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		Description

The Crusaders are looking for the perfect gift for Scootaloo. Twilight is testing out a new spell on Rainbow Dash. When Twilight is distracted for a minute, the crusaders whisk Dash away leaving nopony the wiser.
Will anypony realize the incredible Rainbow Dash balloon is more than a pool toy?
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I was enjoying a nap in a branch of Twilight’s Library when I heard a window nearby swing open.
“Rainbow? Are you out there?” Twilight called.
My first thought was to ignore her until she left so I could finish my nap.
“Dash, it’ll only take a second!”
“What is it?”
“I need to test a spell Celestia sent me, and report back on the effects.”
I pondered it for a moment, then recalled that she had a fancy frou-frou cloud bed. It would be perfect to take a nap on. “Alright, Twi, but I get to take a nap in your bed afterwards.”
“Fine.” I could almost see her rolling her eyes. “Come on in, Dash.”
The branch shook as I got to my hooves, raining leaves through her open window. I jumped down and flew inside into the wide atrium of the library. Spike was in the kitchen and I could smell him cooking from here. The library appeared to be otherwise empty.
“Alright, so what spell did she send you that requires a pony as awesome as me to make work?”
“Oh, according to the instructions it’s a simple transmutation conjuration, with second level illusion spells and a—”
“Whoa!” I stuck a hoof up to her mouth to stop her. “Hey, use your normal-pony words.”
She blushed slightly, causing me to smirk at how cute she looked when flustered. “Well, it’s a, uh. . . shapeshifting spell? I think. . . I need to try it out, then the counter-spell, then report back.”
Glancing up at the clock revealed it was nearly noon. That would only give me two hours to nap before I had to fly over to Sweet Apple acres to get some fresh apple pie, and begin my two o’clock nap over the south orchard.
“Okay, I’m on a schedule here, so fire away!”
“Thanks!” Twilight gave me a quick hug, then backed up.
Her horn started to glow and a familiar sensation of her magic crept over my skin, causing it to tingle. I felt my skin begin to go numb and feel almost smooth. Twilight must have been levitating me in the air, because I suddenly felt weightless.
Dizziness washed over me as I began to feel hollow and puffy inside. It wasn’t that comfortable, so I tried to tell Twilight to stop the spell. Instead, I felt my lips and nose fuse together, fixing me in a smile.
She had her eyes closed, in full concentration on the spell, and couldn’t see me as I pleaded for help. My eyes darted around the room, looking for someway out.
I felt the plastic rolling over my hind quarters, turning my tail into plastic with a faint squeak. My ears and eyes followed shortly, freezing my gaze forward. Small lines started to trace themselves all over my body, dividing it into halves then quarters. It almost felt like seams. Then something burst out of my tail, well out of sight.
Twilight opened her eyes and gasped. “Oh my! This must be one of the most advanced spells Celestia ever sent me. I better get more parchment!”
She ran out of the room, oblivious to the horror I was experiencing. Behind where Twilight stood was a mirror and I could see myself now.
My entire body was shining like plastic. Both eyes looked painted on, and my legs were puffy as if I was out of shape. The beautiful wings on my sides looked like a foal’s plaything, and I couldn’t move an inch.
Twilight? Hey, come on! This spell sucks!
I felt myself floating slightly as the library door opened. The gentle wind had picked me up several inches and I floated across the floor. It felt like the weightlessness I experienced when doing certain stunts, as if I could float off into the atmosphere.
“Hey, that’ll make the perfect gift for Scootaloo. Who do ya think left it here?” Apple Bloom said.
“I don’t know, should we ask Twilight if we can take it?” Sweetie responded
“Ah always say it’s better to ask forgiveness than permission. Besides, Twilight’s a stick in the mud.”
Sweetie giggled, and I felt Apple Bloom bite my tail. The plastic gave way easily until she was pinching it between her teeth. With a tug, I felt myself pulled out of the library.
Buck! Stop it, Apple Bloom! Put me back! TWILIGHT!! THIS ISN’T FUN ANYMORE!!
“This’ll be the best present ever. She’ll be sure to remember us,” Sweetie said.
Wait, I’m forgetting something. . . Scootaloo is. . . gah, I don’t have time for this. HELP!
I felt a gust of wind as Apple Bloom opened her mouth to speak. It lifted me up into the air, spinning me around. Back in the library I could just make out a confused Twilight looking around. At least she would come looking for me and fix this mess.
“Quick, get her!” Apple Bloom shouted.
Down below the two crusaders chased after me, but I was nearly twenty hooves off the ground. There was no way they’d reach me unless they sprouted wings. A few other ponies were watching me float through the air, seemingly oblivious that I was anything other than an expensive helium balloon.
Wait, there’s Pinkie! Pinkie! Help me! Come on, you’ve gotta have a Pinkie Sense for ‘my friend has been turned into a balloon and blown away!’
