', in hope of any succession for escaping, with increasing vulgarity every attempt, yelling in frustration.
"Arghh!"
"Open, you bastard... open, already!"
Your final attempts show face, as your head was now pumping blood so hard, that your brain could give a pulse on an electrocardiogram
"Agh, fuck!", you yell in your own rage-enduring bloodlust.
It doesn't take long before you sensibly decide it's best to settle down, before you literally end up killing yourself, after going through all you have, already.
Gravity begins taking effect, as some of the rubble above you collapses onto the rubble  below you, exposing just a glimpse of light--just enough for you to gather enough of your sanity and hope restored.
After looking back at that nearby 'rubble' that fell almost a mile away, you discover what appears to be a metal, cylindrical object, slightly bent in shape, with engraved lines, rusted into the surface... There's something else, too... Weathered paper, neatly wrapped around it, with a recognisable title using that iconic, western-italic font...
'F&F's Original, Home-brewed Apple cider'
Even though you hated the F&F corporation after they were exposed not too long ago during that cider competition, you admit that, that stuff was addicting... you can remember that you tried some of F&F's 'Premium-brewed apple cider', long ago--Not one single thing about it being good, either, making your tongue gag in reference of its groggy taste.
It's clear to you that the object that fell was a tin can, almost two-hundred-and-fifty times as big as you.
Putting your mind at work, you question why something like that would be here, wherever 'here' is.
Slowly, you begin to back up, in attempt to gain more visual cues to show or help guide you... Still oblivious to your surroundings, you clumsily slip down a considerably large pile of twisted junk and garbage--You're really bad at maintaining your balance aren't you? Anyways, after a surprisingly less-than-expected un-painful landing, you rise to your hooves... Noticing a very sour smell near you.
Without even thinking of where you landed, you notice your hooves splash in some form of puddle--it's also the main source of that putrid smell, as it is incredibly stronger than before... 
Even if it smells terrible, you're getting quite a considerably large thirst coming on, and in your situation, beggars cannot be choosers.
"Ahh, finally, I'm perched!" You say in excitement.
Without any second thoughts on the contents, you quickly sip the juices, below you.
Perking your lips together, you try to mentally review what you just drank... The taste getting stronger with every second guess.
"Delectable..."
...
"Moderately quenching..." 
...
"Ew..."
...
"Ey cawt weel ma young..."
Your throat begins to burn and corrode, as you can definitely recognise what you just drank to be... Garbage water.
You notice your hooves are somewhat eroded and crinkled by environmental damage, like weak acid on skin.
Your entire mouth and the tip of your tongue are heavily damaged, almost corroding through flesh into bone, and next-to numbing your tastebuds.
Still in agony, you uncontrollably stumble around to distract yourself from the excruciating pain you're suffering, kicking and screaming in rhythm to every pulse your heart makes, driving more numbness to weakened nerves.



You mange to somehow kick an opening in the junk pile, in front of you, making the acidic liquids flow through, into a small crevice, down below.



Only seconds after this, however, you hear a very disturbing 'hiss', similar to a snake... It's already not looking too good for you, and it could get even worse.



If you could scream... You probably would.
Silently waiting... Waiting for a sound, for movement or--Well, anything, really.
It's unclear as to what exactly you just heard... Until a very large, bright beacon of light that shines in your eyes, near blinding you.
Maybe you died, maybe you're simply a spirit... The light begins to fade back into a more eye-friendly field of view.
That 'Hissing snake' you got jumpy over was simply the acidic reaction combined with the pressure of the plastic bag, making a very tiny hole--just small enough to squeeze through, but you wait a small while till all the liquid has been drained.
Slowly, stepping out of what you considered to be thee worst place in your life to date--You breathe in some well-deserved fresh air... It's better than you expected, you almost orgasm in relief, after spending up to 5 hours in that disgusting, confined space.
It's not long before the outside environment begins to show effect, the sun is almost starting to set, meaning you don't have long till you're in the dark.
Quickly scouting the area, you realise the humongous dumpster above you, soaring to literally 10,000ft in height..,
Shaking it off, before you get any more horrifying flashbacks, you notice a massive plastered wall, with an air vent resting at the bottom.
You notice a small light at the end, and figure it's probably your best choice... If any.
Pausing for a brief moment--You decide if this is a good idea or not, and with a long, deep breath, you lightly hop onto the vent, with a warm, cosy breeze to welcome you.
After a long walk, it's clear to you that you're getting closer, as the breeze gets gradually more softer.
Meanwhile in the 'Carrousel Boutique', Rarity had just returned home, back from a long day of non-stop shopping for various clothing materials, she was working on her arts and crafts, having trouble collecting the needed materials--After hours of browsing every shop in Canterlot, Rarity's day was more than stressful, even considering her normal life with her sister--Thankfully for Rarity's sake, she was sent to summer camp with the rest of her Cutie-Mark Crusading pals.
As Rarity entered the main store lobby, she began storing her recently purchased resources in her personally magic-locked chest, sighing in exhaustion.
"Oh, goodness... Is that the time already?" Rarity exhaled, looking at her gold and silver clock on the wall, reading 8:31.
"I need to rejuvenate my complexion... A nice, long bath'll do the trick!"
And with that, she quickly trotted into her private quarters, into her own private bathroom--Even Sweetie Belle wasn't allowed in here.
Closing the doors behind her, Rarity used her magic, turning the golden taps on, waiting till the water flowed relatively close to fill the bath.
Proceeding to 'Rarify' her needs, Rarity levitated a mixture of various smelling salts, rose petals, and even a bottle from her own personal fragrance cupboard.
After preparing her post-bath robes, she carefully lit a few scent-candles, to further increase the now-overpowering smell of rare flowers and flavoured salts.
Carefully overseeing her perfection, she slowly stumbled into the bathtub.

"Ahh, now this is more like it..." Said Rarity, in approval.
And as she suspected... It was beautiful, absolutely heaven, both in atmosphere and texture... Though, something hit her, especially in effect to the water.
Rarity began to shiver a little.
"Oh, my is it chilly in here..."
...
"Ah, idea!"
With a flick of her horn, she turned up her A.C. to its hottest setting.
...
"Huh, what's going on?" You exclaim in surprise, noticing the change in the environment, as an enormous gust of heat begins to suck you through the air vents, both horizontally and vertically, until a bright light can be seen in the distance.
To your surprise... you're underwater, to which you quickly ascend in realisation, the surface just within range... 
Taking a well-needed breather, you only just make it to the surface before drowning.
Looking around, you see nothing but white walls... It smells so damn good, too... Like a bouquet of flowers.
Turning around, you near-faint for what lays in front of you.
Even looking as high you can, you can only see a fraction of your problems--A goddess, literally planet-sized Rarity... Having a relaxing bath, in a sitting position.
She seems to be lost in her own thoughts, almost entranced into limbo.
You realise, she's not only is she beautiful, but also your only proverbial ticket out, alive.
Rarity jolts a tiny bit, still in bliss of her relaxing bath, sending tsunamis hurdling towards you.
Your worries return as you see the titanic (No pun intended) wave gaining high speeds, there's no way you're out-swimming this bad boy!
Prepping a long breathe in advance, this current flies at you, engulfing you into the soapy, underwater depths, below.
It's taking a lot longer to reach the surface than you're comfortable with, until you struggle to hold your lungs as tight as what little air is left inside them.
Slightly losing consciousness, your hooves flail to the point of numbness, being too tired to move them--not without blood flowing life in them, anyway.
To your amazement, you don't do anything... Yet the surface quickly arrives... Yet, to your confusion--You're on land; "how was all of this possible", you ponder to yourself in awe.
Rarity was just finishing up her relaxing endeavours, hopping slowly out of the bath, releasing the plugged sinkhole, allowing the waterscape that you called the ocean to flow into the drain.
It's odd that you can't move, as you seem to be trapped--Tangled in purple ropes, making escape impossible.
"Ahh, that was simply amazing!" Rarity cooed in refreshment, putting her expensively one-of-a-kind robe and slippers on, walking toward her bedroom.

	
		Chapter IV: Sláinte!


			Author's Notes: 
Note: Contains near-vore material, masturbation, insertion, bodily fluids and questionable ethics.



Rarity was preparing for a little 'extra' comfort... Although it's barely visible from the view in Rarity's tail as to what she's doing, Rarity was just preparing her bed and drying herself off, she reached under her bed for her 'personal' toy box. a well-used, dusty chest.
The contents, however... were the main attraction: large set of polished, pearlescent-filtered dildos of varying lengths.
Hoping not to get caught, Rarity quickly shut her bedroom windows and closed the curtains in reaction to a sound she thought she heard, outside.
The quick pace of Rarity's swinging tail makes you shoot out of it... Only to seconds later land on something soft, face first; it feels exceptionally comfy, losing any last grasp of known existence...

