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		Chapter 1: Chewy is Not a Dodo!



The first day

In a small city, a lonely fan fiction writer stared at the worn out screen of his laptop, watching his screensaver. He was feeling uninspired after several uneventful days, it was all he could do to sit there desperate for something, anything to write about. Like a flash of light in the dark, an idea presented itself to him; quickly, he opened up Microsoft Word to type his story down while it was still fresh in his thoughts.The writer’s name was Chewy and his grand idea was a story involving his favorite pony, Rainbow Dash; the story, like his life, was unremarkable but he was too desperate for ideas to care. The main problem with his writing was that he was terrible at characterizing any of the characters in his stories, either they were out of character, or just didn’t sound like they did on the show.
As he became lost in his thoughts the strangest thing happened, he started to envision that Rainbow Dash was talking to him in a empty, dark space.
“Rainbow Dash? What’s going on, are you here to help with my writing?”
"I sure am! So Squirt, you want to know about me? Well it’s always a pleasure to talk to a fan.  I believe that if you’re gonna do something you should try to look as cool as possible while doing it, but I’m also loyal and care about my friends. Sometimes I… I can be a bit of an egghead, but I would never admit that to anypony. Oh, and I really wish I could be some kind of awesome hero like Daring Do. I mean, I’ve done a lot of cool things, but Daring Do always wins on her own while I usually end having to have my friends help me."
Chewy was baffled, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Was his favorite fictional character really communicating with him?
 'Is this real, or am I high right now? I don’t know, I can barely remember what happened yesterday these days...'
Chewy wasn’t sure if any of this was real, but inspiration was inspiration regardless of its source, and he could hardly afford to turn up such an offer.
Yet even with the new insight into Rainbow Dash, he still couldn’t grasp how to write her in character; the harder he tried, the more he screwed up. 
Minutes later he came back to reality and slammed his laptop shut in frustration.
“This is pointless, I’ll never write as well as some of the bigger authors out there, I just can’t get these characters right.” His anger soon gave way to exhaustion, since he always grew tired after getting hyped up. “I think I’ll take a break” Chewy said with a yawn. Climbing underneath his sky blue comforter, he rested his head on his pillow and slowly drifted off to a deep slumber.
In his dream, he meet Rainbow Dash again, except this time she looked far angrier than before. "Hey! I take some of my valuable time to tell you about myself and you fall asleep on me? I wasn't finished, not cool!" 
This time Chewy didn’t want ideas, he just wanted out of this rollercoaster of a dream before it got ugly!
“I… I’m sorry Rainbow Dash, I am trying, really, but I’m just no good at this.” Chewy hoped that this would calm the pony down, but he could tell by the fire in her faded garnet eyes that she was furious with his self pitying ways.
"Look… practice makes perfect, you’ve been writing for what, a month? I know a lot of ponies that didn't have a great start but later became awesome... but not as awesome as me of course. Practice makes perfection, thats why I may be lazy sometimes, but I never slack off in my training. Uh… don't tell this to anypony, but the nickname Rainbow Crash? Let's just say It took me a lot of time to get good at landing." Rainbow Dash then looked at the writer, "Ugh, humans are so ugly, I know I promised Luna I would help you but… can't you look like a pony or something? Please?" 
Chewy looked at the cyan pegasus with curiosity.
'Could I transform myself into a pony? Hell no, I can’t; I don’t even know how imagine a red ball in my dreams, let alone change my appearance.'
“I’m not that ugly, am I? I mean, there are some good looking humans; I might not be a hunk myself, but I am not the worst of the worst. And… wait, back up a second; when you said 'Luna', you mean THE Princess Luna?”
"Yep, Princess Luna of Equestria, the mare of the night, the guardian of pony dreams and all that. How else did you think I’d be talking to you right now? Anyway, I don't want to waste anymore time, do you want my help or not?" Rainbow Dash tapped her right front hoof on the ground, looking impatient. 
He watched the hoof tap to an unheard beat as he began to sweat, he knew what he wanted to say, but as usual he just couldn’t find the right words. He looked up at her face, greeted with a impatient, underwhelmed expression. “Uh…” Chewy tried to form words, but wasn’t able to for some odd reason; instead, he just gave a nodding gesture. 
‘I don’t know what I am getting myself into, but I hope it isn’t anything embarrassing. It’s weird, I don’t remember taking anything that would have caused a dream this vivid and realistic.’               
"Ah fine, know what? I am tired of playing nice. After all, none of this is real, so let’s make things interesting!" Chewy found himself shrinking, and the next thing he knew, Rainbow Dash looked a lot taller and bigger than him. His vision became strange, is like he could see some orange muzzle in front of his eyes…. wait, an orange muzzle?                      
