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		Description

Roy, a college student with no care about what tomorrow brings, is killed one day in a fight with a thug. It is then he makes a deal with death to continue living, except he must be one of his agents. He is then sent to Equestria, where he will deal with the supernatural, the unbelievable, and the unthinkable, all while having to listen to the Great and Powerful.
"Why, of all possible ponies, did I get stuck with you?!?"
Takes place in the Soul Reaver Universe, credit for the idea goes to Serpenti, and I do have permission from him to use his idea. All characters from the show My Little Pony:  Friendship is Magic are property of Hasbro.
There will be more characters appearing in the story as it progresses.
Please go easy, this is the first real story I had ever written, and any advice or pointing out of errors is greatly appreciated.
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		Prologue/Stoned to Death



	Man, this was not the way I had planned for it to end. But I admit, it kinda made sense for me. Me and my bros were taking a puff, you know, just finished with finals. Hell, the fact I made it in college was something to celebrate, there were bets on my head for how long it’d take for me to drop out. Anyways, we were laughing and having a good time, you know how that is. One of us decided it’d be a riot to go out and hit on the local chicks. I figured I had nothing to lose, so what the hell? We went out, high as the clouds, and started hollering and wolf whistling at just about every girl that passed us by. When you’re that high, you honestly can’t tell who’s hot and who’s not, it’s almost more innocent that way if it wasn’t for the fact it was illegal.
You also couldn’t tell when you were hitting on the girlfriends of the local thugs. My bros saw ‘em first and bailed, leaving me behind wondering why I was suddenly the only guy giving those lovely ladies the attention they obviously deserved. One of the guys pinned me against a wall, started yelling at me. Now, though I was high as shit at the time, I think what he said went something along the lines of 
“The fuck you think you’re doing punk! That’s my babe, ain’t no one hits on my babe!”
Now, being as fucked up as I was, I replied in the only way I knew:  stoner speak “Hey, chill bro, I was just giving those beautiful ladies over there some attention.” This earned me a hook to the face, but thankfully the weed caught the brunt of the blow, though I wondered why I suddenly felt something hard in my mouth and my cheek tingling. I wiped some red saliva off my mouth, a moment later realizing it was blood, and  said to him “Hey, why can’t we all just be friends? Why can’t we be friends, why can-”
“Shut up, fuckhead!” He yelled, and made to punch me in the stomach. Luckily, my hand dropped in the way and caught the fist halfway there, pushing it instead into the wall behind me. He recoiled and backed off a bit, obviously freaked out that a stoner could stop his punch. And in all honesty, I was too. It just felt right, though, so I went with it. By the time I went back to paying attention to him, that stupid smile on my face that you see on the face of every hippie who ever lived, I noticed he was holding something. Something with a familiar shiny glint, people were afraid to see it in dark alleys, it was…a…fuck, what was that called again?
“That’s it! It’s a knife! Wait…” The sudden outburst of remembrance linked together a series of other memories, specifically the capability of knives. They could be used to spread butter, cut veggies, start fires, cut things, and stab people… “You’re gonna stab me.” I said to him, a deadpan look on my face as I saw the sheer rage almost glowing out of his eyes. Fear started pounding in my veins as the effects of the marijuana were suppressed by adrenaline. “Oh shit oh shit oh shit oh shit!” I panicked, looking for a way out, but I had been cornered for a while now, and the only way out was at the tip of that blade. Looking at it, a kind of calm settled over me, as if my body and soul had already known this was going to happen, and the only part of me yet to accept it was my mind, still sending panic signals in all directions.
Then it happened. He rushed forward, and stabbed me right in the chest, grazing the heart, but I knew there was no way I’d live anyways. As my mind finally accepted that, and I felt peace throughout my entire being, I had the craziest last thoughts. First, I thought that heaven would be a boring place to spend the rest of time in, second that I ought to do one last thing to piss this guy off just so he can’t get me. I smiled at him, that genuine smile you see on old people (at least, I hope that’s what it looked like and not the half assed smirk I give people normally), flipped him the bird, and said to him “Fuck you, I’m out.” Just as my heart gave its last beat and the coldness settled over me, hardening my muscles and numbing my thoughts.
