Banjo peered his head into the funhouse. Finally, Grunty had struck back after their weird detour involving cars, nuts, and a whole lot of bolts. Why she waited more than a decade to do anything was beyond him, but he could at least take comfort that both she and Kazooie would finally stop talking about that 'Threeie’ thing that they never got tired of discussing. 
If only Kazooie hadn't scheduled that cruise ship just when Gruntilda captured Tooty again, maybe it would’ve been smooth sailing. However, his avian friend was adamant that she would live out her dream vacation before she set foot in his—in her words—dingy, smelly backpack. That left Banjo to deal with all the new bases the witch had set up by himself. Well, there was Bottles, but he was… Bottles, so it wasn’t too much help beyond explaining the controls to him.
I just hope that finding the jiggies are at ground level. I never realized how much I needed Kazooie to get most of them…
He thought that an isolated place would be his best bet, so he headed for the carnival tent that Grunty had set up in the span of a scene transition. After the black fade in effect, a giant tent that had the witch's image plastered all over the cloth—cloth that looked old, ragged, and weathered despite having been manifested into existence a few hours ago. Maybe she’s getting rusty? She IS just a head in a jar… Still, he couldn't let his guard down. She managed to capture his little sister while in such a state. There was no telling what she could do!
Taking a deep breath, puffing his chest, and striking a flexing pose, Banjo rushed into the tent. 
Once he moved past the entryway, he came against the inside swallowed by pure darkness. “Helloooooooo?” Banjo called out. He leaned his ear towards the dark—met by the deafening sound of a spotlight being turned on. Looking up with his arm in front of his eyes to shield himself from the light, Banjo saw that the ray of light was coming from… way, way up in the ceiling. So far up that it was practically impossible for him to see the spotlight illuminating him in the first place. "Huh… this is bigger on the inside than I expected…  No wonder the outside looked so highly detailed in how bad it was. She probably had the inside and loaded separately. Dunno why she made it look so ugly then…”
Looking around the small pool of light he had been encircled in, the only thing there was a balloon stand featuring surprisingly complex balloon animals; a black wolf with a trench coat pattern painted over his body—a weasel that had a thick, puffy tail with a pink shirt pattern and a strange balloon mask over his actual face—and a bull that had clothes similarly patterned on him, his only distinct feature being the bell wrapped around his neck. “Wow… she’s really gotten good at these! Compared to Mr.Patch, these guys have so many more polygons! They’re actually round!” Like an overexcited child, Banjo began to prod and poke them. “Ooooh! They move so realistically…”
“Oi! Fellah! What do ya think you’re doing?!”
“GUH!” Banjo stepped back as a voice sporting a thick, heavy accent. “Who said that?! Where are you?!”
“I’m right here, you absolute dolt!”
"Huh…?" Looking down, he saw it—a canister with a pair of googly, round eyes above the nozzle that acted as his mouth. "Oh, I didn't see you there! Are you the one that did these balloons? They’re so good!”
"Damn right, I did! And you're getting your grubby little bear hands all over 'em! Look! You already left smudges all over intruder #3!” The canister angrily gestured by jumping towards the bull balloon, tilting its angered eyes towards it. “Agh, you’ve ruined it! Miss Gruntilda is going to be soooo mad. Raaagh!”
“O-oh, well…” I almost forgot that he’s probably with Grunty! “Well, sorry about that. It was a pleasure meeting you and your balloons, though!”
“Uh-huh… WAIT!”
"Huh?" Banjo turned around. "Uh, I'm in a bit of a rush. Can we resume our chatty chat when I'm done collecting everything here?"
“Collecting… collecting… AH! THAT’S why you’re so familiar!” The canister said while jumping up and down. “Oh boy, oh boy! Miss Gruntilda is going to be elated about this! I’m so glad that you came here!”
Banjo began to step back nervously, ready to break out into a sprint at any moment, but before he could even turn his back on the canister, the living cylinder leaped at him like a wild animal. "Waitwaitwai-MPMHH!" A cold, freezing metal nozzle had been forced into his mouth. Banjo desperately tried to spit it out, only for him to feel it jam further into his mouth. "MPMMH! MPHHHM!” He tried to pull the canister from its end—his lips stretching as the nozzle refused to move. 
“Stay still, will ya?! Hafta make sure that you turn into a pretty balloon animal!”
 “WMPHH?!” Banjo's paws scrabbled against the metal canister as a high-pitched hissing sound filled the room. His eyes widened with fear as he realized what was happening—the helium from the living canister beginning to travel from his mouth to the rest of his body. 
A sudden rush of air filled his stomach, causing it to curve outward. His thighs and legs began to similarly round out, pressing against the fabric of his shorts. He could feel the tightness in his abdomen and waist as his body expanded with each breath. His defined musculature continued bending as it grew tauter and tauter. “MPMMH! MPMHH?!”
"Oh, come on! Why are you putting up such a fight?! Didn't you like those other balloon animals?! You're gonna be just as pretty as ‘em!”
Banjo's panic escalated as his body continued to inflate. His once strong and muscular physique now resembled a bloated balloon. The pressure inside him increased with each passing second, making it difficult for him to breathe. The canister hovered in front of him, its googly eyes filled with sadistic delight.