Chewy craned his neck and looked up at Rainbow Dash, “What… what did you do? I didn’t have an orange muzzle a few seconds ago!”
He looked down, instead of finding a pair of bright neon jogging shoes, he saw a pair of short, orange legs and orange hooves. Chewy jumped ten feet into the air and fell on his back, stunned by his transformation, “WHAT THE HELL?” He snapped his head towards his accomplice, “What did you do to me?!”    
"What part of 'this is a dream' don't you understand?" Dash said frustrated. "I just wanted to show you how easy it is to change shape here. After all, this is a lucid dream or whatever Luna calls them, you can do anything you want, as long as you can imagine it! And that’s why I made you look like Scoots- I mean, it felt right to make you look like her, since I’m basically your teacher now. Wait… are… are you a male human? Oops!" Rainbow Dash smiled, not at all sorry at what she just did.
Chewy felt anger begin to boil up inside of him, his eyes glared at the pegasus in front of him.
'If only I had a horn, I’d teach her to laugh at my misery!'
He considered that since this was a dream he should be able to control it, but despite his best efforts he couldn’t even begin to change back. What kind of lucid dream let everyone but the dreamer control it?
“Why did you turn me in a little… filly? I don’t want to be a girl, I want to be a guy!” He protested, standing himself up. He angrily trotted towards the pony, face still contorted in an adorable scrunch, hardly intimidating to Dash or anyone.
"Well, so what? I just thought of the first thing that came into my head.”
“But I don’t want to be like this!”
“Yeah, well sometimes I wish I was born a few hundred years ago so I could be some kind of cool knight, but we can’t always get what we want, can we? Besides, have you forgotten this is just a dream? You’ll be back to normal as soon as you wake up!”
“I guess you do have a point there…” He trailed off, his anger diminishing.               
"Listen kid, I was trying to make you use your imagination, and hey, I even gave you an idea for a story!" Rainbow Dash looked really frustrated. " You could write about turning into a pony!”
“I guess so… I’m just afraid I’ll be stuck like this when I wake up, this IS a pretty realistic dream after all.”
Rainbow Dash thought for a second ”You wanna talk about fear? You remember the second time I did a Sonic Rainboom, and nearly lost all of my friends? I was so scared I wouldn’t reach them in time, it was the scariest moment of my life! I guess my greatest fear is them dying.”
Chewy nodded his head, grinning and staring at Rainbow Dash with admiring eyes, “Yes, and you saved Rarity and three of your lifelong heroes at one time during the Best Young Flyers Competition, and won the grand prize by the declaration of Princess Celestia!” His eyes quickly shrunk to pin pricks, and wore a look of utter confusion, “How did I know that?”     
"Well, Luna explained to me that in your world, they have stories about me and my friends, and that I am kind of famous there." Rainbow Dash said "Not that I’m surprised, I should be famous in every world!”
Chewy began to take mental notes. So, she was afraid of something! Now Chewie would have something to write about when he needed to add conflict to the plot.
"So, what else can we talk about... I know! I can be quite impulsive sometimes and if I want to do something, it’s pretty hard to change my mind." Rainbow Dash then looked at the new Scootaloo "Hehe, I shouldn't have changed you, but you look kind of cute like that."               
Chewy couldn’t help but give a blush of embarrassment and glare at her with another angry, scrunched face, but he wasn’t as mad as before, he was just a little messed up in the head right now, “I am not cute!”       
"I know I know, you don’t want to be cute, you want to be cool like me, right? Well… you know all the boasting I usually do? Sometimes I do it because… I want to hide the fact that I’m scared. Like when my friends and I had to face Nightmare Moon. We didn't know much about what was going on, and this scary mare appears out of nowhere saying, ‘night is gonna last forever’. I was just being brave so the others didn't get scared too."              
"So… I hope you realize I am usually never this honest with anypony, not even Fluttershy knows some of these things and she’s my best friend. So what you say Squirt, can you keep this like, our secret?"       
Chewy gave a quick nod, he could tell that Rainbow Dash trusting him was a huge privilege, out of all the ponies she could have chosen, she went with him, who she barely knew. He felt honored to have been trusted with this information, “You have my word Rainbow Dash!” Chewy answered.              
"Good, so…" Rainbow Dash felt like she was forgetting something, and tried to think hard about what it could be "So Scootaloo, do you want some ice-cream?"                            