Then the strangest feeling came over me. As if a cord had suddenly snapped, and I could move much more freely than I ever have before. I got up, noticing that I was in a place of pure darkness, though it felt nice in a way. I looked at myself, noticing I had not a trace of my previous stab wound, nor the bruise on my cheek. I ran my rough hands through my hair still feeling the oiliness in it and the way it tickled the skin of my palm. I felt alive, that was sure, but I swear I had died. It couldn’t have been a dream, I can tell the difference between being stoned and being asleep, and I was as sure I was stoned as my eyes are green, and last I checked, they were still green.
“Hey, is anybody there?” I called out. My voice echoed out from me, lingering for several moments before eventually fading to a whisper, and then nothing. “Alright, screw this; I ain’t staying here until something finds me.” I began walking forward, head down focusing on my feet, a little thing I did to make walking pass feel faster. Suddenly I bumped into something, and on reflex I looked up saying “Hey, watch where…you’re...going…shit.”
There, not three feet in front of me, stood Death, skeleton, cloak, scythe and all that jazz. His ivory skull shined in the darkness, only serving to deepen the endless pits of what I could only assume were eye sockets. As my eyes wandered the rest of his form, I noticed that his tattered robed, though it looked to have once been pristine, seemed to outline itself against the darkness, standing out plainly though the mind could see no difference in it and the surrounding void. It clung to his form, both highlighting and obscuring his skeleton form. Holding his scythe in his right hand, I saw runes etched along both the blade and the staff of it, but their meaning escaped me. And lastly I saw that he held himself above the ground, defying the force that has held nigh on billions as if he had no knowledge that gravity even existed. Though, I knew I didn’t have to fear him, something told me I just didn’t need to feel fear around this ghastly embodiment, though I still felt a bit of panic claw at me. It was then that it, he, spoke.
“James ‘Roy’ Mason. 5 feet 11 inches though you hold to the belief that you’re a solid six feet. Natural blond hair though dyed white long enough to convince most people it was your natural color, green eyes, irrational fear of ducks, usually one to try and please everyone, few personal beliefs, great potential but no motivation, and widely considered either having impaired judgment or retardation. Overall, yet another strange catch.” It was only after he finished that I noticed the clipboard in his hand. He resumed “Now please explain to me, why you went and got yourself killed?”
Now, I’m gonna say it right here and now, I don’t think well when I’m panicking. Picking my jaw up from the floor, I pointed towards where his feet should have been, and asked “How in the fucking world are you doing that,” and a moment’s thought later “and why the clipboard? I mean, you’re Death, right? So why would you need a clipboard? Aren’t you supposed to be omnipotent or something?” By the way he brought his hand to his fore…skull, I could tell that he had been through this before. That, or he was just not in the mood for this shit. 
A hint of irritation was noticeable when next he spoke, “It is true that I am death, and it is true that I have power beyond anything your puny mortal mind could comprehend,” ‘oh, he’s so going down, first chance I get.’ I thought, before continuing to listen. “but a tool to record the entirety of a person such as the clipboard, not only helps with memory, which begins to take quite a time to recall as you reach several millennium old, but also helps ease the intimidation factor that I’ve been told I possess in this form. But you still haven’t answered my question, James.”
And that’s when the shit hit the fan “Okay look, first of all my name is Roy; second my mind is anything but puny! I don’t give a fuck if you are death or not, I ain’t gonna take shit from anyone, or anything! Lastly, I didn’t go and get myself killed, me and my bros were just out chillin, and a bunch of thugs got me! Don’t blame me for this shit, blame those assholes!” I finished, slightly out of breath from my yelling. Looking at him, he had what I assumed a far off look on his, hell I’m calling it a face. When he finally realized I had finished, the light from his skull seemed to glint differently, the way a man would get a look in his eyes when he was planning something either really mischievous or dangerous.