Things seem to be fine--You're well-bathed, and your wounds seem to be healing well, given the circumstances.
All you need now is some given attention, just enough to be noticed and hopefully rescued... Heck, even if you're not, you can still enjoy the odd sensation from your own 'personal' view point, but--to be fair, the danger of being so small can be overwhelming, if not, risky.
Although an uneasy choice, you decide it's best to (at the most) try to grab sonepony's attention to you, when you know it's as safe as possible.
Your thoughts are suddenly interrupted, as you struggle to maintain your balance, forcing you to stumble down into a small, latex-covered pocket.
Rarity placed the chest on her makeover table, only to afterwards unexpectedly say something unusual (Well, for you, anyway).
"Time for some real fun, now." 
Still confused, you hear the sound of something clicking, coming from beneath the ground.
Even more-so confused, you notice a slight 'whirring' noise, getting extremely loud for your ears to handle... Getting loud enough to the point of seismic vibrations, similar to a volcanic earthquake, getting increasingly violent in strength.
It's so violent, that it begins to make you soar a few feet into the air, only to land seconds later to repeat the process... Until you hear that odd clicking sound in the distance, once again, making the ground slowly return to its default state of stability.
Rarity, however, was only just readying herself for pleasure, but like everything she touched her hooves on--it needed to be perfect.
"Max settings on... Power supply is good... Perfect!"
Confirmation given, and equipment fully recalibrated, Rarity was ready for action, lifting a decently-sized dildo with her horn, escorting it with her to the bed, with you under a small area in what can only be described as a 'latex foreskin'.
Just after a slight decline from the vertical change of gravity, you notice you're on a small hillside--an odd one at that--having a small cut across the middle, like a gigantic crevice.
Looking up at the now dimly-lit sky, you instantly orgasm, shocked in awe as Rarity's magnificent vaginal lips slowly make its way onto you.
"Oh... What?"
You scream in terror, after giving both your penis and eyes a marvellous surprise. 
Suddenly, the vaginal ceiling stops its descent, giving you a hope of survival, as Rarity almost forgot something crucial.
"Whoops, forgot to turn it on" Rarity whispered, pushing the slider with her magic to the 'on' position.
You remember that clicking... 'Turn it on' and 'time for some real fun' suddenly come into mind, integrating the two together.
The answer, however, sends a very cold chill down your spine, and a very hot tension in your now-flaccid cock.
Adding insult to injury, the ground starts to shake, like previously, getting increasingly more violent.
"De-de-dil-dil..." Is all you can stutter to yourself, only to realise the looming wonder above you to begin its journey downwards.
Rarity quickly thrusted her hind-hooves, with the dildo now engulfed by her entire vaginal vault--The sound of the whirring vibration now muffled, and the sound of Rarity moaning in pleasure overtakes its audibility.
Sudden darkness bestows upon you, and most of the vibrations become absorbed from the chamber of Venus... Even though you can't see, it feels very exhilarating in here--Your cock getting slightly erect, despite it recharging from moments ago.
"Well... That could've been wo-" you're cut off to what you were about to say, as Rarity's   moans begin escalating, only to violently contract the devious toys within her.
Small strands of her juices excrete from her vagina, after vigorously thrusting you and the dildo back and fourth.
A wave full of her love-fulfilled secretions hits you like a ton of bricks, getting an entire mouthful as you attempt to scream out.
You were never much of a food critic, but you decide swivel it in your mouth, with your taste buds only just able to pick up any taste, then swallowing it, after in experiment.
Like a mouthful of pain thinner, you immediately notice the taste kick in, and its not half-bad, either... Tasting like a strong mixture of cream, vanilla and coconut.
The shaking suddenly halts, followed by a gargantuan moan of Rarity orgasming.
A tsunami of Rarity's cum overflows onto you, and only milliseconds after Rarity bends upwards to remove the dildo, you're spat out like a money shot onto Rarity's godly, 1000ft face... Her mane, specifically.



Landing in Rarity's purple, lavender jungle-like mane, stuck onto a strand of hair, with a lake of warm, and quickly drying cum below you, the force immobilising you, slowly descending into limbo. 



After a long, vigorous session, Rarity was exhausted, near-fainting in rest onto her bed covers, with the last of her juices still flowing like a volcano after an eruption.



The two of you relentlessly sleep, after such a thrilling ride.
...
Zzzz... Zzzz... Zzzz...
...
You yawn... Realising you've just woken up from seismic activity.
It's starting to annoy you as to how many times you've waken, only to remember that you're trapped, again.
Oblivious to you being smuggled into her mane, Rarity wakes up, noting the time on her clock.
"My, my... 10:30, already?" Rarity said in surprise, rubbing some sleep from her eyes.

As she prepared her breakfast, she felt a slight tangle in her mane, brushing it with her left hoof, freeing you from your restraints--but sending you free-falling into what you can only describe as just a box.
Carefully, you get up from your surprisingly soft landing, as your face lay crumpled in a pile of oddities against a plastic wall.
You began to panic, your hooves attempting to reach out, to only to be welcomed by the hard contoured plastic wall around you.
It wasn’t until heavy, rhythmic thuds in the background stirred your fears once more--that there was something more wrong than you knew.
“Hey, Down here!” You yell, confused on where you are, and what was going on. Your pleas fell on deaf ears as the room swayed from side to side while what sounded like hail, pounding against the plastic... But this was just the beginning of your problems, as you feel the ground shift slightly at first, then ferociously.
Light erupted in from the heavens as you all of a sudden tumble down a steep slope, apart of what appeared to be a landslide. You struggle to find something to brace yourself with as you neared the bright white light; however, before you could blink, you are pushed through the blinding light and plummeted like a rock over a cliff.
You land with a splash in a white sea, the
White waters shooting up into the air from your landing, raining against the thick, ceramic walls. Without any warning of this happening, you begin to manoeuvre about to where you can properly see what was going on. As you do so, you can make out large white walls surrounding you, with giant circular islands floating in the water like buoys in an ocean. 
It's unclear as of how you're going to get out, when your eyes forebodingly drifted upward. Trepidation coursed through your entire body, a cry of terror is your only reasonable reaction, as you look up at a massive colossus white face, Rarity's face, to be exact.
Everything shook from side to side as waves of white waters crashed against the side of the gigantic islands surrounding you are assaulted from the crashing of the waves.
A large, silver spoon the size of the Everfree forest began diving into the milky waters, making you realise the severity of the situation, watching the spoon rise from the waters like a hungry crocodile. You try not to think about it, but you can't help but watch the several islands of cereal, all of which were nearly seventy-five times your size  to disappear into Rarity's warm-looking mouth.
The crunching of the cereal only foresaw your own thoughts, of which it being your possible death. The crunching seemed to encompass the entirety of the dining room causing you to cover your ears as you try in a futile attempt to block out the noise.
After another few lucky misses from the spoon, and a slightly approving groan from Rarity, in delight, you're face-to-face to the spoon's target, nearing quickly, and impossible to avoid.
It takes a few moments, but your nightmares are realised--You ascend towards the goddess-Rarity's face... Making you shutter at your upcoming ride into the Rarity express.
Rarity's lips were the only last depictions of the outer world you once saw, despoiling any chance of survival, making you shiver in the ice-cold milk, preparing for your inevitable death. You uncomfortably whimper, as Rarity's gigantic maw slowly began to open, until her lips suddenly gained vertical speeds, with now her mouth wide open, revealing a very unappealing cavern into view--wet with her saliva, with little debris of cereal on the ceiling, getting ever closer and bigger...
A shadow formed from above as the spoon started to pass between Rarity's lips. Your mind is going at a mile a minute, thoughts overflowing within you, only barely clinging onto your mental stability, as it was near-impossible to veer your eyes away from Rarity's pearly whites, with her gullet in tow, awaiting the aftermath of its purpose.
Almost everything around you was quickly becoming surrounded by the environment of Rarity's teeth and gums, until nothing but the welcoming warmth of the pony's anatomy proverbially greeted, making any hypothermia from the milk you suffered from become balanced--Maybe slightly warmer than you would've appreciated. Beggars cannot be choosers, though, as you suddenly realise that Rarity's mouth was beginning to close.
Any iota of light you had before was soon draining exponentially--Then fully as those beautiful lips touched, devouring you in complete darkness.
After a sudden unknown force pushes you onto the fabricated surface upon Rarity's tongue, almost hitting your head on the metallic spoon as it departed. The thick, milky contents splashing all over you, with tiny chunks of soggy cereal hitting you in the face, feeling similar to how a fish would. You have a small sigh of relief, thankful that you weren't crushed by those titanic molars... until everything started moving, at high speeds, sweeping the cereal to her back-teeth. 
If you haven't guessed yet, you're in big trouble, as you hear the grinding of Rarity's teeth, nearby in the distance.
Instantaneously, you rise in height, only to fall from the sudden change in angle, making stability an impossibility, now.
Her tongue lifts into the air, knocking you down next to it, tumbling down into a relatively safe spot under the apex of Rarity's oral muscle.
All of a sudden, any grinding or movement subsides for a brief moment.
Did she feel you? Are you saved?
...
A slow tilting of her mouth showed it impossible, as you try to hang on, underneath the pink mutant, with small waves of cereal and milk to greet you.
After a nerve-racking squelch from the back of Rarity's mouth, you hear the loud gulp from what could've been you, just now.
Unsure how you're getting out of this mess, you stick to the walls under her tongue, in hopes of safety.
Rarity, however, after enjoying a bowl of Derpy-O's, was casually continuing her daily morning routine, unaware of the small cracker-jack prize clinging to life inside her.
Her next agenda, however, was soon approaching, to what may be the most frightening thing you've countered, thus far. 
Any and all of her movement is significantly multiplied and magnified around you, with your body slowly rising and falling from the sway of her head bouncing while she trotted over towards her bathroom.
You hear her voice booming down, echoing from her throat, in a soothing melody, as she begins humming to herself.
Rarity was about to brush her teeth, getting her diamond and topaz toothbrush in hoof, while levitating a long, thick tube of Coltgate onto it, squeezing a moderate amount of its contents onto the brushes.
♪ La-la-la ah-ah, la-la-la ah-ah... ♪ 
First, it seems very innocent, until the ceiling above you rises, inviting the light of day to be seen, once again.
Running from underneath her tongue, unsure of what's she's doing, you immediately notice a large oddity behind her teeth.

Having little time to move out of the way, you struggle to avoid the anomaly, getting stuck in some thread-like strands, forcing a mouthful of mint-tasting liquid down your throat, almost drowning you.