Chewy felt a little confused, but he knew Rainbow Dash was being very genuine with her question. Looking back on how they interacted before he became… wait… did she just call him Scootaloo? 
'Am I really Scootaloo, the little filly who looks up to Rainbow Dash like a big sister?' Suddenly, his mind rushed with many different thoughts; should he act as Scootaloo, to make the conversation feel more natural, or act as himself? He pushed the thoughts away and decided to cross that bridge when he got there. “Sure!”
"Good, I love ice-cream, and know the best thing about food in a dream? You don’t get fat!" Rainbow Dash smiled and soon the two pegasi were eating rocky road sundaes together. Then, Chewy started to wake up, but before that, he heard a familiar voice yelling, "RAINBOW DASH! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO THAT POOR HUMAN?"
Chewy felt like he was being pulled away from Rainbow Dash as the voice echoed through his head; he tried to hold on to the dream, but within seconds it was over. Blinking away the sun’s glaring rays, he drowsily stood up and rubbed his eyes. He looked around to find himself on his normal bed, and looked down at his… hooves? He was bewildered, what had happened while he was dreaming? His head start to race with panic, and he began to  sweat at this strange turn of events. Taking a look at his surroundings, he noticed how much bigger everything seemed; what on earth was going on? He could only guess that he had turned into some kind of pony, but why?
Then, knowing how these kind of things used to go in stories, he fearfully pulled out his covers as best as he could and looked down 'there'. Yes, he had also joined the female gender, but why had this happened? And why had it happened to him?
He remembered his dream vaguely, but couldn’t recall the specifics however to save his life… or should he say ‘her’ life? Why was he suddenly a pony; to be more specific, a little filly? 
When he looked at his hooves again he noticed they were a dark shade of orange. Though he tried his best to remember  how he became this way, but couldn’t remember why or how he had transformed. All he had in his head were hazy snippets of his dream, vague glimpses that told him nothing. How could he possibly have forgotten such an important event so fast? The only part of the dream he could remember was someone shouting at Rainbow Dash. Unfortunately, this was hardly helpful information.
The more logical side of himself refused to accept his new form, ‘This can’t be my fate! Why am I a pony? Dreams aren’t suppose to affect the real world like this!’ Chewy shook his head, tears of denial and frustration beginning to take shape in his eyes.
This couldn’t be real. He couldn’t be stuck like this, he had to find a way to return to his normal body as soon as possible.. Chewy soon grew into a state of panic, he darted his head in every direction possible, searching for a solution.
'There has to be a way to reverse this… right?'
Maybe… maybe he was still dreaming? Maybe it was all a second dream like in that movie.  Now, if this were still a dream, he could just pinch himself to wake up, right? He tried to do so, only to realize to his horror that his hooves couldn’t pinch at all!
Then he slowly started to wonder about his appearance.
"Scootaloo… I am her?" He looked himself over again; orange coat, check; reddish pink mane, check; lack of cutie mark, check. And of course he had become female. There was no doubt about it, he was the spitting image of Scootaloo.
He tried to get out of bed and clumsily fell onto his side again, still reeling from the shock of it all and too drained to even try to wake himself up, but soon he found that this world was all too real to be a dream; he was stuck in the form of a cute filly with no way out. He raised his head and looked at his head to the ceiling and shouted, “CURSE YOU RAINBOW DASH!!!!!” He felt the strangest feeling, like he was imitating a mad scientist from a very familiar cartoon after having his plans foiled by a certain platypus. Should he start to refer to himself as female now? Maybe this was permanent and he would be a female pony forever? A sudden knock on the door quickly drew his attention, 
“Chewy… is everything ok?” Chewy’s eyes shrunk to pinpoints, ‘Horse-feathers, my mother is awake!’
Then, Chewy looked amazed as everything just… froze? No, that wasn't right. It was more like everything but himself turned into grayscale. The strange occurrence only lasted a few seconds, and then he had to face the fact that he was a little, cute, female pegasus, and his mother finding out, again. 
The door swung wide open, “Is everythi…” his mom paused in mid-sentence at the discovery of an orange pegasus filly laying on her son’s bed. After a few awkward seconds her face broke into a smile.
“Aaaawwwww, how precious! How did you get in here?” She asked, her voice as sweet as honey.
Chewy was so confused by her mother’s reaction that she didn’t know what to say. Instead he took the opportunity to flee at the sight of a nearby stool standing next to the edge of the bed frame. He stood proud and tall on his hind legs (though this wasn’t a very impressive sight) and charged toward the stool; unfortunately, the comforter got slightly tangled around his legs and caused him to slip and fall off of the bed. The comforter landed on top of him, leaving him an adorable heap on the floor.