Before I had time to register this, he began floating away. Not wanting to be left alone in the void, I ran after him yelling “Hey, wait up!” now walking beside him, I began to notice something about this place. Though there was no light, I could see myself and death fine, and if I focused for a moment, it was almost as if I could see things far into this void.  Doors, gates maybe? I couldn’t tell, I just knew they were there. Even now, we were walking towards one.
When we reached the gate, for indeed it was a gate, it left me both speechless and wary. It was shining white, almost as if made out of light itself, and the intricacies of the pillars holding it put Greek pillars, all pillars for that matter, to shame. Through it I could only see light, but, as anyone who’s ever heard of religion at all knows, I knew that behind it was heaven, or at least the equivalent of it, since heaven was from Christianity, and this was most definitely real.
Death gazed upon the gate with a look of boredom; he probably had seen it billions of times before. Speaking with a voice that only those that had lived more than their fair share of years could, he said “Through these gates lay eternal peace. Rejoice, you had earned this, despite the many mistakes and wrongs you had committed in life. Now step through, and-“
“Yeah fuck that shit.” I cut him off. “Like I’m gonna just take that. First, you insulted my brain, there’s no way I’m gonna leave to anywhere before I at least get one in on you. Next, why the hell would I want eternal peace? I want to live, not like before, really live. You know, fight for life, taking each day not knowing what’s tomorrow, going from one adrenaline rush to the next. Eternal peace? You might as well be sending me to hell.”
That glint returned to his skull, and he said “There is an alternative then, but before I tell, are you sure that you truly desire to forsake eternal peace, and no matter what happens, you won’t regret this decision?”
“You know the answer to that. I give you my word, I would honestly prefer anything to that. And when I give my word, I stick to it with everything I am.”
“Then follow me, on the way I’ll tell you of the alternative.” His voice had changed, and when I blinked, instead of incarnation of death I had become actually kinda comfortable with,  an old man in a two peace suit stood in front of me. He began to walk away, and I just walked with him, taking in this new form the same way I had his first.
He was about as tall as me, but the way he held himself made him seem at least a foot taller, and much stronger than his body told. His black hair was gray and thinning a bit, but still held a luster to it that you only find in rich people, and his face held many wrinkles, few telling of his smile, countless more of his frowning. His black eyes were the only truly inhuman feature on him, the only thing that betrayed he was death incarnate. His black suit was well pressed, and he resembled something of an old businessman in that manner. And when he spoke, his voice was smooth as oil on glass, but tired as well.
“This alternative is not something I offer to everyone, and even less take it, so listen closely. In order to continue living, I shall make you into a wraith, an agent of mine who will help guide souls to me after they depart and who will deal with things I have no time for. By becoming a wraith, you shall live forever, but food and water shall no longer be able to sate you. Instead, you shall consume souls in order to feed yourself. The process is quite painful and once you go through with it there is no turning back. Will you take my offer and become a wraith?”
We stopped in front of a different gate, this one shining all colors of the rainbow. It was similar in design to the first, but the colors on it kept shifting, and I saw depictions of unicorns, pegasi, and even four horses that had both horns and wings. After a moment’s thought, I turned towards Death, gave him my trademark smirk, stuck my hand out to him, and said “Sign me up, boss.”
He smiled a genuine smile of happiness, and took my hand. We shook, and he said “Once you step through here, you begin the transformation and shall be sent to the world I’ve picked for you. Be warned, the process is very painful, as is the transfer to the other world. You will also awaken some strange powers. Powers unique to you.” He stopped for a moment and gave a silent chuckle.
“What’s so funny?” I questioned
“Nothing, child, I just didn’t think I’d speak these words again so soon. Now, prepare yourself.”
Then it hit me “Wait, you said other world? You didn’t mention anything about going to another worl- SHIIIIT”
He threw me! The old man threw me through the gate! Not only that, but as soon as I crossed through it, pain unimaginable lanced through my body, ripping apart any coherent thought I had left and making it impossible to comprehend the sudden rush of images flashing in front of me. Not just images too, there were emotions, sounds, thoughts, it’s as if I was suddenly living a million lives at once, but the pain blocked out everything, and the only thing I would remember later was that humans were no more in this place.
I felt the rush of sensations lessen, and instead peaceful darkness took hold of my mind as I fell into unconsciousness.