Her tail twitched briefly before she ducked. I floated past her head, followed by the crusaders nearly tackling her. The breeze picked up, sweeping me closer to the ground but moving much faster. I began to tumble head over hooves as I rolled through the sky.
Something hit my side, sending me careening into the ground. Seconds later a weight landed on my side, squishing me into the coarse dirt.
“Got it!” Sweetie cheered.
“Great!”
I felt something get tied around the base of my tail and pulled taut. Seconds later I was being dragged through the air, wobbling behind the crusaders.
“It’s a bit dirty but we can clean that up,” Apple Bloom said.
“Yeah, at least it didn’t pop.”
Oh Celestia, what happens if I pop? Come on, Twilight! She better be tracking me down right now or so help me I’ll prank her for a year straight!
As I spun around, confused and frustrated, I finally recognized where I was. We were in front of Scootaloo’s house and Sweetie was knocking on the door. Moments later a mare opened it up.
“Hi, girls. Did you come to visit Scootaloo?” she asked.
“Yep! We found this awesome gift at the last minute to give her.” Apple Bloom took the string from Sweetie and passed it to the mare.
“Oh, thank you. I know she’ll love it.”
“Can she play tonight?” Sweetie asked.
“Sorry, girls, she’s getting ready for bed. We have to be up early tomorrow.”
Early, why early? It’s a Saturday. Wait, when did the sun start to set? How long have I been stuck like this?
Moments later I found myself settling towards the ground as there was no wind to blast me off into the sky. My joints squeaked as I was carried upstairs towards Scootaloo. I felt so squishy when my sides got squeezed, and still wasn’t used to being so flexible yet entirely unable to move.
“Scootaloo, darling, your friends brought you a gift.”
I floated into the room and saw Scootaloo looking sadder than I can ever recall. When she saw me, the most awesome balloon in Equestria, she cheered right up.
“Wow! Now it’ll be like Dash is still around!”
Okay this is bugging me. Damn it, I knew I should have paid more attention at our last flight lesson. She said something about a vacation? Yeah, that explains the suitcase. She’ll have to leave me here and Twilight will find me. Scratch that, she better find me right now! I don’t want to spend a night like this!
My mind had wandered again, drowning out the last bits of Scootaloo’s conversation with her mother. The next thing I felt was my side being pinned against a mattress and pillow. Scootaloo pulled the blanket up over us, then spread her legs and wings around me.
“I’m so glad to have a great friend like you, Dash,” Scootaloo cooed. She hugged me tightly, sending a shivering warmth through my body. It felt so comforting and safe.
Aww, you’re great too, Squirt. I suppose you ought to enjoy this until it gets fixed.
Scootaloo yawned widely and closed her eyes. All that I could see was her face and the happy grin adorning it as she fell asleep.
I wondered if I could sleep, or if I’d be awake all night. My body didn’t feel tired, and at best it seemed my mind could wander. Scootaloo tossed and turned a few times. She would bump me away, then reach out and squeeze me back against her. It was really cute, even if it was a bit too touchy-feely for me. I sort of envied any toy of Scootaloo’s that would get to be this close to her all the time.
When sunlight began to pour through the window I was caught off guard.
Morning already? Where the hay are you, Twilight? This was all your idea!
“Scootaloo, honey, wake up.” A fuschia mare walked into the room. “The moving carriage is here.”
“But moooooooom,” Scootaloo whined. “I’m tiiiiiiired.”
Moving carriage? Buck! She was moving to Fillydelphia!
Scootaloo’s mom grabbed me and slid me out of bed. Shortly after, Scootaloo woke up and stretched.
“Now don’t worry, I’ll get your new toy folded up for the trip.”
What does she—oh Celestia! I’m melting!
I felt the air start to woosh out of my tail, making my entire body collapse in on itself. Hooves glided across the plastic skin, pressing out the air and wrinkles. I felt the urge to sneeze as she flattened my face, powerless to stop her.
She continued handling me like some common toy, pushing out all the air. The most horrifying part was when she started to fold me, burying my face in my stomach, then folding my legs over the top of me. Soon, I felt like folded up beach blanket. I was just one big wad of plastic, empty, and ready to be packed away.
The only light reaching me was through my left eye, which could catch a glimpse through a crease of the outside world.
“Scootaloo, were we putting the stuff you’re keeping in the right or left box?” she asked.
“Uh, right.” Scootaloo hopped down and trot towards the stairs. “I’m gonna go get donuts, dad didn’t forget, did he?”
“No, there’s plenty to eat before the move. Hurry up, darling!”
Oh this is bad, they can’t do this to me! I’m the Element of Loyalty! Don’t you dare stick me in that box!
I was squished against something fluffy and something made of hard plastic. Then a cardboard flap was folded down, flattening me further. I heard the loud tearing sound of tape, and pressure as the box was sealed shut. Seconds later, I heard another box being closed.
