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The Storm King was not always an evil tyrant with an insatiable lust for power. Once known as the humble 'Stormo the Wise' a Yeti scribe who was content with preserving his peoples history. But one day after hearing of tales of magical miracles from foreigners from strange far off lands. Stormo set forth to uncover this new found power leading to his obsession with magical artifacts. Many years later in the far of land of Equestria, one unicorn named Fizzlepop Berrytwist now lay permanently deformed after a horrible attack from a Ursa Major. Seeking her honor and restoration, this young Unicorn set forth on discovering a spell or magic powerful enough to restore her lost horn. Find out how these two creatures meet and soon unleash their wrath and destruction upon the world via the powerful Staff of Sacanas.
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		Prologue: Stormo The Wise And Fizzlepop BerryTwist


			Author's Notes: 
This chapter was written by just me.



Humiliation. Humiliation, noun, the action of humiliating someone or the state of being humiliated.
A word that Stormo had grown long accustomed to. He had lost his mother at a young age to scarlet fever, and his father had gone missing a few years later after getting lost in a blizzard. Leaving Stormo to fend for himself for many years, living off the scraps from hunts and harvests that his fellow tribe members donated out of pity. But young Stormo was determined. A sense of honor felt lost to him, what with his mother’s death and his father’s presumable death after he went missing in the Yeti Mountains on a foraging trip. The young Yeti set forth on making a name for himself and surpassing his ancestor’s humble origins.
Stormo, in his later years, dedicated himself to archiving his people’s vast history in the Yeti mountains in the far south of Zebrica’s ‘heart of darkness’ past the commonly associated zebras and among the coined “land of monsters” where Minotaur’s, Gargoyles, and the Yeti reside. The Yeti Kingdom was primarily tribal in nature, with central authority given to the king, but the kingdom itself was nomadic, the tribe moving among the peaks of the mountains in search of food or game to hunt and eat.
With his wit and thirst for knowledge, Stormo had found himself in the court of King Babur through his dedication to the preservation of history, fortunately, or rather, unfortunately, he was mistaken for a shaman or wisecreature initially. But through his consumption of knowledge and years of study, the scholar and archiver Stormo was a wise advisor, and through King Babur, the Yeti tribal Kingdom found prosperity and success.
But something didn’t sit right with Stormo. Deep within the depths of his soul, he craved more. The amount gained through harvesting produce and hunting was… trivial. Small. The world he resided in was small. The Yeti’s and the King were small. Worst of all, HE was small. This could not stand; Stormo couldn’t let the sands of time consume him. No one should forget the misery and struggle he faced throughout his life.
But the Yeti mountains provided nothing; it was a barren wasteland where only a few creatures could persist, and little could actually grow. It was a miracle by all means that the Yeti had cultivated any sort of agriculture upon scrutiny, there was no arable land, and it was never warm. The Yeti historically had to use caves and magical gems to provide warmth and sunlight to their caves full of wheat and grain. 
One of the most grueling and tedious tasks was collecting water, hours of shoveling, and boiling snow. Only to water the pitiful-looking fields and provide water to every Yeti for one day. Stormo had grown tired of this, tired of the monotony and subpar living standards. Even among the King’s court, he was no better off than the average member of the tribe.
So one fateful day, he left. Packing his kit and traveling down the mountain toward the lands of the Zebra. Where he’d soon discover the knowledge of magic, he knew of magic before through the crystals in the Yeti mountains that provided natural heat and radiance, but nothing like this. Tales of horses with horns that bless them with a well of magical abilities. 
Stormo was intrigued, and his nature as a scholar persisted despite abandoning everything else about his old life. He set forth on learning magic and everything about it, from trivial trinkets like charms and enchanted goods to more advanced summoning spells and incantations. But one problem revealed itself to Stormo. He had zero natural attunement to magic. Undeterred, he sought after an alternative, magical artifacts leading the Yeti toward the lands of Equestria.