When I awoke, I noticed that my body wasn’t sore at all, as I expected it to be after that level of pain. I got up, arching my back until a few resounding cracks were heard, and took a look at my surroundings. I seemed to be in some kind of plains, bright green grass stretching far ahead of me until it abruptly stopped and turned into desert. Behind me I could make out some kind of town, the colors of the houses there being far brighter than colors had any right to be, and…is that a horse?
Yes, it was indeed a horse, but unlike any horses I had ever seen, it seems about half my size and pale blue in color. Not only that, but it was wearing a hat and cape. Behind it was a small cart, big enough to house the horse and a bit more, but obviously small enough to be drawn by said horse. And the strangest thing of all was that it seemed to be heading from the town, towards the desert.
Naturally, I began walking towards it. After all, maybe I could find something intelligent in the cart, if there were no humans here. As I approached the cart, the miniature horse (pony?) looked to panic a bit, before calming down and stopping entirely. Was something going to come out of the cart now? No, the pony just stood there, staring at me. I was in front of it now, and even more oddities of its features popped out at me, such as the oversized eyes, and strangely less-than-equine facial features. But looking into its cart, I found no sign of people, or at least anything that looked like it could talk.
And that’s when the pony spoke “The Great and Powerful Trixie demands to know what you are doing, foul beast!”

	
		Chapter 1/An Excuse to go Sightseeing



	"...did you just talk?" I asked, already knowing the answer. But it couldn't be true, could it? This was a completely different world, after all.
"Of course! You dare insult the Great and Powerful Trixie by insinuating that she, unlike any other pony, can't talk?" A growl obvious in her voice.
Oh fuck, first contact and she's, it sounds like a she, pissed. Quick, defuse the situa-
"Holy shit you're on fire!" I yelled, pointing to the strange, almost royal blue colored flame on her chest.
For a moment, her eyes widened, and she looked back at her body. Suddenly, the fire flared red and she turned towards me, pure anger in her eyes.
"You dare to make a fool out of the Great and Powerful Trixie by falsely panicking her?" Her voice suddenly turned icy, and I swear the fire actually turned a darker shade. "How about a taste of your own medicine, then?"
Now let's be clear. I thought the shit it the fan when that thug pulled a knife. If shit hit the fan back then, then when I met death, the fan met a mountain of shit, when I got thrown into another would said mountain shit itself in a fan factory, and when I found myself to be In a world full of talking ponies, the fans began ritual shit-icide.
That said, this took the cake in today's shit-storm.
The flame flowed into her hat a bit, and my clothes caught on fire. Not the blue flame on her chest, just a normal, spontaneous orange flame that sent me into a panic. And then the flame turned into a snake. Yes, a fucking fiery snake, coiled around my body ready to strangle the life out of me.
Naturally, I did what any sane dead 19 year old would do:  scream like a little girl, throw the snake off as fast as possible until it started chasing me, and repeatedly cry "FUCKING SHIT!"
Then, as if I hadn't been fucked with enough, it stopped. It just fucking stopped. The fire snake disappeared, all the flames which trailed it, hell even I couldn't move. I forced myself to turn towards the blue pony, fear in my eyes, and she was laughing her ass off.
From this day forward, I vowed revenge. And to check the weed before I smoke it. I turned around, and just walked, not looking back in the least. Rather face a city of talking ponies than spend another minute with the 'Great and Powerful Bitchy'. I heard her "hmph", and the cart creaking as we went opposite ways. A few minutes later and the town was nearly in front of me.
There was a fence surrounding the town, just a small wooden one, but enough to tell that strangers were not welcome uninvited. I walked along the fence for a time, admiring the rustic feel to it, before I finally reached the gate, flanked by two ponies in golden armor.
They both had identical colored eyes, and rectangular muzzles. Their coats were both pure white, and their golden armor covered most of their bodies. On top of their helmets were two identical blue plumes, I couldn't tell of it was their mane color or just the helmet. And they were exactly the same height. Whether they were twin or not crossed my mind for a moment, then I ventured forward, and shouted "Hey!" To get their attention.