In failure of attempting to move, or escape the clutches of new home, you're violently knocked around as Rarity brushes her upper teeth, forcing your body to be pinned on them at times; if it weren't for the softness of her brush, you're certain you'd be smushed by one of her behemoth teeth.
30 seconds of pure agony later, Rarity finishes cleaning her teeth, making a small sigh of relief come from your mouth.



Not even having time to celebrate your survival, you're immediately forced out into the world, outside of Rarity's body... And instead descending into a large, perfectly circular crater, with Rarity's saliva dragging you into it.



There's no hope for escape; you fall into the dark, metallic wasteland under Rarity's sink, and at the mercy of the Ponyville municipal and drainage systems.

	
		Chapter V: Stealing Home
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From rags to riches, only to be sent back to the dumps; you fight your own terminal velocity down the various endless drains below Rarity's house.
The aquatic labyrinth begins to worsen in complexity, sending you hurling towards a small pipe--In fact, the pipe was so small, it looked as big as a normal-sized tunnel from your view.
Taking a small breather, you quickly duck under the ventilation, as the waters begin to purify. Being spayed upon by various cleaning chemicals and disinfectants, you're forcefully thrown into the uncontrolled rapids, sucking you under the waters, only to be blinded by daylight, as you are spat out of the vent, into a large pipe, sending you to fall onto the ground... 

Getting up, you slowly spit out the mouthful of salty-tasting water... Trying to absorb any hints of where you are.
A large amount of vegetation and flora surround you, with the sun shining down upon them.
Suddenly, something disturbs the grass, behind you, making you turn your head to the estimated origin.
Unsure how to play it out, you immediately pin yourself to the floor, in an attempt to sneak in the grass.
Whatever it is, it's slowly approaching you...
Only barley visible, you peek your head above to see any sign of danger.
You notice a very oddly-shaped... Round... Thingy? I guess you could call it.
Stranger still, a small squelching can be heard in the distance, from where the disturbance in the grass came from.
A small, slick substance forms from under your hooves, making you wipe it off using the grass stalk in front of you.
"Aliens?" You ponder, confused as you look at the substance surround you, coning from behind the grass stalk that you're using as cover.
You quickly run out of cover, shouting at the top of your lungs: "I come in peace, don't prove me!"
The reaction you show afterwards makes you run in terror, as a near-100ft snail approaches from the grass.
Even at your size, you struggle to match the snail's speed, as it quickly gains on you, as you attempt to jump out of its path, still running for your life, trying to feebly push grass out of your way.
The amount vegetation you once saw began to lower, until you were in the parameter of the gigantic gardens. 
Slowly backing up, you see the snail trail back into the grass.
"Maybe I should consider getting help as soon as I can..." You say to yourself, regretting ever being happy to be the size less than dust. 
Wandering the endless desert-like terrain, feeling slightly dehydrated, you decide to take a small break.
Apparently, luck doesn't want you to have a piece of that proverbial Kit-Kat bar, as you see something that makes you wish the snail was here, instead.
Frozen stiff in fear, you stare at an incredibly huge scorpion... 
It's tempting to wish you had a laser rifle, or a pet dog at your side, but... The reference would be frivolous to think before death.
With the scorpion reading its pincers, you pray for its mercy, as it scurries quickly towards you.
...
"...So then she told me to shove it, and I'm like: 'Bring it'"
Ears now deafened, you feel a slight crunch and notice a gargantuan, cyan hoof replacing the now-squashed scorpion.
"'Ah keep tellin' ya, Rainbow--You're gonna end up hurtin' yourself if you keep actin' this way." Applejack said to Rainbow Dash, both of whom were on their way to Ponyville, trotting on a  dirt road, just on the outskirts of the city.
The rest of the conversation fades to silence, as your eardrums return to normal.
The sheer force of the trotting from two ponies knocked you into the middle of the dirt path, with a hut-like cottage just amongst the horizon, like a mountain in the distance, and in your situation--It's the closest piece of civilisation you'll encounter in this area.
You head in the direction of the cottage, until nothing but the concrete labyrinth of Fluttershy's cobblestone pavement blocking your path, with the uncommon small strands of vegetation to balance the blandness that the depressing grey walls gave.
A strange vibration emerges from the sky, revealing a small swarm of butterflies, illuminating the sunshine through their wings for a brief moment, reminding you of the positive aspects of being a fifth of an inch.
A few hours later, and a few more encounters of humongous eye-candy to occupy you, you finally reach the front door of Fluttershy's house.
Luckily for you, Fluttershy's cottage lacked any front step or any major architect near the entrance, as the path was simply raised up, making less effort on your part to gain entry, as the gap under the door was more than enough for you to fit under, with filthy debris of random dust, dirt and lint under your hooves as you ever so slowly pass through into the house.
Just moments after the underside of the door subsides, you feel a sudden warm, calm feeling, tingling inside of you.
A set of large, teal floorboards covers the landscape ahead, with a massive peach and crimson rug in the centre of the room.



Surprisingly, there's little to no sign of any animals, just the various empty birdcages and empty food bowls to even suggest any animal activity was present.



You've always had a soft spot for Fluttershy, her gentle personality was like no other mare you've met at her age, and heck, you figure she won't smush you into the ground if she happens to notice you, in compassion to the average pony.



It's clear that somepony is here, though, as the fireplace is set ablaze, with the sound of the flames gently hitting your ears, and you can smell a freshly-prepared, homemade soup, cooling on the coffee table.



A small breeze hits you, with very high velocity, followed by small pitter-patter of something or someone running nearby, causing you to turn around to find nothing.



On your guard, you hope it was simply the wind--Until you feel and hear the same thing from behind, causing you to react in the same way... Only again to find nothing at all.



Whatever it is, it's pissing you off, and you want no part of it.



Looking from side to side, you're startled as a deafening 'soft' cough is heard from behind you.


Rolling your eyes, with an angry expression on your face, you slowly turn around... Only to see an impossibly giant bunny rabbit--Angel, to be more precise.
Angel wasn't much of a pest, but unlike ponies, rabbits are more sensitive of their habitat, not to mention they have an extremely great sense of smell--Even to notice something as tiny as you.
"H-Hey, nice bunny!" You whimper as Angel crosses his arms with an unhealthy smirk on his face.
"Hey, please! You gotta get help!" Is all you ask, begging for him to get help.
Angel ponders with his paws tapping on his chin, then pauses for a moment, until he shows agreement by nodding his head.
Being extremely grateful, you attempt to walk towards Angel, with the biggest smile you've shown since your predicament. As a matter of fact, you're so thankful, you don't even notice Angel pulling an evil grin, but you do notice the floor beneath you getting ever so darker... Being already familiar with the shadows lurking above you, it's now clear that Angel thinks the only best way to 'help' you is to simply kill you--putting you out of your misery.
Only having seconds to react, you step out if the shadows, running in hopes to escape the  killer bunny.
You divert yourself to go under a green cupboard in the corner, next to the door.
Almost there, it's just within view... But Angel was just too quick, lifting one of his deadly paws onto you... Until somepony startles him in his tracks, giving you enough time for a quick getaway.
"Angel, darling; where are you?" Says a quiet voice coming from upstairs, getting slightly louder as it travels downward from the staircase, until that oh-so beautiful mare is in full view: Fluttershy.


Near-stunned by her exquisite adorableness, you're now vulnerable to anything that might sneak up onto you--Including a quick sweep of Angel's paw, as he made a last-try attempt to get that gosh darn intruder.

In a split-second, you are instantly grabbed by Angel's swiping paw, as he quickly scurries towards one of the couches on the other end of the room, making you slightly vomit inside from his incredible speed, including an impressive leap onto a green couch.

Oddly enough, Angel drops you onto the couch, only to afterwards run to his owner.

"Angel, what's wrong, dear?" Whispered Fluttershy, noticing Angel's odd reactions, and unusual body language.



Trying to avoid suspicion, Angel immediately and dramatically starts groaning in agony, using his paws to cover his stomach, signalling to Fluttershy that he was starving.



"Oh, I hope that soup wasn't too hot for you..."



Looking around, near a end table beside the couch, Fluttershy slowly trots towards that homemade soup you smelled earlier, still cooling near the windows.



After a quick taste-test, and a lick of her lips, Fluttershy swoops back towards Angel, allowing him to have his meal, whilst she was about to browse her catalogue for any surplus food for her animals.



You notice everything getting even worse, as the small booming of Fluttershy's hooves and a confirmation of Fluttershy's body towers over you, with Angel giving you a sinister grin and a 'thumbs up' pose, as both of you witness Fluttershy grabbing her catalogue, and her fine, juicy plot eclipsing in the air, until the light is snuffed out, around you.



A gasp, followed by a scream expels from your mouth, while trying to escape the inevitable.



Her rump only milliseconds in arrival, slowly blocking anything in view, until her body was fully relaxed upon your minuscule life.


...

It's hard to breathe--Really hard to breathe, forcing you to take the smallest breaths possible to maximise any air capsulated amongst the land under Fluttershy's ass.



A few upper-body sprains, multiple fractures, and even a few broken ribs... It's not the best shape to be in--But, you should consider yourself to be lucky, what, with Fluttershy being the extreme softie that she is.



Being nearly impossible to move at this point, you try your best to raise the flesh ceiling, above you... It's not easy, but it's just barely liftable, allowing you to gain more precious oxygen.