It was pitch black now, and I was sandwiched into a box. Nopony knew I was here, and soon I’d be in Fillydelphia.
Great, can this get any worse?
The box shifted and I felt a pony lift me up and start to move me downstairs. I landed on my side, feeling the cursed hard-plastic toy digging into my side. I must have been near the front door, because the pony knocking at it sounded inches away.
A stallion cleared his throat as he opened the door. “Oh, good morning, Ms. Sparkle.”
TWILIGHT! Thank Celestia!
“Good morning, Mr. Cloud. Pinkie saw the crusaders chasing a Rainbow Dash balloon around. Have you or Scootaloo seen that balloon?”
“Hmm. . .”
Come on you dolt! I’m right here!
“No, can’t say I have. I’ve been so busy with the move, we all have. Scootaloo had to go to bed early so I doubt she was with the crusaders.”
What?! How can you not notice your daughter having a giant Rainbow Dash balloon! Stallions are so stupid!
“Okay, thanks Mr. Cloud.”
The door shut, and with it my hopes of being rescued.
I’m gonna buck the teeth out of his head for this. Now I’m gonna be stuck here Celestia-knows how long!
“What was that, honey?” a mare asked.
“Oh, nothing. Twilight was looking for some balloon. Apparently the crusaders were up to more antics.”
“I sure hope Scootaloo will be okay without them.”
My lucky couldn’t get any worse. I was stuck in this claustrophobic nightmare, powerless as I heard stallions working and loading the boxes onto a carriage. It was hard enough to keep track of time when I had my eyesight, but now it was near impossible. Between the darkness, and being set in the moving truck upside down, I could barely keep my wits about me.
Hmm, perhaps Twilight can turn Scootaloo’s dad into a balloon? I could set him free into the upper atmosphere, teach him some respect. . . At least Pinkie saw me, the crusaders will have to fess up that they took the balloon from the library. Then, Twilight will know Scootaloo has me! But, she knows Scootaloo is moving to Fillydelphia, right?
A loud thud brought me back to my senses. There were several voices, almost childlike, all around me. I heard the tape ripping as the box was opened up. Light poured inside, and I was able to catch a glimpse of a purple hoof reaching into the box.
“Now children, remember to share your new toys.”
Wait, that’s not Scootaloo or her parents. Luna’s nipples, what is going on here?!
“Cool, is that a balloon?”
“Yeah, can you fill it up?”
“Calm down, children. Give me a moment.”
I can’t even tell who is talking. Oh mare, Celestia. . . if you get me out of this, I swear I’ll never steal a piece of cake from your kitchen again! And I’ll never call Twilight an egghead, and I won’t switch Pinkie’s shampoo with pancake-syrup. I’ll never make fun of Applejack’s accent, and I swear I won’t sneak into Big Mac’s room at night anymore. I’ll buy Fluttershy that bird feeder she wanted but couldn’t afford, and I’ll even let Rarity fit me for dresses. Please, Celestia, help me!
I felt pressure as my body began to expand, filling with air. The feeling of lips around the valve was the only sensation I felt aside from the expansion. After a few moments, the plastic began to crackle and pop open. Soon after I had taken my normal shape: a balloon Rainbow Dash.
Finally I got a good look around. The room had blue paint peeling off the walls. There were airplanes and alphabet letters adorning the wall, and I quickly recognized it for what it was: a child’s playroom.
That was when I saw nearly a dozen fillies and colts sitting around the room, playing with various toys. There were pegasi, unicorns, and earth ponies. Some looked malnourished, some were nearly teenagers, and others barely older than foals.
It wasn’t until the mare set me down and I saw the writing on the side of the box that I realized how screwed I was.
Orphanage.
Scootaloo’s mom must have put me in the wrong box! I wasn’t even with Scootaloo anymore!
“Wow, that’s an Element of Harmony! I get to be her first!” a filly squeaked.
“Nuh-uh! You’re a unicorn! Everypony knows Rainbow is a pegasus!”
Something tackled me from the side, sitting on top of it’s prize. “Dibs!”
“Children, play nice, you wouldn’t want to pop such a lovely toy.”
Toy. Is that what I am now? Stuck like this for the rest of my life?
No. Twilight will find me. I don’t know how, or when, but she will. There’s only one orphanage in Ponyville. . . but what if this is an orphanage in Fillydelphia?
Another filly jumped on me, before the mare pulled them off and batted me into the air. “Alright kids, playtime is over in an hour. have fun.”
As I drifted back down I saw several fillies waiting to catch me and play with me.
What if they pop me? Celestia, forget what I said earlier. If I get out of this, I’m spiking Twilight’s shampoo with hair remover.


			Author's Notes: 
I like balloons, plastic ponies, and ballons now. Ballons are cool.
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