Ponyville was an unremarkable village. It wasn’t anything wholly unique in comparison to the dozens of other small towns littered across Equestria. But for Fizzlepop and many other fillies and colts, it was home. Fizzlepop was an exceptional Unicorn gifted with a natural proficiency in magic. But aside from her semi-exceptional magical ability, she was a happy filly in a town full of happy ponies.
She lived in a modest home with her mother, Pinot Noir, and her father, Lemon Twist. Going to school and studying to join Celestia’s School For Gifted Unicorns. Practicing her magic and borrowing books from the library while still having room for fun and time for her hobbies. Fizzlepop was a responsible and mature filly who had the adoration and love from her family and a decent social life with a loyal group of friends.
All of that changed in one day…
“Alright, adventure time is a go!” exclaimed Cherry Cheesecake, “I say we explore the outskirts of the Everfree Forest!” suggested the cream-colored filly. Fluttering her cherry red mane with every syllable. 
“You ALWAYS want to go to the Everfree Forest but never INSIDE of the forest.” scoffed Butternut Squash, the ember-colored colt rolling his eyes at his companion.
Fizzlepop cleared her throat, “Why don’t I lead our ‘expedition’ today?” suggested the filly innocently. 
Butternut and Cherry looked at one another before ultimately shrugging, allowing their friend an opportunity to break the stalemate and lead their next adventure. 
“Fine, if only to prevent Cherry Cheesecake from wimping out!” jabbed Butternut Squash.
“Oh puh-lease, you are such a diva!” laughed the filly.
“C’mon, you guys, let’s go. I know a cave on the outskirts of town that’ll be fun to explore…” gestured Fizzlepop with her head. 
The group marched about a mile from Ponyville, laughing, smiling, and telling jokes as if it were any other ‘adventure’ through Ponyville’s forests and fields. Fizzlepop still distinctively remembered the last thing uttered by her old friend Cherry before they entered the cave.
“Are you sure this is a good idea?...”
That question haunted the mare. To think she lost everything because of a stupid foalish dare from some colt. 
The mare rubs the scar on her face, replaying the origin of her permanent blemish. Staring off into nothingness as she remembered the massive Ursa Major tower over her, eyes full of rage and relentless hunger. She presses her hoof to her face more as she trembles.
The thundering roar rang in her ears as she remembered how terrified she and her former friends were…
“Run away!” she said, “I’ll save you; just get out of here!” cried the filly. Her words echoed in her mind’s eye as she remembered the bone-shattering crack and the cold feeling that rushed over her. It felt like she was knocked off her hooves by a sudden gust of wind.
She hadn’t even realized her friends had abandoned her, and the massive monster had taken her horn and a chunk of her face with one swift swipe of its paw. The warmth of her own blood spilling down her face as a chill crawled up her spine. 
As soon as she got on her hooves, she bolted out of the cavern, crimson trailing behind her as the thunderous roars of the beast echoed throughout the cave and forest. Fueling Fizzlepop’s instinct to run, run and not look back.
A foreign force brought Fizzlepop out of her head as the bartender, a literal rat, peers over her. His large conical tooth jutted out from the bottom and top of his jaw as he spoke, “Yew, alright?” 
Fizzlepop nodded, “...yes, how much for the drinks?” 
The rat chortled, adjusting his stained white collar and suspenders, “Well, I wuz a bit worried tat yew forgot where yew were. It looked like yew was in la la land, lil pony.” 
Fizzlepop had forgotten where she was, some sort of dingy-looking tavern in a trash heap of a city known as Klunge town far south of Equestria.
She rolled her eyes, sliding a few bits over, “Keep the change.”
A sudden gust of dry wind brushes against the mare as a new face emerges into the tavern, a tall white bipedal creature wearing a well-worn leather chest plate underneath an old worn cloak. Looming over every creature in the bar by at least a foot or two.
Fizzlepop quickly turned to face the bartender. She learned her lesson about staring at the oddities and freaks that rolled into these taverns once, and she'd rather not get into another fight.
The stranger soon sat next to the Unicorn, clearing his throat as he smacked his dry, parched lips, the ivory monster looking down at the pony for a moment before shifting his brow at her.
“Curious…I don’t mean to be rude…but what is someone like you doing so far out?”
Fizzlepop chuckled, “I could ask you the same thing….”
The creature grinned, “Hm…well, I suppose it’s in my nature to ask of these things…why don’t we discuss this over a few drinks.”
“...Sure, but…this isn’t a date or anything romantic, let’s get that squared away.” asserted the mare
The creature snapped a confused, bewildered look at the mare, “I-...well, I suppose that could come off like that. Heh, I can’t be mad at you for assuming I was making a pass at you. No, I’m more interested in your origins for research purposes…” explained the creature.
“Uh huh…so…what even are you?” peered the pony.
The creature laughed, “Here I am, thinking everyone around here is a freak. At least it’s good to know the feeling is mutual… I’m Stormo, and I’m a Yeti…”
“Yeti huh?... You’re a long way from home, I bet,” smirked Fizzlepop.
Stormo nodded, tapping his large fingers on the bar, “Yes, one whiskey on the rocks. I’m very far from home; it’s a long story… you’re not from Equestria, are you?”
Fizzlepop nodded, “....Yeah… it’s a long story….”
Stormo mused, “Sounds like I’m going to need to order you a few drinks then.”
The mare laughed, “Yup….”
The Yeti sighed, raising his hand, “Bartender, get the mare next to me whatever she wants!”