Ever-slowly trying to manoeuvre towards safety, you notice the ceiling gaining vertical height, and the underside of Fluttershy's rear becoming slightly easier to move under, until a large, sweet-scented room opens up for you, with an odd-looking ceiling... It looks familiar, though; just like in the library, only the colour being lavender-purple, and it was on the ground, not the ceiling.
The glorious perspective of Fluttershy's hypnotic plothole gains the attention of your cock, rearing it's head to maximum length.   
The sexual sensation return in your favour, as the wetness of your throbbing member only multiplies, making your cock have the density of steel, roaring to fuck something... You awoke the sleeping beast, now it's up to you to entertain it.
You begin a slow masturbatory approach, gaining speed on every thrust of your crotch and every full stroke upon your penis.
The warmth of the cavernous landscape is only further aggravating the pleasure within you, as your penis erupts the love it was holding back, being strong enough to shoot a good half-mile or so into the outer sphincter of the evolving ceiling.
In Fluttershy's perspective, she felt a sudden uncomfortable energy pass onto her... Causing her to shuffle in movement of her rump, causing the fabrics in the couch to ripple and arc, including where you are standing.
Looking up at your creation, you notice the lips of Fluttershy's anal cavities opening and closing in unison to a heartbeat, coming from above.
Stepping into focus, it appears the ceiling is getting even lower... Or... The ground below is raising...
As she continues to slightly shuffle, the fabric you stood upon did indeed, begin to rise, like something from one of those ol' 'Daring Do' novels, reminding you of one of the traps in the series, but... You can't remember how exactly Daring got out of it.
Time is running out, and you almost slap your penis in frustration, despite it was you who couldn't control your sexual organs.
An idea hits you! It's clear that the way ou--Too late, you're going in. You immediately flinch and close your eyes.
A small squelch is heard... And once again, movement and visibility is impossible, as you are able to move just your hind-legs, and unlike before, a very audible pulse can be heard from the upper-depths of the goddess' torso.
It smells funny in here, too... Like a bouquet of Chocolate Cosmos, it's very calming, but also very hard to breathe in.
The walls that trap you begin to slowly expand and close, giving you enough room to use your lungs properly, but still not enough to allow any movement, making you stuck for good.
After waiting a brief moment for something; anything, to happen, an unusual soothing tone is heard above the pulsing.
"Hmm, I think Angel will love that... Or maybe that" Muttered Fluttershy, still browsing her weekly catalogue.
The minutes go by, as Fluttershy continues her normal, everyday routine, from nourishing her various outdoor animals to watering her plants, awareness of the pony stuck in her plothole being an impossibility.
Over an hour passed, and the temperature starts to rise exponentially, which begins to worry you.

Fluttershy, however was about to head out towards town, preparing for a local party in the Sugarcube; She always got nervous when being with her friends, which would be the cause of the rise in body temperature--Obviously more noticeable for you, anyway.
The movements in Fluttershy's rump is starting to also take effect--As the upward and downward force of her movement from simply walking is making you nauseous.

Her rump begins to slightly sweat, creating lubrication for you to easily move, now.
A few slight pushes, and you plop out, your face covered in the juices, secreting out of Fluttershy's plothole, and only inches away from her netherlands.
You need to climb down--It's the only safe option down; as if you weren't in enough trouble, already.
Nearly slipping, you only just manage to cling yourself to the walls below her plothole, and on top of her most delicate organ, and it only got harder from here on out, as Fluttershy was heading outside, making the seismic movements she caused even more potent.

	
		Chapter VI: 6 Lovers


			Author's Notes: 
Note: Contains sexual material, seductive behavior, and hoof-play.



After being forced out of submission, you grasp your teeth together, as you hang onto Fluttershy's tail, as she seamlessly wandered around into Ponyville, and like the last few times you were outside, the entire structure of everything you could see of Ponyville was subjectively impossible to gain any bearings, despite it being a planet-sized playground.
Fluttershy was almost at the party, heading north off of sugar street, and into SugarCube Corner.
As suspected, Fluttershy's friends were already there, greeting her as she slowly entered through the main lobby.
A sudden force knocks you off Fluttershy's tail, as a huge, pink rump collides into both you and Fluttershy.
Confused as to what just happened, you notice the surrounding colour changed from a light-pink, to a full, deep shade of fluorescent pink.
You also notice you're not hanging from your teeth, you're somewhere new--complete with a pastel-pink forest to match, and an even pinker, odd-looking obelisk in the background.
"Glad you could make it, Fluttershy, the party wouldn't be complete without you!" Says the pony that you're currently residing on.
Pinkie Pie was planning this private 'party' for quite a while, even to the point of making sure Mr. and Mrs. Cake wasn't around, which she eventually did, using her irresistible puppy-dog smile for persuasion.
Pinkie invited all of her best friends, and suggested them to bring something... Seductive, to say the least.
With Fluttershy being the last to arrive, Pinkie quickly jumped towards the end corridors, making sure the doors were locked, and all source of outside visibility extinguished.
Getting a sudden jut of energy from Pinkie's bouncing forces you upwards, free-falling diagonally, with little to no way to brace for impact. It only takes seconds before you quickly descend onto the floor of Sugar Cube Corner. 
With a little luck, and the softness of the landing, you end up in the jungles of the carpet in the centre of the room, and thankfully, it's just a few scratches, nothing too bad, but It's not long before more danger shows it's ugly head, as not only do you hear loud thumping in the distance, but a couple of ant-like insects the height of (to you) a regular-sized pony, flee in the opposite direction of where the thumping originated from.
Unsure what to do, you freeze your movements in hopes to gain a visual cue... 
The actual reality of what you see is cringeworthy, as you notice a large amount of tree-sized fibres in the background flatten by something.
You know what's coming, and you know that running away is helpless.
A horrible smell of musky moisture hits your nostrils, only to be worsened when a humongous dirty, orange hoof immediately plummets next to you, with another hoof to match on your other side, you see the second stomp actually killed a dozen of those insects you saw, earlier, leaving a horrible mixture of Applejack's sweat, insect blood and insect guts.
With time going slightly slower to your perspective, you can just barely make it to her hoof, before it slowly begins to ascend, taking large chunks of debris, lint and dust from the carpet, leaving a slightly damp crater in the bristles.
The second pair of Applejack's hooves, however, don't miss. (Well, you, this time)
An ever-looming shadow hovers, above you.
The foreshadowing hoof stomps onto you, nearly crushing you to death, but... It's even worse: You raise upwards with the damp hoof, with only the various lint and dust sharing your problems.
The scent of Applejack's daily routine was making more of a welcome than you'd prefer... Not to mention every step she took only further engulfed you in her sweat.
The party, itself was just beginning: aside from Rainbow Dash and Applejack, everypony else was preparing for a very pleasurable experience--Twilight and Rarity were both rubbing each other, with Rarity's 'fun' box you saw, earlier, only inches away, equipped with a full bondage set and a riding crop.
As for Pinkie and Fluttershy: Pinkie was being eaten out by Fluttershy, both licking, kissing and sucking all she could of a Pinkie's pussy, with an almost instantaneous climax from Pinkie, covering Fluttershy in confetti and party glitter as she orgasmed.
The various moaning and groaning that shook the room only got louder and higher-pitched.
Rainbow dash was interrupted by Applejack, as she approached her.
"Hey, Rainbow, you up for some fun, Sugarcube?" AppleJack said, as Rainbow Dash masturbated over the many kisses and groans that filled the room.
Applejack knew what Rainbow was into, she accidentally stumbled onto her fetish when she was helping Rarity gather resources for her designs--Unaware that Rainbow was kissing, licking and masturbating over a pony mannequin's hooves. Not to mention. Rainbow Dash was extremely sensitive of her hooves, almost like she didn't want anypony to touch or feel them as she did over the other ponies.
Despite the slight embarrassing look from Rainbow, Applejack immediately began scraping her hooves backwards and forwards, in hopes of making Rainbow fully erect.
In essence, Rainbow knew that Applejack was purposely teasing her--Even if she knew about her hoof fetish, she didn't really care at this point, she just wanted to release her sex in any way possible.
Applejack sat onto a small bar stool, near Rainbow Dash kicking up her hind-hooves,  bringing light back onto your world, with Rainbow Dash's face literally inches away, making you shudder as you look up at Rainbow, licking her lips, in ecstasy.
Rainbow's 500ft maw was immediately homed onto you, as you put both of your hooves in front of your face.
Looking as down as you could, you see a titanic, pink muscle, which you know could only be Rainbow's tongue, glide upwards, only just out of its range.
You're amazed how dirty Applejack's hooves really are, for when Rainbow Dash removed her tongue from her hoof, you notice a very large difference in her colour, looking up at a long, vertical void where Rainbow made her mark, changing from a lightish-Brown to full orange, glistening in Rainbow's saliva.
With her second attempt, however, Rainbow put the entire rear-hoof in her mouth, instantly sticking you to her semi-dry tongue, and at her mercy--Even if she didn't know. If Rainbow's tongue wasn't as soft as it were, you'd be a crimson stain, as Applejack's hoof was still crushing you, despite Rainbow's best efforts to suck and lick it, still in her mouth.
Suddenly, Rainbow withdrew Applejack's hoof, giving you a momentary breath--But that breath was then taken by the motions towards Rainbow's mouth, and where it was pointing to.
A smug-like smirk to Applejack gave confirmation, her body was ready.
"Go for it, darlin'! " Applejack replied, giving you goosebumps as she spoke.
The carven of Rainbow's mouth began tilting, to which both you and her tongue were pushed out, and without any citation, you hit the fleshy openings of Applejack's marehood.
Everything was shifting, with your velocity raising and lowering, vertically, as Rainbow slid her tongue all over AJ's pussy, making her juices erupt. 
For AJ, and R.D, they were simply having the time of their lives, all was going well... That is, until Rainbow heard something that will cause anypony to be grumpy at an orgy.
Rainbow wasn't much of a fan of bondage or sadism, and the 'unusual' chatter that began to louden from Twilight and Rarity only added to her sexual depression. Although Applejack climaxed, Rainbow didn't, and that only angered her.
Spitting out all her eroticism (including you), she wasn't in the mood for hoof-play, and trotted off into the back room, next to the kitchen.
"Great... What now?" You mumble, stuck in a mixture of Rainbow's saliva and Applejack's seed.
Confused to what was wrong with rainbow, Applejack followed her, carefully.
You're unaware of where you are--On Applejack's cheek, just below one of her three freckles, but when you finally understand, it's too late...
"Hey, 'dare, sugar, whaddya rea--" Appejack asked rainbow, causing her to laugh slightly at what she was doing.
Her booming voice causes you to slowly slip downwards, the air, causing you to land with a loud plop.
Rainbow dash was masturbating to a monthly magazine of 'The Wonderbolts', making her blush in embarrassment as Applejack interrupted.
"J-Just leave, AJ, please, leave me be."
Dash argued, hoping to get some privacy.
...
*SqelchSquelch*
...
The ground seems... Wet, and it's really difficult to move, not to mention, it smells awfully familiar--Like your first date...
As for the landscape, it's very unusual: partaking in randomly assorted colours and a very smooth, thin horizon.
It suddenly hits you... That smell. 
Cum.
Slowly rotating, you become instantly hard to notice a great, big cyan vagina, with its juices just barley discharging the last few droplets of gooey pre-cum, looking like something out of a horror film.
Rainbow Dash began self-servicing only moments after she was interrupted by Applejack.
Taking a few large breaths, Rainbow's masturbatory delights began once again, nearly scooping you up with her hoof as she began rubbing her clit.
Despite being extremely hard, right now, you also start to worry a little, as the squelching and motions that Dash makes get slightly louder and faster. 
Ground shaking, skies roaring, and you could care less, as you start to masturbate, yourself--Mentally challenging Rainbow into a race. 
"Oh, fuck, oh, fuck--Ohfuckohfuckohfuck!" Rainbow stutters as she climaxes.
"Damn, she's fast" you think to yourself, in awe at her amazing masturbatory moves. 
After a small rumble from above, and a sigh of relief from Rainbow, you almost climax, yourself... Until a tsunami of juices forcefully erupt from the athletic goddess, before you.
Only a small gasp is all you're allowed to take in, only to be shot onto the floor, with the jelly-like goop, imprisoning you into the substance. 
The orgy, above begins to die down, with Pinkie finishing up with Fluttershy, or... You think that's who it is, anyway, from the mumbled groans of pleasure.
Rainbow's hot cum was starting to dry, making you a proverbial fly in a spiderweb.
The ground was starting to rise, then lifted into a curve, only to meet the ground once again, slightly flattening you as you're sandwiched between the ceiling and floor.