A small hole in the fabric showed his mother approaching; taking his chance, he bolted out from under the covers as fast as his short legs could carry him. As he charged out of the room, a thought came to mind, ‘Maybe I could use my body to earn money  giving rides to little kids or something.’ As tempting as it sounded, the scenario of being sued for any number of reasons, or being shipped off to a zoo to be gawked at by little children, or worse, getting owned by Hasbro to be used for toy marketing; The last one terrified him. The thought induced him to yell loudly, “I DON’T WANT TO BE OWNED BY HASBRO!!!”
Chewy grew tired as he entered the living room, he couldn’t outrun his mother, she was easily three times his size, and he wasn’t yet used to his new body anyway. He looked around in an effort to find a good hiding spot, instantly, his eyes were drawn to the couch. Since he was so small, he squeezed underneath the large sofa easily.
"Come here little pony, please, I won't hurt you." His mother said in a pleading tone as she entered the living room. She looked around at all of the possible hiding places a small pony could take refuge. She was about to begin by looking behind the TV stand when she heard a faint sneeze coming from underneath the couch. She knew it would be hard for her to get the little filly from under the couch and had an idea. "Do you like chocolate? The ones in the cartoon seemed to love it."
Chewy really, REALLY wanted to just stay under the couch, but he had Scootaloo’s body, and was also female. The combination of the fact that all girls love chocolate plus the fact that all little kids love sweet things was just too much for him and without thinking he ended saying. "YES!"
Stupid TV land logic! Some kids weren't that fond of sweet things, and he knew girls who weren't fans of chocolate. Still, why resist? If his mother was happy treating him like a cute cartoon horsie, why not let her do it? Plus it was CHOCOLATE!
His mother came back with a bar of chocolate, his pony nose was caught by the smell as soon as she unwrapped it. The new Scootaloo got out from under the couch and jumped over to it. Letting his mother pet him in exchange of small pieces of chocolate that she was feeding into 'her' mouth.
As he enjoyed the chocolate, Chewy was grateful of not being a real pony, or chocolate would have been fatal. Chocolate was poisonous to equines, and also to dogs.  
'I guess equestrian ponies have different stomachs to regular ones', she thought as she drifted off.

			Author's Notes: 
Thanks to THE J.A.M. for beta reading this chapter.


	
		Chapter 2: I Wanna See You Dance



"My little pony, I am very sorry about what happened." Said the same voice that yelled at Rainbow Dash before. His mother didn’t seem to hear it, so Chewy assumed it was a voice in his mind rather than the physical world. "I assure you, it was not in my plans for you to end up like this. I understand you must be in great pain, please know it is not my wish to gain new unwilling subjects like this."
While in the ever-expansive dark plain of his dream, the voice seemed to echo around him, as if he was trapped inside of a metal box. “Princess Luna, is that you? What do you mean? What did you have planned for me?” Chewy looked around, a little worried by what she meant.
"I just wanted you to gain inspiration for your stories. But, Rainbow Dash forgot to change you back into a human, and there was some… strange interference. I’ve tried many times but for some reason even I cannot undo this spell. That’s why you now look like the filly known as Scootaloo. Also, it seems you might not be the only human who has been changed."
Chewy instantly remembered the strange grayscale effect that occurred before, the one that didn't last longer than a few seconds; could this be the ‘strange interference’ she was referring to? Could his ponified existence impact the world around him more drastically than he could imagine? Princess Luna did seem to make a lot of sense, but even still his mortal mind could not comprehend much of what he was told. “Is there any way to reverse this, or will you have to remove me from my world until the problem is fixed?” Chewy asked the celestial princess.
"Well, there is a problem about that as well." Luna said sounding annoyed, "Miss Scootaloo still exists in my world, and if I tried to take you there… the consequences could be drastic.” 
Chewy realized the flaw in the second option too, if he and the real Scootaloo encountered each other, a paradox could form and possibly destroy the universe. He put his hoof on his muzzle, thinking of any other options, “Will I have to be kept in the dream realm?” 
"No, that’s not possible, only somepony like me can actually exist in the realm of dreams and nightmares, everypony else just visits it while their body sleeps. And even I can't stay here for too long."
He saw sense in her words; he couldn’t stay asleep all day, he’d starve.
He had so many questions, the biggest being the grayscale effect;what did it mean? What will happen to his home world if this isn’t solved quickly? “What do you have planned for me? Am I going to have to keep this form forever?” Chewy asked with a saddened tone.