They jumped, and took to position facing me, probably judging whether I was a threat or not. I raises my hands open in the universal sign of peace, and to my relief they relaxed. I was in front of the gate now, and about to walk through, when two hooves shot out in front of me. I jumped back, and asked "Hey, what gives?"
The guard on the left answered. "We're sorry..."
"Roy. Just call me Roy."
"Right. We're sorry Roy, but due to recently discovered threats from the badlands, we cannot allow any non-ponies into our town without a permit or a verified pony companion."
Well, shit. "How would I get a permit?" I asked.
"You would have to go through an interrogation process, then an investigation on your background, and finally a quick doctor's che-
"Thanksanywaysgottogoseeya!"  I yelled as I booked it the hell out of there. An interrogation process? I could handle that. A background investigation? Easy, no background on this planet. A doctor's check-up? Hell fucking no. I'd rather die a hundred more times than go to a doctor's appointment. I was running still, but now I noticed something. I wasn't tired. Usually by this point, I'd be out of breath to the point of puking. But no, I was still running, not even really tired, and going hella fast too. Eventually I stopped, back to where I woke up on the plains, only Trixie's cart was heading closer to the desert.
I wasn't winded at all, hell I felt ready for a marathon. Maybe it was the fact I was a wraith now?
"How observant. In fact, you are correct." I whipped around, and came face to face with Death, old man edition.
"Damn! Did you have to sneak up on me like that?" I asked.
He gave a short chuckle, but quickly became serious once more. "I had nearly forgotten something, though you will need it soon I believe." He then pulled out what appeared to be a black stick from his pants pocket, and presented it to me.
The first thing to stick out to me was that it was covered in runes, similar to his scythe. They seemed to shine, but at the same time cover themselves in shadows, the effect making it looked like it had a heartbeat, becoming visible and obscured in rhythm. Next was the strange hole in one end, which looked like a void more than a hole the way no light seemed to escape it. Lastly, I noted how it looked just the right size to be carried in my hands to provide grip, not big enough to make it slip, and not small enough that I'd dig into myself with my fingers. Lastly, and this should probably have been noted first, was the distinct lack of any use to it.
"What is it?" I asked, a little hesitant since the last time I trusted him he threw me into another world.
"This," he gestured, "is your wraith dagger. It is able to kill any supernatural creature, as well as acts as a conduit for your new power. When you wish to use it, simply state 'wraith dagger, activate'. With time, though, you will not need to do this, instead simply will it to activate."
I gave him a look that clearly stated 'You're kidding', sighed, and took the "dagger", saying "Fine, fine, if ponies can talk, snakes of fire can materialize for no fucking reason, and fires can burn on thing's chests without them even seeing them, I guess a piece of black whatever can be a mystic dagger."
He raised an eyebrow at this, but said nothing. I took the dagger, and nothing happened. It felt kinda warm in my hand, but other than that, it was a completely plain piece of…whatever the hell it’s made of. “So, I just say Wraith Dagger, Activate-
A jolt of pain shot threw my arm, and suddenly I felt heat burning, pulsing, boiling within me. A vein burst out of the back of wrist and into the dagger, and by instinct I knew what to do. I let the heat within me flow down my arm, into the dagger, and in a flash a dark blade shot out of the other end of dagger, facing the ground, inaudibly humming with power.
The warmth faded, but a measure of it remained, not enough to overwhelm, but just to remind that it was there. I marveled at the weapon I was now holding in a reverse grip, though physically nothing about it changed except for the blade. It was just a bit wider than a piece of paper, and about six inches long. It also shifted color in the light, varying from dark grey to pure black. And it was sharp. Sharper than sharp. Damn, I think I might cut my eyes from staring at this thing it was that fucking sharp. I gave it a few test swings, and it cut through the air like it wasn’t even there. I reversed the grip, holding it like a knife, and it still felt just…right, like it was meant to be held by me.
That got me thinking, but before I tested my theory, I turned back to Death, and asked, “Hey, do you think you can tell me real quick what those flames in the pony-horse things’ chests were real quick?”