	
		Chapter VII: Rape Of The Century 
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Rainbow Dash was already leaving from the party, carrying a small comic book, under her hoof, as she flew back home. It's only seconds after she begin flight to which you immediately suffering from vertigo from her incredible speed, not to mention, the view of Ponyville didn't help much, either. 
Your stomach shrugs its proverbial shoulders, unsure what to do, making you gag, slightly--To which is then followed by a mouthful of vomit, making you throw up.
Rainbow Dash, however, returned to her domain, quickly closing the door as she stormed into her bedroom.
The pornographic material you're on is violently discarded to the side when Rainbow chucks you into one of her drawers next to her bed.
...
Many hours go by, as you arise from the now-flaky substance of Rainbow's seed, to which you try to wipe it off of you, until you hear noises coming from above, from the various unexplainable activities Rainbow was doing.

The world of Rainbow's bedside drawer was a mystery, as nothing was explainable, having odd textures and smells emitting everywhere around you.
A strong, plastic-like smell catches your attention, as you attempt to traverse within the darkness , trying to find something to help you escape.
The entire floor begins to slowly rise, subsequently more and more, until you feel the odd, slippery texture of what you believe to be a plastic wrapper of some kind.
Looking around, you can barely make out letters, spewed across the land, "T_OJ_N"
Rubbing you head in confusion, you have moments to spare, as you hear loud thumping from behind you.
A knocking at the door awoke Rainbow Dash, and from what you could hear, it seemed like she was expecting company.
As the two wandered into her living room, the rest of the conversation is nothing but a mumble to you.
At first, you think it's simply a friend of hers, until you hear the pitter-patter of hooves in the background, followed by the sky opening up, with the heavens above, blinding you, unsure to what's happening, and unaware of the condom you've been standing on.
You try to compose yourself, in confusion to what's going on. not far from you is one of Rainbow's hooves, gripping onto the plastic contents you're on. For a moment you admire how huge it is. The hoof is big enough to get a glimpse of where Rainbow had been to, in the past few hours, with a small mixture of carpet fibres and dirt, until suddenly, a rough shake comes from above, as Rainbow rips off the rest of the plastic corner off. You see that she is working the contents out with her other hoof. The huge latex ring starts to slide out of the package, glistening with wet lubricant. Just as you think you might be simply discarded with the empty plastic packaging, the force of Rainbow Dash's hooves resulted in the contents to tilt, slightly, just a little too much, making you lose your grip, instantly dragging you down the gaping hole. The ride resembles almost as a sadistic water-slide, as you slide off the walls, already coating you in wet lubrication, only to land right into an overgrown latex lake of the stuff, pooling at the bottom, you hit the rubbery material and slide to the lowest point. You can't even get up without falling onto your hooves, it's so slick with lube.
Hopelessly stuck inside the contraceptive cage, it's not long before you cringe in preparation, seeing the looming underbelly of possibly the worst thing you fear--The dick of another stallion, and to add insult to injury, it's obviously bigger than yours. Much bigger. You can see the grinning face of the goddess, in the halo above your head, only to be blocked by something far, far worse. You take a deep breath as Rainbow brings the condom up to her partner's dick, pressing down through the latex towards you, with the massive, gaping hole of his urethra, as if it's going to swallow you whole. It stops a few feet above your head. The dull thud of a heartbeat fills your ears. The world shifts and gravity is no longer pushing you down into the bottom of the condom, but now everyhting is upside down and you're sitting squarely on top of a purple tower. The flesh you're sitting on top of is moist and hot to the touch. In fact, the ceiling and walls surrounding you begin fogging up, quickly. The enormous slit your sitting next to is now oozing some disgusting liquid, squelching slightly to compensate the mixture. It's getting unpleasant in here quickly; you wipe some of the condensation of the side of the walls near you. When the latex is stretched this tight it becomes fairly transparent. What you see outside is not much better than in. You see what in any other situation you might find very pleasing: A pussy. Nicely shaved with a landing strip above that you realy could land a plane on. The lips were huge and glistening with sweat already, and beyond...
The Rainbow's pussy rushes towards you, or better yet: you are rushing towards it. This is going to hurt. You're slammed back into the stallion's dick as initial contact is made, it knocks the wind out of you and leaves you gasping for breath from the steamy confines of the condom's tip. It's dark, you can feel the incredible inertia's pulling you this way and that but you can't see a thing, still listening to the pounding sound of two heartbeats, now beating out of sync. Just as your eyes are adjusting to the dark confines its blindingly bright again as bright pink walls rush past you as you fly backwards. Just as you're getting a view of that trimmed bush of hers, you're instantly thrown back towards her gaping vagina. 
As you rush towards her again you catch a glimpse of Rainbow Dash's face between the rocking mountains of flesh, then you're inside her again. The impact throws you against the penis, making you feel like the whole world is rushing past.
The thrusting is pissing you off, as you offer yourself unwillingly to the gods above, and as the aggression rose, you decide to get a reaction by simply curling your hoof and whacking the dick as hard as you can. The blow is greeted by a shudder, not a shudder of pain... but a shudder of pleasure. Realising that you probably just accelerated the process of your own demise, you note not to try it again. After many failed attempts to evenly stand up with all the rocking, you sit and let your eyes adjust to the darkness. It's a most unworldly of sights: cave of pink, half the length of a football field--rushing back and forth all around you, until the rising sound of the accelerating heartbeats comes dangerously high, followed by a gigantuous  loud moan, resonating deep from within Dash--Then a sound worse then that: the other pony's voice joins hers! You watch the pink cave rush by once more then everything stops moving, you turn slowly and in the darkness peer at what you believe will be your last pathetic sight. Then it comes, rumbling towards you, all at once, a torrent of white, creamy cum from the depths within. The capacity of the condom you're in fills instantly, as you're crushed against the latex. You flail desperately in the thick fluid but there's nowhere to go. You think to yourself about how this is horrible way to die, only to then blackout as the condom is peels away, with you in tow, stuck onto it as it releases off of the pony's dick.
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Sorain was just finishing up with Dashie, cleaning away any spills from his thrills with her, moments ago.
Now surrounded in a hot, thick sea of cum, you struggle to gain your way back up to the surface as the half-filled, latex bag swung from left to right, making you involuntary swallow a few mouthfuls of the contents.