"My sister, myself and the elements of Harmony are looking for a way to solve this crisis. That much I can assure you. For now, try to stay inside your house, and hide from any hostile humans. Uh… WHAT?" Luna voiced then sounded angry, but not at the new pony. "Oh that rotten, good for nothing!…I’m sorry. I have just been informed of something. It seems that somepony found this situation quite amusing, and pretended to be me to both Miss Rarity and Miss Applejack. If my hunch is correct, and they both spoke to humans in their dreams as well, I wouldn't be surprised if there are two others like you in your world. If I am correct, they will now be stuck in the bodies of Scootaloo’s friends, Applebloom and Sweetie Belle."   
Then Chewy found himself waking up. He could remember Luna’s advice vividly from the dream, “Stay indoors, and avoid any and all hostile humans,”
'Urgh, my head… something feels wrong here.'
His mom couldn’t hold back an amused giggle at the sight of an adorable filly just waking up from a deep sleep. The filly looked confused and unaware, it was just a moment she wouldn’t take a million dollars to forget. She pulled a soft-looking blanket from the other side of the couch and molded it into the shape of a bowl. Gently, she placed the bowl-shaped blanket in a basket and placed the small filly inside, placing a pillow underneath it’s small head.
Then the new Scootaloo noticed he no longer was in the couch, but in a big nest with a soft pillow in it, it kind of reminded him of Spike’s bed seen in the show, just how long had he been asleep?  He also noticed his mother watching him with the same face girls have when they find something irresistible cute. 
"Uh? Where did you get this basket?" Chewy asked, looking down at the small basket she was laying inside of.
"I bought it, you’ve been asleep for almost four hours, so I did some shopping!" His mother said smiling, watching the filly look over the basket.
Chewy looked up at his mother with a little concern; her expression was more ecstatic than she had even seen before. “Um, do you know who I am?” He asked her, not being very subtle with his concern for her.
“Of course I know who you are, you are Scootaloo.” His mother answered happily.
Chewy shook his head, “I am not Scootaloo, I am your son, Chewy. I was shape-shifted into the form of Scootaloo by… I don’t know for sure, but you have to believe me!”
“NO! You are Scootaloo!” She said angrily, her eyes full of a sudden rage.
Chewy reeled back,he had never seen his mother like this before. As quickly as the rage appeared, it went away, her previous sweetness returning. “Oooo… I always wanted a daughter! You can be my daughter and have my son’s room.”
He looked at her, shocked. 
'Has she forgotten about the real me already? I mean I knew she was into the show, but not THIS much!'
Maybe he was insane as well? As he pondered this a flash Scootaloo’s memories flooded his head. Things they had never shown on the show, crazy adventures the CMC had shared to get their Cutie Marks.This had to be a delusion or something, and whether crazy ran in the family or becoming a pony had driven him around the bend, he wasn’t quite  sure if he wasn't a bit crazy himself. He almost expected to start having visions, like a pack of nyan cat chubbies flying around the room. 
"Eh… look. I am thankful for the chocolate and the nice place to sleep, but… I uh… have to find my friends?" He said questioningly, he couldn’t think of a better excuse to leave than that, he began to hope that she would buy it.
"Oh, the other Cutie Mark Crusaders?" She asked sounding more excited, probably at the chance of petting more cute little pony fillies. She held her clenched fists against her chest and squealed to herself, imagining having the CMC as her daughters.
"Yes! They must be lost in the human world too, like me. Yeah, that’s it, we did some crazy thing to get our cutie marks and we ended up here. I’m not your son turned into a pony uh… what can I do to find them?"
His mom was more than a little reluctant to go along with his scheme, “You can use the computer, and search for your friends on the Internet.” She pointed at her laptop on the kitchen table. 
Chewy looked at the object in question and climbed over to it, pretended to look very confused, "Um… how do I use this thing?". If he was gonna act the part of a pony, he should pretend to  know nothing about computers or the Internet, that was probably  the smart thing to do.
Now… maybe he could start to think of himself as a girl, or he could at least stop freaking out about it. Since the Princesses, Twilight and her friends were looking for a way to fix his problem,it wasn’t like he was going to be stuck that way forever anyway.
"Ok, let me do this for you then." his… HER mother said and took a few pictures of Scootaloo, then uploaded them to 'his son’s' Facebook Account. Chewy was a bit angry that her mother knew her password. Then it was the turn to make a post. Something simple that could be taken as a joke.
'Hey Scootaloo here, did somepony else wake up in this strange world of humans? And is of course, totally NOT a human who got turned into a pony?