He gave an annoyed look, and said “Those were the souls of the ponies you saw. Had you stopped to think for even a moment, or even tried to consume one, you would have figured that out. The darker one’s soul, the darker their persona, and vice versa. The rest, I shall leave you to figure out. Also, find some excuse to travel about, your duties shall become clear as you do.” He then began walking away. 
“Hey wait!” I called out to him, but I blinked, and he was gone. “Damn, well, I’ll give props for the exit.” I muttered to myself. I went back to studying my blade, and wondered how I was supposed to deactivate it. As soon as the thought crossed my mind, however, my vein retracted from the hilt and back into my wrist, and the dagger returned to its dormant state. The heat faded as well, but not completely, I could still feel it if I tried real hard.
“Now back to my first problem,” I began as I put the dagger in my pocket, though my stomach interjected, and growled at me to change my priorities. “Scratch that, my newest problem; food. Supposedly, I consume souls, so I guess I just gotta find some animal, and…how do I eat a soul? Meh, I’ll figure it out when I get there.” I began walking towards the desert, maybe I’ll find a lizard or something, can’t really go to town, didn’t particularly feel like exploring much. But I did feel like thinking about these new abilities, such as what their extents were, what else I could do, what that warmth was, etc.
About an hour of walking past by, and I was well into the desert now, completely oblivious to the new environment. My thoughts had turned on me, and were now wondering by what unholy means could a blue pony make a fire spontaneously appear, turn it into a snake, and then make it disappear. It just didn’t make sense to me; things don’t just appear out of nowhere. And then there’s the feeling like I’m missing something, a major fact which is just escaping my grasp. I sighed, and pushed my hand against my head to cool it from the morning hea-
Heat.
There was no heat.
The fires she made had no heat.
I slapped myself for my stupidity. It was all an illusion! There was no fire, no fire-snake, it was all a trick she pulled on me, and I fell for it! How could I have been so stupid! Oh, she’s so going to get it when next I see her…that’s her cart just a little ways away. Oh, this is gonna be good! I took off in a sprint at it, deciding to have some fun with my new strength and get to her faster.
Blinded by the thoughts of what I was going to do to that blue devil-spawn once I got my hands on her, I didn’t notice the strange figures surrounding her cart until I was about ten feet away. Needless to say, it made me reconsider things a bit. Right in front of me, circling the cart, were three giant scorpions. Fuck. Quick, think of something! Come on, you gotta have something to kill those things…damn, I’m an idiot.
I grabbed the dagger out of my pocket, and muttered “Wraith Dagger, Activate.” A twinge of pain shot through my wrist as the vein popped out, but I didn’t feel anything other than that. Must get easier over time. “Hey fuckheads, over here!” I yelled at them. 
Two of them turned, and began running towards me, while the third one…dug underground? I’ll worry later, giant scorpions heading for me right now. I jumped at the first one, landing on its back, and swung my dagger at a joint in its tail. It hissed as green and copper blood shot out of its severed tail. I let myself fall backwards, and at the last second turned, reversed my grip on my dagger, grabbed its side, and cut along its underbelly. One down, two to go.
The second one’s stinger shot out at me, and I jumped up and over the first scorpion’s corpse, landing behind it. The stinger cut through the scorpion, and nearly got me, but reached its limit just inches away from my chest. And, as luck would have it, it seems it was stuck too. Perfect. I jumped forward once more and ran along its tail, intending to the same thing to this one as the last, but its claws shot out at me, nearly cutting off my head. I ducked down, and clung to its tail now, as it unstuck its tail from the corpse, and began to swing it about. Just fucking perfect, wait…this was perfect, to test out an idea I had, that is. I let go of my dagger, and it started hanging from the vein from my wrist. Well, floating would be more precise, it was just holding position in the air, instead of just going limp like on a rope.
I felt the heat in my chest start flowing into my arm as well. That heat must be whatever ‘power’ Death had talked about before, so I needed to act quickly. I flung my arm in the direction of the scorpion’s head, and the dagger shot forward, impaling itself exactly where I wanted it to. Me gusta. The scorpion shook a bit more, then went limp. That’s two down, one to go. I pulled my arm back and the dagger flew back into my hand. Oh, I can do so much with this when I get the chance. Now where is that last bastard?