Anything you can hear from outside isn't much, the voices are too quiet to be fully heard from within the plastic capsule, but from what you could make out from the visuals, it appears Sorain had one last thing to do with you... Trash.
Being unable to communicate properly, it's a hopeless cause to try, and although you attempt to scream out at them... As expected, it did nothing but make you pant in exhaustion, afterwards.
The ground lifts you up with it, as Sorain effortlessly discards you out of Rainbow Dash's window for what you are... A well-fucked pony inside a well-used condom. At this point, both you and Sorain's seed float into the air... For a minute you actually like the ride, with the momentum mimicking zero-gravity, but the excitement wears off after you realise it's not the fall that'll kill you, and you're tumbling in the air far too quickly.
Expecting to coat what little you could of the wrapper in blood, you surprisingly land fairly soft, and the latex absorbing most of the fall...
Still drenched in the quickly-drying cum, you decide to escape the overgrown parachute, manoeuvring through the swampy lands, before you. 
The first few raised slumps of rubber present a small challenge to climb at first, but the stickiness begins to take effect, giving you the extra support to get out.
A Half-hour later, and you manage to climb out of that contraceptive tomb, almost breaking a bone from falling off of the side, landing onto the ground with a small thud.
The land around you feels different... The soil below you feels more natured, and the overall feel of the atmosphere is... Fresh; The sun shines down upon you, its temperature magnified from the increased size, making you sweat within minutes with the slightest movement. Granted, the sunshine is enjoyable for a brief moment, but the heat on your coat increases, and it isn't stopping anytime soon.
It's not an easy task, but after miles upon miles of non-stop trotting, you're later rewarded with the shade of a tree, the size of it being impossible to estimate from the ground-up; the grass surrounding it also helped to prevent any larger animals from spotting you at close-range... Well, almost 
all.
A sudden growl from your stomach indicates you're low on fuel, and from the sound of it, you've had next-to-nothing to eat, today.
You're tired, worn out, and overall: very exhausted; Respectfully, you decide to take a break, trying to relax yourself up against a thick stalk of grass.
As you start to daydream, you can't help but remember those sheer perspectives, dangers and adventures you've had over the past two days... The town of Ponyville is now a planet, within a planet for you, and yet you still manage to survive more than you should've, given the circumstances.
You begin to flashback to those whacky events, including your night with Twilight, the rock-out with Scratch, becoming Rarity's vibrator--And breakfast... Ah, good times... Even though you mentally chuckle from thinking about what you've actually gone through, the chances of survival are still against you... Nevertheless, you don't really care at this point--If you're going to die, you're glad to go out from something you've always dreamed about, right?
Zzz...
Meanwhile, on the Apple family farm, It was just past midday, and AppleJack was returning from the 'party', albeit, a little later than usual, making Big Mac worried--She was supposed to be back by now, helping him tend to the farm's crops, but AppleJack was nowhere to be seen.
As a matter of fact, AppleJack, herself, was suffering from the heatwave, nearly collapsing into other ponies as she slummed towards her farm, seeking shade from the big Helios in the sky.
Her goal was within range, a small, single tree next to the front gate of the Apple family orchard, providing the perfect cover for her... Even if she was late for helping out Big Mac, AppleJack couldn't care less, surely he wouldn't expect his own lil' sis to work in this heat, anyway!
Like an unlucky penny, you are awoken once again from your nap, barely able to open your eyes, you're so tired, you can't even see the near-1000ft AppleJack next to you, her stomping shaking the nearby pebbles and dirt beside you.
Applejack lazily slumped beside the tree, sending one of the biggest seismic attacks you've encountered, thus far.
She stretched out her forehooves behind her head, then proceeded to bring out her other hooves in front, killing almost a dozen insects from her unfortunate choice of seating. Her other hoof flailed above the tall patches of grass, slowly brushing against them as she effortlessly relaxed it on the ground, flattening the foliage under it... Including the small area you were just resting at.
Eventually, you open your eyes fully, revealing a very dirty, orange hoof, staring back at you, the sweat glistened in the small patches of sunlight from above...  
You begin to fight the power, it's about damn time you were noticed, but as you inch closer to the mountain in front of you, your thoughts are demotivated from such feats to be possible, as you nervously trot towards the giantess in view. One of the first things you notice is the smell--Only being described as the work of AppleJack's athletic body, as her salty moisture roamed the atmosphere.
Luckily for you, AppleJack was resting at an angle low enough for her hooves to slope downwards for you to climb, but even that was a challenge--Her hoof was completely lubricated in sweat, making it impossible for anything to fully grip onto.
The trek upwards was almost like traversing a desert-like mountain, having the heat from her body absorb in your own hoofsteps.
After a few very tiresome minutes of non-stop hiking, you almost gag as you see the destruction AppleJack caused under her hooves... A few ants twice your size, now pulverised and compressed into her hoof, the corpses slowly decomposing in a mixture of hoof-sweat and dirt.
You even attempt to pick up one of the tumbleweed-sized lint, using both of your hooves to pick it up, making a loud 'Shlop' sound as it unsticks from her moist hoof.
A painful roar from above makes you cover your ears, dropping the wet boulder to the floor as the ground begins to shake, unaware to you that it was the simple yawn of a tired pony... It was unbearable, to say the least.
You're almost atop of AJ's hoof--Parts of torn grass, soil and foliage from the ground become much more common; the environment changes to a slightly darker shade of orange as you pass through the underlining segments of the hill-top.
Now, her navel is in full view, it's straight ahead, giving you a little bit more friction as you quickly trot the length of her leg, until a very large, odd bulge obstructs your view, the slope ever-so slowly ascending and descending in small short periods.
Moments after placing your hooves upon the surface, you're scared stiff to hear its reaction... An incredibly loud growl, louder than the other one you heard, before.
The sound is like that of a monster... And as a matter of fact, it in essence was, as it changed the growls to churning and squelching--It suddenly hits you, you're standing on top of something very hungry, similar to how you are, only magnified.
"I'm on her stomach!" You yell, unsure if being here is the wisest of places to be, especially so close to her endless pit of her navel crevice, below.
Moving away, you hear the distinct sound of tribal drums in the distance; a simplistic, yet soothing melody of just two beats, followed by a second of silence, then it repeated--Unsure what to make of it, you happily trot down the small slope of AppleJack's belly.
By now, AppleJack was far from awake, she began to lightly daydream, only to fall unconscious in the limbo of sleep... For you, getting her attention at normal-size would be a challenge, but now... It would be impossible.
The delightful drumming continues, and the impact of the sound increases as you get closer to its source, until the loudness simulates a loud dub-step concert... This was it, her heart was approximately 75'ft below you--The impact was annoying, yet the rhythm... Comforted you, it was almost hypnotic; however, this was soon interrupted by the small tilting of Applejack's monumental head... At first, you make nothing of it, but  as you notice something forming from her lips, you begin to worry.
A sudden string of saliva foams from under her mouth, pooling down her upper-torso.
Part of your brain twitches in forethought, debating to go in multiple directions, all of which seem tempting, including the directions that are purposely in the path of the incoming destruction.
Precious seconds tick away as the impending rivers of Applejack's drool, and even after attempting to avoid contact with it, it's too late, the powerful wave crashes upon you, washing you away within its grasp, it's sheer power dwarfed any known natural disaster at your perspective.
Layers within the streaming lake, you feel very warm--if anything, you'd consider the temperature to be like bath-water, but the thickness of AJ's saliva makes movement near-impossible. You rise to the surface as quickly as you can, getting a breath of well-deserved oxygen. You're finally safe... For a brief moment.
Applejack seemed to react to the movement flowing down her chest, making the direction of which you're flowing change dramatically, as the strand you reside in suddenly trail down her side, past her cutie-mark. 
It's incredible as to how large one of her three apples that mark her flank are to you; large enough to place three medium-sized towns on them; nevertheless, you're heading down into a brown crater that's next to Applejack's side.
The rest of your journey is unclear, but when the small pool of saliva begins to drain, you notice that the ground feels very odd. Almost like you're in a bowl made of straw.
Only moments of confusion later, you seem to feel the ground shake, and the loud snoozing coming from above, stop.
Applejack awoke from her small power-nap, yawning viciously as she regained consciousness; rubbing her eyes with her hooves as she stretched.
"Gosh darn it, did ah' fall asleep, agayn?" She said to herself, trying to prevent herself from yawning, again.
You immediately begin to rise upward, passing by AppleJack's humongous face, only to be planted somewhere above, oddly darkening your new world, seconds later upon landing, having small, randomly-spaced rays of light--You're now sealed in, and you're clueless to where you are.
Stomping your hooves on the ground, you hear the crunching-sound of whatever you're standing on, like somepony is eating cereal, and you see parts of what appears to be thick, yellow, branch-like roots originating from the ground-up.
Suddenly, you hear the muffled shuffling from below, you assume it to be nothing serious, and continue to wander around.
The depths of Applejack's boiling mane seemed to be harmless at first glance, but as the temperature rose, so did your tolerance for it.
In fact, it only took a few moments of movement from AJ to warrant glands of sweat to form above her forehead, the size of which that could easily dwarf your microscopic form. 
Soon, you're surrounded in the stuff, as it rains down onto you, covering you in its salty mixture as you struggle not to trip up over Applejack's hair strands.
Unfortunately, one loose strand was too large to jump over, forcing you to dive head-first into a large swamp of sweat, trying to slide towards a large slit of light not far away.
Quickly rising to your hooves, you immediately run towards the 'exit', only to once again slip on the slick surface after exposing your eyes to the blinding light, tumbling down an extremely soft and moist surface.

	
		Chapter XVI: Credits and Misc. Content


			Author's Notes: 
I've decided to release the cut content early, so that any confusion between chapters is minimised and spoilers are minimum.
That being said--Yes, this update included cut content from chapter 5 to an ending segment, obviously not canon to the actual updated story.
These chapters contain questionable ethics, murder, whacky story lines and a very confusing end--You've been warned.



Cut chapters:
Chapter 5: Alozec
-Meanwhile in the southern streets of Manehattan-
Somepony walking suspiciously around during the late hours, seamlessly and carelessly strutting with a seductive smirk from ear-to-ear, all alone in the urban deathmaze known as Manehattan... One would be wise to suspect foul play is afoot. 
Meet Alozec, a unicorn, having a slightly-shaded white fur coat, her brown mane and tail not too short or long. You remember her, right? 
...
No? Why not? You took something from her, and after a few days, she's carefully tracking you down, but not without a little help...
Rushing into a nearby alleyway, Alozec confronted two Pegasi, lurking in the darkness, trying to hide out of public view.
"You boys got chip, yus?" Alozec asked the two with her thick, Russian accent.
"Yeh-yeh, it's right here" One of the pegasi replied, almost drooling at her fine posterior.
After revealing what looked like a small computer chip in his pocket, the other pegasus showed it to Alozec, asking if she approved of their work.
"A-And, is it intact?"  
Alozec examined the chip carefully, noting the serial codes engraved to be confirmed as what she was looking for.
"You boys did good... And, as a reward..."