-Scootaloo'
She struggled with typing at first, but her mother offered to type it for her, saving her a lot of time and effort. After she had sent her message Scootaloo was picked up by her human mother, "Now dear, how about if I fix you up? Your mane and tail are a mess, and you would look just perfect with a nice, sparkly pink bow tied around your neck!"
Scootaloo tried to shake herself free from her capture, fluttering her small wings as well, “NO! Let me go! I don’t want to be pretty, being ‘pretty’ is just SOOOOO UNCOOL!” 
"Now listen dear, I gave you food, a bed and helped you to try to find your friends. I am not asking that much, am I?"
Chewy lowered her ears and looked down, why was she feeling so guilty? Maybe.. maybe it was because she had never seen her mother so happy as she had been today. Besides, its not like anypony but Luna and Rainbow Dash knew she was really a guy, right? 
"Fine, but no pictures of me looking girly."
The mother looked proud of herself and carried her to the sink, placing the filly in the silver bowl, “You’re going to look so CUTE when I’m done with you.”
“It won’t last long,” Chewy said in a low snicker, “You can be girly if you want, but leave me out of it from now on.”
"Keep that attitude going young lady, and next time, I will take pictures." 
"Ok, sorry! Please don’t take pictures!”
Overall, having her mother giving her a bath, brushing her mane and tail, and generally pampering her wasn’t as bad as she first thought. In fact, Chewy felt bad with herself for somewhat liking it. What if her friends saw her looking girly and with the stupid bow; that SPARKLED, of all things? 
When she satisfied her desire to prettify the little orange filly, she picked up a newspaper off of the kitchen counter and flipped through the pages slowly. She soon reached the ads section of the issue and stopped at the discovery of a ballet class being held at the local convention center; she grew very jittery and was on the verge of squealing again.
“Um… why are you so happy at a paper?” Scootaloo looked at her mother with an adorable, confused expression.
“I’m going to enroll you in…” Mom flipped the paper around and showed Chewy, “ballet lessons!”
Scootaloo looked at it with disgust, “NNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!”
"Just kidding, I don’t think they take ponies, even if they can talk. Besides, I don't want the men in black to take you away or something like that." Her mother was laughing at the way she reacted, Chewy had kind of forgot that jokes were the way her mother dealt with strange situations, and what could be more strange than finding Scootaloo in her house? 
"That was mean miss! Uh… by the way… you know my name, what's yours?" Chewy asked realising that it was weird she hadn't asked her mothers name yet.
"You can call me Starlight, thats the name of the unicorn pony I made up when I was eight."
It seemed her mother was not so crazy, she was just obsessed with My little Pony. Not that there was that much difference, mind you. 
"So, miss Starlight, aren't you worried, about your son?"
"Oh, I am, but he is a guy, he is supposed to go out the house once in a while and get in trouble." 'Starlight' said as if she had no worry in the world. 
“Wait.. what’s this?” Starlight approaches a plastic bag hidden underneath a chair. Chewy didn’t notice the bag before, but it was sitting in plain sight. She reached in and pulled out a bright blue rubber ball. Scootaloo’s eyes watched the ball with great interest. “You want this ball Scootaloo?” Starlight said in a voice similar to that used on a dogs you are teasing. 
Chewy  might have only been playing the role of Scootaloo, but deep down she had never grown up, not even when she used to be a human male. Still, even with the excuse of pretending to be a tomboy filly, she tried to play hard to get… for about ten seconds flat.
"Sure!" Chewy then played with the ball and had fun like a filly half her age would do. She didn’t bother hiding her delight, as nobody she cared was ever going to see her like this regardless. She played with the ball for nearly an hour before becoming exhausted. Dozing off, she curled up into a ball and returned to the dream world.
Instead of being greeted with the usual black landscape of a blank dream, she saw herself in Ponyville, in the middle of a field with her lifelong idol, Rainbow Dash. She stared up at her with a big smile stretched across her face.
"So, have you been doing the wing exercises I taught you?" Rainbow Dash asked.
"Yes Rainbow Dash! Do you want to see?" Scootaloo said smiling
"Okay, try to fly then." 
Scootaloo tried to fly but just felt into the dirt. 
"Scootaloo, flying is more than just how big yours wings are, you are trying too hard. Don't flap your wings that hard and fast, that's okay for riding your scooter but for flying it won't work well."  
"Got it Rainbow Dash!"
"Ok, now try again."
Scootaloo got up quickly, "I... I mean, I knew that!"
Dash smiled "Yes, of course you did squirt."
Dash then rubbed her chin with her left wing , she seemed to be trying to remember something.