The ground shook underneath me, and I got my answer. I rolled forward, narrowly avoiding its gaping maw as it exploded from the dirt. I ran forward, trying to get out of the immediate danger zone, but its tail shot right in front of me, and I was cornered. Turning around, I stared right into its glinting black eyes, and jumped right at it. Its claws shot out, trying to grab me out of the air, but I front flipped over them, and pushed off of them even higher into the air. I was right over the sucker now, a good ten feet above it, and I knew exactly what to do. I threw the dagger down at it, before dive-bombing towards the thing. The dagger pierced the shell, causing it to hiss in pain, and with a yell I kicked right into where my dagger pierced with the back of my leg, cracking the whole thing in half.
Dust shot up all around us, and I jumped off of the dead scorpion, and back onto the desert ground, adrenaline still pumping through me. Remembering who it was I just saved, a plan formed within my mind which would let me get into that city, and get back at her at the same time. I began walking towards the cart, and probably the cowering blue pony within. I could hear sobbing within it, and a strange hunger began to well up inside me as I got closer. I reached the entrance, and saw her cowering within, the blue flame that was her soul tinged with yellow, which probably meant fear.
Our eyes met, and for a moment she seemed to calm, then she suddenly yelled and pointed a hoof behind me. I turned, and saw one last scorpion charging towards us. It was still a ways away, but fatigue was threatening to overwhelm me, and I knew I couldn’t take another one so soon. And there was the hunger, now intense, drawing my attention to the desert brown soul of the scorpion, still charging at us. Without thinking, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, and felt warmth entering me, filling me with what I could only call liquid pleasure. By the end of it, I opened my eyes to the strangest sight. Right in front of me, as if about to sting, was the skeleton of the scorpion that was charging not moments prior.
‘I just consumed its soul.’ I thought. I still felt a bit of hunger, but it was nowhere near the intensity of before. I turned back to Trixie, and now saw that she was cowering from me, rather than the scorpions. A little spark of mischief rose from me, and I gave her my best serial murderer smile, before saying “Your turn, little pony.” and began reaching my hands into the cart.
She whimpered as I wrapped my hands around her body and pulled her out of the cart, all the while giving her the crazy murderer look. I pulled her up to eye height, no longer tired at all thanks to the recent meal, and said “I’m only going to hurt you if you don’t answer my questions, got that? Good, first question; are you a ‘verified pony’”
She nodded, still shaking in fear. “Good. Next, tell me why you were in this desert, rather than in the city. And remember, tell the truth, or else.” She’s not gonna be any good to me if she was, let’s say, banished from the city due to disrupting the peace with boasting, right?
She stuttered, fear obvious in her voice “I-I was t-t-traveling to the n-next town over, c-cutting through the b-b-badlands to get th-there sooner. A-already did all the t-tricks I know h-here.”
A magician? Well, that’ll work for what I needed. I set her back down on her hooves, taking that pity on her at least, before saying “Now listen closely. I need to” crap. Why did I need to get into the city anyways? I could just rough it out here all I wanted, didn’t need real food, so what need did I have to stay in a city? Get to know the inhabitants? Help people? Or better yet…he did say find an excuse to travel “Allow me to rephrase this. I’ll make you this deal. From now on I’ll be part of your show, and travel with you across…”
“Equestria?” she offered.
“Yeah, that’s what I meant.” I covered quickly. “I’ll travel with you across Equestria, and in return provide protection from beasts like those scorpions. Deal?” I asked her, stretching my hand out towards her. ‘And this way, I’ll have plenty of time to exact my revenge on her.’ I thought to myself, snickering inwardly.
As I spoke I could almost see the fear disappear from her, and she somehow grabbed my hand with her hoof and said “Deal.” We both visibly relaxed after that, and she continued, “Well, now that you are in the employ of the Great and Powerful Trixie, she must know your name.”
“Roy,” I said, and with a little thought, added “my name’s Roy the Wraith.”

	