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99 red balloons, seemingly insignificant, serve to ignite intense passion, and intense despair.
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	“So, what do you think?” Spike said as he gestured to the 99 red balloons he had purchased earlier that morning; which were surrounding him and Rarity in a small meadow a fair distance from Ponyville. “Each balloon symbolizes a lifetime I will love you for.” After a moment, he seemed to realize how cheesy he was sounding, and he smiled self-consciously as he looked down at his shuffling feet.
Rarity looked at the baby dragon, and then at his grand gesture hovering above them, connected to the ground only by a single peg. She smiled at him, but her eyes held a hint of sadness. “My dear Spikey-wikey, I can’t tell you how much this means to me.” At this Spike finally found the courage to make eye contact, and he smiled hesitantly. Though he was happy to hear her say that, he felt there was going to be a ‘but’ coming. He was right.
“But you must know by now that I don’t think of you that way.” Spike lowered his eyes; he had known, on some level, that this was coming. “Honestly darling, I do love you in a way, but as a younger sibling.” He let out a small breath that he had held since he heard her say the word ‘love.’ His head fully lowered, and his small shoulders slumped.
Seeing this, and not sure of how to respond but sure she needed to, Rarity stepped closer to the downcast baby dragon. Tentatively, she reached out, and rested her right fore hoof on his shoulder. Attempting to comfort him, she said, “Spike, I know you think you love me, but I think you should take some time to look into yourself. You’re still young, you don’t really know what your feeling.”
Lowering her head, Rarity attempted to make eye contact with Spike. However, he willfully avoided her pleading gaze, instead seeming to be entranced with the impressions his feet were making in the grass. After several moments during which neither of them moved except for the rising and falling of their chests, Rarity took a deep breath, and turned around.
As she began to walk away, she called out over her shoulder. “Darling, come and see me when you’ve got yourself figured out. Of course, if you decide you don’t like me at all, I understand.” She walked down the small path just minutes earlier, an excited but nervous Spike had led her down, telling her there was a surprise there waiting just for her.
Back in the meadow, Spike sat down heavily. After a moment, he fell onto his back, looking blankly up at the balloons that-supposedly-symbolized his dedication to Rarity. He stopped and sighed, and then he wondered why.
Was it because he didn’t really love Rariy? That he had just admired her, or liked her? Or some other simple emotion that in his immaturity he had mistaken for love? Or worse, was it that he had simply had a crush on her for her appearance? That all his declarations of a romantic love were just illusions he had ascribed to a simple desire? Or was it because he truly did love Rarity, and she had just turned him down in the clearest manner possible?
As Spike puzzled over the possible reasons for his collapse, both emotional and physical, his hand absently began to play with the strings holding the balloons down. He thought of how he thought of Rarity, and after an indeterminate amount of time, he decided he simply had been physically attracted to Rarity, and in his inexperience had ascribed emotions to her that hadn’t existed. As if to symbolize his revelation, or maybe in an effort to convince himself of it, he took his thumb, and quickly drew his claw across the strings.
As if possessed by some great desire to flee the emotionally disturbed dragon, the balloons rose as one, and carried by the wind, fled south. Spike could not have cared less about the balloons. Despite his self-assurance just moments ago, he was again consumed with doubt. Aside from releasing the balloons, he hadn’t made a single move since Rarity had left him. And he wouldn’t move for a while more, as he contemplated.