"MPHH! MPMHHH!" Banjo tried to plead with the canister, but his words continued to come out as muffled and distorted due to the nozzle lodged in his mouth. Slowly, he began to rise into the air as his stomach and back began to form into a perfect circle. Each one of his toes and fingers began to similarly round out—becoming so tense with pressure that they lost all their mobility, with the base of his hands and feet in tow. 
As he took deep, stressed breaths, his chest expanded like a balloon. His arms and legs looked small and disproportionate in comparison. The tips of his fingers and toes were the only parts visible as they struggled to poke through his inflated body. 
Banjo's heart raced with terror as he continued to balloonify against his will. The sound of his own desperate gasps for air echoed within him, making it even more difficult to focus on anything other than the overwhelming sensation of his body swelling. The pressure inside him grew unbearable, causing his skin to stretch to its limits.
His once broad shoulders and chest now merged seamlessly with the roundness of his expanding midsection, rendering his arms almost invisible beneath the inflated mass. The intense tightness around his waist made it feel as if he were being constricted by some invisible force. With each passing moment, he felt himself becoming less human and more like a bizarre creation.
The canister hovered beside him, delighting in Banjo's distress. Its metallic body shook with gleeful anticipation as it continued to pump helium into him. Banjo's eyes darted around the room, searching for any means of escape, but there was none. 
After what felt like forever, the canister finally stopped pumping air. It retreated from his mouth, but it wasn’t like Banjo could speak with how much chairs had filled up his cheeks, so it had nothing to worry about. “Ah, voila! What a wonderful artistry! Simply beautiful…”
Banjo whined, rolling his eyes as the canister dragged him down to the rest of what he now knew were other victims of balloonification. He still tried to wriggle his fingers in a desperate attempt at rebellion, cringing when he felt his toe be tied to the balloon stand. “Mmmpmh…” 
“Yes! Yes! You’re wonderful! You’re amazing. My best creation!” The canister started to jump around in joy, moving with such intense excitement that he wasn’t looking at where he was going. It was only a matter of time before it managed to knock itself against the stand. The impact was enough to untie the shoddily made knot of string that was holding Banjo to the stand. “Gah! No, nonono! Stop!”
“MPMHH!” Banjo could do nothing as he floated into the vast darkness above. The ever-stretching ceiling slowly got closer while he slowly got farther and farther away from the ground. He flailed his swallowed-up limbs in a futile attempt to find something to hold onto, but even if there was something to hold onto, he wouldn’t have been able to grab onto it with his limited mobility. The canister's panicked cries echoed in the distance as Banjo soared higher and higher into the unknown.
Time seemed to stretch as Banjo continued to ascend, his inflated body bobbing gently with each movement of the air currents. His breaths became shallower, his vision blurred, and his heart pounded with a mix of fear and confusion.
As he floated through the darkness, a glimmer of light caught Banjo's eye. The spotlight!  It grew larger and brighter with each passing moment, beckoning him towards it like a guiding star. With renewed hope, he twisted his inflated body in the air, using the little control he had left to steer himself toward the light. If he could bump his body against the lamp, he could at least stop himself from reaching the very top of the tent. Knowing how Grunty was, the peak of the tent probably had a boss fight ready, and he was in no state to fight.
With a quiet thud, Banjo stopped against the spotlight. Phew… I think I’m… safe for now. Almost as if the universe itself was taunting him for him foolishly letting his guard down, a loud metallic creak came from above. Oh. Oh no. The spotlight began to shake, and just like before, he was completely helpless in his situation. He closed his eyes, and the next second, he felt gravity pulling him down thanks to the spotlight careening to the ground.
A massive CRASH echoed through the tent. The canister let out a high-pitched scream as it hopped away from the scene of the crime, leaving Banjo all alone.
Ow… talk about fall damage… Banjo was halfway expecting to pop, but the sound of his balloonified body turning into tatters from the surplus of pressure never came. The pain was still present, so the crash was still evident. What even happened to my body?
He tried to move, finding that while he had gained some of his mobility, his body still retained a great degree of clumsiness. It almost felt as if he was constantly stuck shimmying sideways. His mouth—instead of being filled with air to the point that it was stretched to the point of leaving him mute—was clamped shut. What exactly happened to me?
Banjo slowly waddled over to the exit, passing by the balloon stand. It was only when he got up close that he realized how his perspective had shifted. The stand now looked massive—towering over him with the balloonified victims almost looking like hovering clouds above. Wait… huh…? What am I looking at? Did my model get messed up? He waddled over to the side, trying to look at his reflection. Wait… GUH?!
His once-round body had now been flattened like a pancake. His worried head stuck out from the disk-like body, his hands and legs flattened to such a degree that they almost looked like 2D textures wrapped around a rug. He moved around, seeing his compressed feet racketeering underneath his flat body like the legs of a crab. Banjo blinked in disbelief, his flattened eyes widening as he examined his peculiar new form. Moving around in his flat body was incredibly hard, barely making any distance with his pitter-patter steps.
[bookmark: _GoBack]With each step, he found himself skimming the ground in a bizarre sideways shuffle. The sight of his own reflection sent waves of shock through him. Gone were his round, plump limbs, replaced by thin appendages that seemed to stretch endlessly from his compressed torso. Guh... I think Mumbo Jumbo can fix this… but… Looking over at his reflection again, it dawned on him how little he managed to move with each step. It’s going to take a while…