Alozec turned around, giggling, then lifting her tail, showing her plot to the two pegasi, now sporting hard-ons in reaction, one of them even signalling a wolf whistle to show her appreciation.
"I think I've gone to heaven..." Said one of the pegasi; near stunned in erotic fanatics.
"Пока нет, в любом случае."  (Not yet, anyway...) Replied Alozec, using her horn to levitate a silenced pistol, concealed in her leather jacket.
Without any regret or thought of her actions, Alozec shot both of the two ponies in near-unison, they never saw it coming--literally--As both shots penetrated the lower torso of the pegasi, pinballing the bullets into, or close to their hearts, killing them instantly.
Even though the two ponies were bleeding out, dead and gone... Alozec made one last coupe de grace: shooting both of them in their skulls, one by one, capping them into overkill.
After grabbing what she came for, putting the chip in her hind-pocket, she slowly trotted back onto the Manehattan streets.
She didn't even bother to hide their soulless corpses, just lying around in the alleyway...
In fact, she just brushed it aside, levitating a recently-used cigarette and engraved lighter from her jacket pocket, igniting the sweet nicotine within, smoking the harmful pleasures for her lustful needs.
This bitch will relentlessly kill anything getting in her way of what she wants, using that all-so cute mistress in distress act, making those desperate enough to do her bidding be paid in blood, no matter to what the cost is.
Soon after Alozec finished her smoke, she carefully hid behind a wall, near a bus shelter, grabbing the chip from her pocket, and placing it into an odd-looking device strapped onto her hoof--Looking similar to a. Watch... Only with a tiny computer screen showing various satellite signals and a very complex global interface.
The monitor began beeping, indicating detection with it's newly installed computer chip.
Slowly pin-pointing various marked locations, Alozec waited impatiently as the small gadget did it's work.
"C'mon... C'mon, where are you?" Alozec grunted to herself, waiting for an answer to appear on-screen, until an automated voice greeted Alozec with her command fulfilled.
"Location coordinates configured, location status: Ponyville" 
With a evil grin on her face, capable of putting many cartoon villains to shame in compassion, Alozec immediately put her horn to work--only to vanish seconds afterwards.


...
Back at the Carrousel boutique, trapped in the oceanic bathtub with the 'oh-so-clean' Rarity, it's been over twenty minutes and you're still afloat, swimming towards the goddess a few miles ahead of you.
you're surprised that you're fairly buoyant, especially at such a scale... Allowing you to swim with less effort on your part, and at a less risk of drowning, putting some of your worries at rest.
Rarity jolts a tiny bit, still in bliss of her relaxing bath, sending tsunamis hurdling towards you.
Your worries return as you see the titanic (No pun intended) wave gaining high speeds, there's no way you're out-swimming this bad boy!
Prepping a long breathe in advance, this current flies at you, engulfing you into the soapy, underwater depths, below.
It's taking a lot longer to reach the surface than you're comfortable with, until you struggle to hold your lungs as tight as what little air is left inside them.
Slightly losing consciousness, your hooves flail to the point of numbness, being too tired to move them--not without blood flowing life in them, anyway.
To your amazement, you don't do anything... Yet the surface quickly arrives... Yet, to your confusion--You're on land; "how was all of this possible", you ponder to yourself in awe.
Rarity was just finishing up her relaxing endeavours, hopping slowly out of the bath, releasing the plugged sinkhole, allowing the waterscape that you called the ocean to flow into the drain.
It's odd that you can't move, as you seem to be trapped--Tangled in purple ropes, making escape impossible.
"Ahh, that was simply amazing!" Rarity cooed in refreshment, putting her expensively one-of-a-kind robe and slippers on, walking toward her bedroom.
Chapter 6: Sílante!
You yawn... Realising you've just woken up from seismic activity.
It's starting to annoy you as to how many times you've waken, only to remember that you're trapped, again.
Oblivious to you being smuggled into her mane, Rarity wakes up, taking off her eye covers, then noted the time on her clock.
"My, my... 10:30, already?" Rarity said in surprise, rubbing some sleep from her eyes.

As she prepared her breakfast, she felt a slight tangle in her mane, brushing it with her left hoof, freeing you from your restraints--but sending you free-falling into what you can only describe as just a box.
Carefully, you get up from your surprisingly soft landing, as your face lay crumpled in a pile of oddities against a plastic wall.
You began to panic, your hooves attempting to reach out, to only to be welcomed by the hard contoured plastic wall around you.
It wasn’t until heavy, rhythmic thuds in the background stirred your fears once more--that there was something more wrong than you knew.
“Hey, Down here!” You yell, confused on where you are, and what was going on. Your pleas fell on deaf ears as the room swayed from side to side while what sounded like hail, pounding against the plastic... But this was just the beginning of your problems, as you feel the ground shift slightly at first, then ferociously.
Light erupted in from the heavens as you all of a sudden tumble down a steep slope, apart of what appeared to be a landslide. You struggle to find something to brace yourself with as you neared the bright white light; however, before you could blink, you are pushed through the blinding light and plummeted like a rock over a cliff.
You land with a splash in a white sea, the
White waters shooting up into the air from your landing, raining against the thick, ceramic walls. Without any warning of this happening, you begin to manoeuvre about to where you can properly see what was going on. As you do so, you can make out large white walls surrounding you, with giant circular islands floating in the water like buoys in an ocean. 
It's unclear as of how you're going to get out, when your eyes forebodingly drifted upward. Trepidation coursed through your entire body, a cry of terror is your only reasonable reaction, as you look up at a massive colossus white face, Rarity's face, to be exact.
Everything shook from side to side as waves of white waters crashed against the side of the gigantic islands surrounding you are assaulted from the crashing of the waves.
A large, silver spoon the size of the Everfree forest began diving into the milky waters, making you realise the severity of the situation, watching the spoon rise from the waters like a hungry crocodile. You try not to think about it, but you can't help but watch the several islands of cereal, all of which were nearly seventy-five times your size  to disappear into Rarity's warm-looking mouth.
The crunching of the cereal only foresaw your own thoughts, of which it being your possible death. The crunching seemed to encompass the entirety of the dining room causing you to cover your ears as you try in a futile attempt to block out the noise.
After another few lucky misses from the spoon, and a slightly approving groan from Rarity, in delight, you're face-to-face to the spoon's target, nearing quickly, and impossible to avoid.
It takes a few moments, but your nightmares are realised--You ascend towards the goddess-Rarity's face... Making you shutter at your upcoming ride.
Surprised at the lack of darkness you're expecting, a large splash confronts you.
Opening your eyes, you notice a massive dark, raft, as big as an ocean liner.
Rarity gasps in horror, almost fainting... Dropping the spoon onto the table, you included.
"One of my beautiful eyelashes!" 
...
"Why? Why did this happen to me? ME, of all ponies?!" Rarity sobbed in her own frivolous despair.

An idea suddenly hits you, after you fly onto the table from the force of the spoon, covering you in milk.
It's a long shot, but you try to use the milk as a trail, carefully writing huge letters next to Rarity, still whining to herself.
After four minutes, you only just manage to compete the trail, stepping in place, waiting for her to notice.
Suddenly, an even bigger problem is at the door.
Rarity looks up, hearing somepony pounding her front door.
"Citizen of Ponyville--Please, step outside.
It was Alozec, and her slightly depressed, emotionless assistant, Boris.
Slowly going to answer the door, Rarity jumps in surprise, as Alozec kicks her way in.

"Wh-Who're you?" Rarity asked.
"E.B.I., Federal asset, Alozec Kryte Risu." Alozec answered, only momentarily showing her authorisation badge to Rarity, not even caring to look her in the face.
"Boris, cuff her, I'll get the other one."
Looking at her hoof, with her gadget completely going crazy, like using a metal detector, she scanned for the other pony in the room.
Your plan kinda backfired--As a shadow looms over you... Surveying the odd pattern near her.
Alozec just barley noticed minor characteristics of letters, spelling HLP, and a circular shape, below it... To you, it was the proverbial bullseye for somepony to notice-- Only trouble is that it's the wrong somepony.
Chapter 7: libindinem 
"Бинго!" (Bingo!) Alozec exclaimed in excitement.
She proceeded to levitate you onto the kitchen floor, pondering what to do with you.
"Shall I repay my appreciation, and make you nothing but stain under hoof?"
Alozec began smirking at you, hovering her massive hoof over you, her shadow as a warning target.
"No, no... I have much better way to repay your debts"
Pulling a rather odd-looking gun, looking similar to a stun gun, Alozec inputted her desired variables, and pushed the button on the top, sending a massive shockwave upon you, frying parts of your brain to paralysation... And one other notable effect.
You're amazed to awake with somepony in front of you... What's better is that he appears to be at your height.
You swivel your head back and forth to confirm that he isn't a figment of your imagination, or a possible side effect from vertigo.
However, you also notice something else in front of you... A horizontal row of metal bars, surrounding all four sides.