"Oh, right!  You better hide, I heard Rarity is looking for a model to use for filly pegasus dresses, and she said she’d be back any minute!”
Scootaloo looked around for a place to hide, climbed into a tree and hid in the leaves. Rarity appeared all of a sudden."Uh, Rainbow Dash, have you seen Sweetie Belle’s little pegasus friend around here?"
"Yes, I saw her, but I don't know where she went." Rainbow Dash said while looking at Rarity and smiling. Scootaloo pulled her tail into the leaves
"Oh well, I wanted to hire her as a model for some dresses I am making for a rich pegasus filly in Cloudsdale. I heard she loves chocolate so I bought a cake for her at sugarcube corner. But I guess I will have to look for somepony else…” Rarity said winking.
Scootaloo was so conflicted,  and even though she remembered what happened last time she got roped into 'helping' she couldn’t help herself. The chocolate cake called to her, and as if in response her stomach rumbled suddenly.
"Sorry Scootaloo, you got busted." Rainbow Dash said and grinned, it seems she found the situation quite funny
"Now, don't look at me like that, Sweetie Belle is with our parents and Applebloom is helping in the farm, and it’s not like you were busy anyway." Rarity said then smiled
"But I was wanting to hang out with Rainbow Dash!" Scootaloo whined.
"Well, I actually have work to do anyway." Rainbow Dash said and looked up, there were a few gray clouds hanging over Ponyville that she had yet to move. "Plus I kind of promised Fluttershy I was gonna stop by her home today. Sorry Squirt. Bye!"  Rainbow Dash then flew away with her usual hurry. 
Scootaloo groaned and accepted her fate. Oh well, at least she was gonna get chocolate cake out of this.

The second day

Scootaloo awoke to find herself laying on a drool-soaked pillow. “Ewwwwww…”
Unfortunately, the cake, as tasty as it had been in the dream, was a lie. There was no chocolate here, only a messy room and a major headache. Sleeping had been difficult for Scootaloo, as her new wings weren’t very easy to adjust, and sleeping on them was extremely uncomfortable.
'Note to self, pegasi apparently can't sleep well on their backs.' 
Scootaloo rolled out of her lumpy nest and rubbed her aching back. She went into the kitchen to find some breakfast, but all she could find was human food, and most of it was far  too processed for her  new tongue. ‘Why does today out of everyday have to be the worst in my life?’ Scootaloo thought as she continued to scan the shelves for ANYTHING she could eat.
The ponies in the show loved sugar, so maybe some cereal and milk? Yes, that would work. Why had she been thinking about horse food anyway? The ponies in the show could eat milk products and eggs, they were vegetarians, not vegans. 
While handlings things with hooves was weird, Scootaloo's body was apparently more fit and athletic than Chewy's had been, so it only took a bit of practice to finally be able to eat breakfast (especially once she realized that there was no  real point in use a spoon instead of just eating with her face like a normal pony).
Her hunger satisfied, she got onto the computer and decided to check to see if anypony had responded to her post. To her misfortune, nopony had posted a real answer. The only answers she got was trolling or comments on how good her Scootaloo pictures were. 
Just then, she got a private message:
'-It’s happened to me too. Where are you? We should meet up. I’ll post videos if you don’t believe me.- Alos88 '
Excitement began to boil up inside of her, ‘Finally, a serious response!'
She quickly replied to the message, but she forgot what her address was.
'-Uh… hold on, I will be right back, I need to find out where I live exactly. Alright, I live at 2940 Richardson Avenue; it is a big, ugly gray house, you can’t miss it- Chewy_Card'
Scootaloo’s smile grew wide, she couldn’t wait to meet this person who seemed to be experiencing the same thing that she was. Running excitedly back into the living room, she sat and waited for the pony to arrive. Her wings stood straight out and her tail swayed excitedly; why she was acting like an excited puppy, she would never know.
As soon as her new found excitement came, it was gone; Scootaloo trotted off to find her ball. She brought it to the door and hit it at the door.
She had more fun with the ball than somepony of her age should, still she was bored and her pony-obsessed, human mother was still in bed. 
"Weee!" Scootaloo’s childish voice echoed around the house as she chased and kicked the ball. Thankfully she didn’t break anything, it seemed Scootaloo talent was related to being physically fit, that and her wings, though for the time being those were useless. She soon tired of the ball and decided to listen to some music instead.
She ‘found’ her mother’s mp3 player and decided to see what type of music she listens to; classical, all the music from FiM, ‘90’s rock, and… a music genre she wasn’t quite familiar with. She hated classical and she loved her mom’s ‘90’s choices, but she had mixed feelings toward the other stuff. “Scootaloo! What are you doing with my mp3 player!”