“What is this?”
Senica tensed as multiple shapes began quickly entering her sensing sphere. Her special talent was in long range sensing, and to that end she had quickly found herself in the employ of the Zebrican Hegemony sensing the contested border with Equestria. As of late, the Royal Equestrian Army had been acting more aggressive than ever, and had been staging drills as close to the border as they thought they could get away with. They had been met with the I and III regiments of the United Zebrican Militia, who were waiting just inside their territory.
Relations had been extremely tense, but there had been no overt threats. Until now. Her eyes widening, Senica sensed as nearly a hundred objects entered Zebrican airspace from Equestria. Internally panicking, but attempting to maintain a calm façade, she quickly stood, and rushed to her superiors office. Her hooves pounded his door, and when she didn’t hear a response, she slammed it open.
She was greeted with the sight of her superior officer just waking up from what appeared to be a nap; the drool on his desk supported that thought.
Shaking his head, he growled out, “Senica, what the hay is the meaning of this? Don’t you know that-”
She interrupted him with, “Sir, I’ve detected multiple signatures heading into Zebrica from Equestria.” After her statement, she noticed her posture, and immediately stood at attention.
The anger on her superior’s face evaporated, and he leaned back heavily in his chair. It squeaked indignantly. He turned, and looked out his window at the skyline of the bustling city of Zebrahara. He knew that if Senica was correct, this might all be gone soon. After a moment of him thinking about his son’s upcoming fifth birthday that he would never get to celebrate, he turned back to Senica.
He leaned onto his desk, and said, “Call a meeting of the Four Hooves. Tell them that I ordered it instantly, and they better damn get here!” Without waiting for her response, he turned in his chair and said, “Dismissed.”




“I’m telling you it must be the mega-spells Equestria has been stockpiling!” Roared the Minister of Zebrican Defense.
“Equestria wouldn’t dare attack us!” Shouted the Minister of Agriculture and Commerce. “They know we match them spell for spell, soldier for soldier.”
“Yes, but they believe their princesses can protect them from whatever we throw at them!” Chided the Minister of Intelligence, Senica’s superior.
“It’s mathematics!” Said the Minister of Agriculture and Commerce, “Even if they stop 99% of the mega-spells, we still have enough to destroy every one of their population centers.”
The arguing ministers stopped at the sound of a clearing throat. They turned as one to the head of the table, where the Prime Minister of the Zebrican Hegemony sat. “Listen up. What we do know is that nearly one hundred somethings were fired by Equestria at us. They will reach us soon. We must make our decision now. That is why we must give Equestria everything we’ve got.”
The assembled ministers were silent.
The Prime Minister reclined in his seat, as he gazed impassively at his compatriots. “Gentlecolts, Zebrica is about to die. Right now, the only thing we can do is make sure that Equestria doesn’t get away with this. We must fire our mega-spells.”
As the implications of his speech set in amongst the ministers, he leaned forward, and closed his eyes. As the Intelligence Minister gave the access codes to the Defense Minister, who then gave his orders to his aid, the a single tear rolled down the side of the Prime Minister’s face. He stood up and said, “I suggest each of you say goodbye to your families. I know that is what I will be doing for the next 45 minutes.”




“Guess what boys? Word just came down. The Zebricans lost their tiny little minds, and have launched their mega-spells at us. So, we are going to return fire before they destroy our launch facilities. Do I make myself clear?” Said Shining Armor, with deceptive tranquility. Inside, he fully recognized the implications, but he maintained his calm exterior. 
As murmuring about his announcement began to take root in the assembled officers of the Royal Equestrian Army, Shining Armor realized he needed to re-establish control. “Just remember: this is what we’ve been waiting for. This is it boys, this is war. I had the princess on the line, and this is it.”




Across the continent, the war machines of two vastly different countries sprang to life, and opened up their eager eyes. They focused on the sky, as 99 red balloons floated by. 99 red balloons that had been purchased as an act of love, that now served to end it.




Spike sat, still wrestling with himself over his true feelings, even though it had been many hours since Rarity had left him. He sighed again, an action that had been repeated many times throughout the day. His stomach rumbled, but he felt no need to satisfy its repeated requests. Suddenly, he noticed he could hear a faint buzzing. It would not have bothered him, except that it was getting noticeably louder, almost as if whatever was causing it was getting closer. The noise quickly reached a crescendo, before a blinding white light filled the air, and Spike felt no more.

	