Raising your hoof to try an attempt of communicating with this stranger, you notice you're equipped with heavy, industrial cuffs on your fore-hooves, preventing you from separating them into the air, so you call out to him, instead.
"Hey, what's going on, here?" You ask, the stranger looks behind, towards you, Seeming aggravated that you interrupted him while he was working on something.
"What?" Is all he responds with.
"Why am I here, exactly? C'mon, you gotta let me out, please!" Your questions form into pleas, as you wonder as to what you've possibly done.
"Look, I'm just following orders, trust me, you don't want--"
All of a sudden, a radio can be heard from the stranger's pocket, commanding him.
"Boris, come in." 
Quickly answering in response, the one you now know as 'Boris' grabs the radio and gives his boss the clear.
"Yes, Al--Go ahead." He replied.
"Bring our new guest to my office, I've been waiting to 'discuss' further matters." 
"S-sure thing, right away, ma'am." 
Boris turns off his radio, approaching you with a small key, opening the cage that you were imprisoned in.
Giving you simple instructions to follow him, closely, Boris allows you to walk out of the cage, then showing a pistol, levitating from his horn.
"Okay, don't do anything we'll both regret, okay?" 
...
You really have little choice, here.
uncomfortably nodding your head in agreement, Boris escorts you through a series of corridors, until you reach a set of two large doors.
Boris threatens you by nudging his pistol to the left, signalling you to enter first.
Upon entering, you look around the office, seeing a large set of trophies on the wall, and a very smooth, silk, red carpet, guiding you towards the large desk, facing the windows.
You're confused at first, until you see the chair behind the desk quickly swivel round, stopping in your direction.
Memories begin flooding back, as you recognise the pony sitting in front of you as the agent from the Boutique... Now packing a rather cringeworthy-looking pistol, aiming it at you, her legs crossing over each other as she puts her front hooves up on her desk.
"Do you know who I am?" She asks you.
Despite your words being mentally processed at alarming speeds, trying to answer her without provocation... Only the letter 'I' comes out, vocally... Despite her name being engraved onto a name plate, directly next to her.
"I-I... I" 
You wonder if you answered correctly, until the now slightly-annoyed unicorn cocks the back of her pistol, confirming an invalid response from you.
"Do you know what I do?" She asks, next, giving you an even harder question you don't wanna answer... But, surprisingly, you muster up just enough courage to do so.
"N-no..." 
Both Boris and who you assume to be Alozec (Given that, that's what the label on her desk showed), laugh in unison at your idiocy.
"Boris, maybe you could show our friend, just what exactly we do to those foolish enough to steal our technology." Alozec commanded, sending her assistant to do the deed, like any old stereotypical James Bond villain would--only to swivel her chair back to its original position, while igniting a cigarette... smoking it, while Boris confronts you out of her office, escorting you back where you first woke up--Only this time, you're not here to be caged.
Boris locks the door behind you, taking a momentary break. 
You're under the clock, here--Who knows what Boris will do when he gets back... Well, you could say he might kill you; from what, you don't know.
You do, however, notice a small pistol magazine clip on the top of a small, wooden crate, fully loaded with bullets.
Wondering to yourself if these belong to Boris, you take a closer look at the 
Upon further investigation, you see a few discarded clips under the trolley that the crate was standing upon
Putting the old brain to work, you immediately try to grab the clip under the cart with your hind-hooves... Only just within reach.
Still cuffed, you put the front end of the clip in your mouth, laying it next to the unused one, wiping it down to avoid suspicion.
After quickly kicking the other clip away from view, sliding under a filing cabinet, you quickly return next to the cage.
After what seems like sheer luck, your superstitions are grounded to a halt, as Boris returns, shattering all hopes of escape.
"Okay, let's get this over with... Hooves up, slowly." 
You follow his instructions, hearing him load his pistol of what you pray to Celestia to be the clip you swapped.
You only have one chance to get a surprise attack on him, so you decide to provoke Boris as much as possible.
"Can... Can at least have my last few words?" You beg.
"Fine--It's not like you're getting outta this... Go for it." Boris answered, getting a small chuckle from his entertainment.
"Y-Your..."
...
"Your sister told me that you're good in bed." You comically say, trying to resist a chuckle.
"Screw you" 
Your time to shine was now, as Boris was about to shoot you.
*Click*
*Click*
"Huh?"
You immediately kick the gun, hurdling it across the room.
Using the cuffs as your offence and defence, you grab Boris, attempting to knock him out, shoving him next to a metal shaft on the wall, an air vent to be exact.

Congratulating her own fulfilled devilish desires, Alozec was just finishing her smoke break, but was soon interrupted by something above.
"Huh?"
Alozec mumbled, turning her head up, reacting to unusual shuffling in one of the air vents, above her.
Although Alozec brushed it off as a simple animal or insect, she prematurely opened her desk drawers, grabbing her pistol, and slowly placing it on the desk.
Boris was almost completely knocked out, stumbling towards his desk, where his radio was.
Although you notice something on the desk, you are near-stunned to see an electric flash... Like lightning. This isn't the first time you've seen this, either, making you even more confused when you notice the lack of anypony else with you... Although, you don't care where Boris went, you're still not alone...
Sipping a shot of vodka on her desk, Alozec noticed another disturbance: the lights powered down, as they began to flicker, until they shut down completely, leaving Alozec in the dark.

"кто там?" (Who's there?) Asked Alozec, who then immediately used her horn to pick up her gun, then quickly vaulted towards cover, near her door, preparing for an intrusion.
Grabbing her radio, Alozec called her assistant to figure out what was going on.
"Boris, what your current status?"
...
She heard nothing but the white frequency her radio was outputting.
"For the love of..."
"Boris?"
"Борис, что ваш текущий статус?"  (Boris, what's your current status?)
Even after speaking in her main language, there was still no reply.
"Boris, fuck your mother!" Alozec said, enraged, throwing her radio against the wall.
You hear her go completely berserk, and turn off Boris' radio to help avoid detection.
After a brief moment of waiting, you lightly tread on your hooves, sneaking near the door your arrived through.
An unusual squish, then crunch is just barely audible to your ears, making you look down, noticing a very tiny red smudge... You attempt to make sense of what it could be... Adding the similarities in your head.
"Oh, whoopsie..."
You say in realisation, knowing that you accidentally squashed Boris out of existence.

This, however, gave you an idea--Looking behind you, on top of the workspace Boris was using a moment ago, you see that odd-looking device that you can remember back at Rarity's house.
Alozec slowly wandered to where Boris was, 
sneaking through the corridors, trying her best to be as stealthy as possible...
You carefully hid behind some crates, placing the device you just found under one of the trolleys, making sure nothing obscured the small laser that you assumed to be the targeting system... All was clear, ready and primed, aimed at the door next to you.
Holding your breath, you notice the door slowly open up.
You need her to be still to make the shot, so you give the bitch what she deserves...
Pushing what's left of your lips together, you make a loud wolf whistle, hoping Alozec would react to it.
"Boris, you horny bast-" 
A flash of electric beams momentarily blinds both you, and Al, but when your vision renders back to normal, you realise that Alozec wasn't there anymore...



Curious as to where she is, your ears pick up a faint blast coming from the floor.



You feel a small tingle in your legs, like somepony lightly stabbed you with a pencil.



Alozec's feeble attempt to shoot you down were evidently enough to warrant hostility, but this changed as soon as she began darting away from you, throwing her tiny pistol at you--It barely makes halfway, only to flail on the floor.



Looking down at your hooves you notice a now 1-inch pony running away from you.



With a very enthusiastic grin on your face, you walk a step, more than enough to block Alozec's path. 



"It's my turn to show your appreciation..." You bellow at Alozec, enjoying every moment of this. You ask her something else that sends a chill down her spine, as you begin mimicking in her voice.



"Shall I make you nothing but stain under hoof, no?" 



Gasping at the sight of your monumental hoof, Alozec tries to flee from your hoof's shadow, but it's more than big enough to engulf her, no matter how fast she ran.



"Three..."



You carefully align your hoof to Alozec's position.



"Two..."



Alozec's heart begins to overload, as her panicking gets ever so worse. She slows down for a brief second, only to realise her fate is only one count away.



"One..."



Out of breath, and out if luck, Alozec prepares for her doom, as you say the last thing she'll ever hear.



"Sweet dreams, bitch."



Slowly, you descend your hoof... After a short pause, you instantly let your hoof fall upon the pony, erasing everything Alozec once was. You felt nothing but a slight tickle as the cold, wooden floorboards fully collide with the sole of your hoof.



After a long, relished moment, you begin twisting your hoof left and right. Satisfied, you slowly lifted your hoof to find small, red smear on the floorboards and on your sole. All the pony amounted to was virtually unrecognisable.
With your lust for badassery now over, you felt your actions more than needed, although you ask yourself many unanswered questions...



What exactly did you do to provoke such odd treatment, what did you steal?



Why were you at the Ponyville Library, and for that matter, what was the cause of your size change?



How did Alozec find you, even though the residents of Ponyville couldn't?



And most importantly: What do you do now? You can't remember who you are, or what you did... 



In the end, none of that really mattered, as at the end of the day, you're still breathing...



After following labeled directions to the exit, you step outside, wondering what the hell just happened.



Suddenly, you noticed that hypnotic pattern, same one you saw back at the library...
All of your vision is nothing but darkness, blurring a small light, getting evidently greater.



You hear a familiar voice... That thick, Russian accent... How is that possible?



"Are you okay?"



You begin to feel slightly nauseated... Until your eyes fully show reality.



The whole environment reeks of strong yeast and alcohol.



You see that the pony is indeed Alozec, but... She's at a normal size, same as you.



"What happened?" You ask in confusion.



Levitating what looks to be a can of manespray and a clear, half-empty bottle of paint thinner, Alozec looks disgusted at your current state.



"I think you should ease off with the turpentine, sugar."



Offering you a hoof up, you thank her in return.



"Thanks Alo, I guess I was really out of it, eh?" 



A small, uncomfortable pause sets between you two, until Alozec asks you something.



"Wait, how do you know my name? I've just met you."



"You don't wanna know." Is the best answer you can muster, as even you are as confused as she is...
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