Her mother then had an idea
"Oh, do you wanna dance?" Starlight asks and smiles "Dance for me my daughter!"
Scootaloo looked at Starlight, though she was too busy listening to her music to pay her mother any attention. “What?” She asked loudly, “I’m sorry I can’t hear you.”
"Could you dance for me?" Starlight said in a pleading tone 
Scootaloo removed the earbuds from her ears, “Can you say that again?”
"Could you please dance?" Starlight took the earbuds away from Scootaloo and unplugged them, music filling the room. 
"I wanna see you dance, pretty please?"
As Scootaloo listened to the music, she felt a sudden urge to dance her flank off; her hooves tapped to the beat of the music. 
The little pegasus danced for several minutes, even doing it in her back hooves with her wings helping to balance herself. Then she noticed what she had been doing.
Scootaloo lifted her head in pride and smiled brightly.
“Hehe, it was nothing. If only if Rainbow Dash could see me now...” Her mind began to wonder at the mention mere of her hero;’ before becoming Scootaloo, Chewy had always been a fan of Rainbow Dash, but after the change she considered Rainbow Dash her idol, just like Scootaloo in the show. 
Still, so many mental changes in such a short time, why was that? She didn't feel like there was a pony talking in her mind, then why she was acting like this? It must have been a part of the transformation, whatever it was it was more than just physical. Chewy began to wonder just how far the changes would go...
Soon afterwards her mother left to go grocery shopping, after making a list of food stuff the filly wanted. Suddenly finding herself alone, the new Scootaloo panicked. 
“H-how did I do those dance moves? I couldn’t do any of those before I became Scootaloo. They were awesome but… I…” She felt her small body grow tired all of a sudden, she hadn’t been aware of how hard she had been taxing her small body until now. 
As she drifted off into slumber she re entered into the ever-familiar, black, dream-zone.
The young pegasus found herself standing on a  cloud, the sensation was like sitting on a spongy pillow, but one that was slightly damp. Above her head was the night sky of Equestria with a full moon and a thick blanket of stars, under her, there was… nothing. It was probably wise to not worry, and to stop looking down!

"Hello young one." Luna's voice said and the night princess appeared in purple mist in front of her "I have some good news… and some bad news." 
Scootaloo looked at the lunar princess, “What is the good news Luna?”
"The good news is that which was done to you can be reversed. The bad news is, neither I nor anypony else in Equestria can get to your world, and even then only the pony who cast the spell can undo it. It seems that this… ‘Eris’… is blocking everypony from going to your world. I am truly sorry." Then Luna hugged Scootaloo. "Don’t be afraid, my little pony. We won’t give up on you and the others just yet, it will… just take time."
“Oh,” Scootaloo looked broken-hearted. “Will I be stuck like this forever?”
"Now, don't give up! I’ve brought somepony to see you!"
"Hey kid!" Rainbow Dash said,  doing a double backflip in midair before landing on the cloud next to her. "I… I’m really sorry for what happened." 
“Rainbow Dash?” Scootaloo looked up at her with sad eyes. Even though she wasn’t the actual Scootaloo, she felt horrible inside having to only see her life-long hero in her dreams every other night. “I-I don’t want to be trapped here, I want to be in Ponyville with you; I want to see you everyday.” She began to cry while saying that, she really wanted to watch her show off her awesomeness everyday.
Rainbow Dash looked around, then to Luna. The Princess looked away, then Rainbow Dash hugged the young filly. "Look, I know it sucks, and it may get worse before it gets better, but please remember, you are NOT alone. Also, don't…"
The dream started to collapse, while Luna yelled "ERIS, STOP THIS PLEASE!"
Scootaloo gripped onto Rainbow Dash tightly, “I DON’T WANT TO LEAVE!”
Rainbow Dash said something, but Scootaloo couldn’t heard it, then she woke up screaming. 
“RAINBOW DASH!!!!” 
The orange pegasus woke up with a jolt, tears staining the fur on her cheeks. She didn’t know exactly why she was crying, but she really did miss Rainbow Dash; all she could do was bury her head in her hooves. Now that she thought about it, she also wished she had asked for more information about this “Eris” character, could he or she be behind all this?
Her mother returned and saw the sadness in the little fillies’ eyes. Saying nothing, she sat by her. Chewy remembered she was going to meet another pony  very soon, probably one of the CMC! She washed her face and laid in the couch lazily, the way pegasus are lazy sometimes, awaiting this “Alos” character. After half an hour of tense silence, there was a knocking at the door.
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