	
		Chapter One: The Pact



The tavern was a quiet murmur as most of the clientele returned to their drinks, ignoring the newcomer, the soft mumble of conversation filling the room. The clink of glasses and shuffling of cards was the only other noise besides the foot traffic outside.
Fizzlepop leaned against the top of the rickety bar, facing the strange Yeti. Out of all the places to meet one of his kind, Klunge Town? She had seen many different types of creatures, but a Yeti hadn't yet been one of them. Frankly, she was just as interested in understanding how he got there as he was in her.
Free drinks didn’t hurt, either. Tapping her hoof to the bar, she signaled to the bartender. “Cherry vodka sour, no ice.”
“So, what exactly do you want to know? If you think I’m going to start doing magic tricks, think again.” Fizzlepop turned back to Stormo, the expression on her face unchanging. Plenty of creatures had come up gawking at her when she first arrived. She put an end to that quickly.
The Yeti laughed, shaking his head, “No, no, I haven’t traveled this far for parlor tricks… I have seen plenty of faux magic and illusions but I seek no trivial trinkets or magic tricks.” 
He’d drum his fingers on the bar, “I seek an Equestrian associate to help me to find… something I’m entitled to.” his eyes wandered the bar, noting all of the seedy-looking dredges of society that made its occupants.
“I just need to know if you’re… proficient at magic, but… I’ve noticed you’re… unique compared to what I’ve heard of pony unicorns and what I’ve seen from your Equine cousins from Saddle Arabia.”
Fizzlepop’s face hardened into annoyance, looking away as she tapped her hindleg against the barstool beneath her. 
“You mean my broken horn?” She glared at him, expecting some sort of insult. Those who were aware of ponies didn’t hesitate to point out her old injuries. One crackle of her horn was enough to scare them off and remind them that she still had some magic left. 
“Precisely.” answered the Yeti with as much grace as a cat with no feet, “Your lack of a horn or ‘broken’ as you put it–” he’d sip his whiskey before sighing.
Fizzlepop blinked at the bluntness of his statement. Most creatures would at least have side-stepped the conversation, if not apologize for some reason, that made the unicorn respect him a bit. A creature that wouldn’t hide his feelings or thoughts was a unique characteristic. 
Ponies in Equestria had a tendency to keep their mouths shut because their precious feelings might get hurt. That was less common here in Klunge Town and many other places she had traveled to. Sure, they certainly were more open with their nasty thoughts but were quickly silenced with the right stare. 
“... what are you looking for anyways?” Fizzlepop mumbled as the bartender returned with her drink, sipping the tart liquid. No matter where she went, her sweet tooth followed. 
“I’m afraid I cannot reveal this to you… yet. I need to know if you’re… what I’m looking for,” the creature shivered at the strong alcohol burning his throat, “But, perhaps if you are… qualified, I can share my knowledge.”
Squinting up at him with uncertainty, Fizzlepop lifted her drink to take another sip. “So, how do you suppose I ‘prove my qualifications’ to you?” 
“Well, so far, I wanted to see if you’re intelligent, and so far… you pass my initial expectations. Unlike these creatures,” he raised his voice, “Who are stupid, ignorant fools with brains pickled from the years of drinking cheap mead!”
Stormo cupped his hand over his mouth to amplify his voice further, “I completely agree with you, Fizzlepop; that FAT slack-jawed idiot with the scales does look a bit inbred!”
A set of booming footsteps approached the bar as a large portly dragon loomed over the two with a massive set of sharp fangs and claws. With strong arms and wings from years of combat, no doubt.
“What did you say, freak?” growled the beast.
Stormo turned around, crossing his arms expectantly, “Yes, I was saying you’re fat and inbred, and my friend here agrees. Is there anything, in particular, you want to do about it?”
The Dragon smashed his fist into his palm, “Both of you, outside. NOW!” roared the Dragon as he stomped outside of the bar.
Stormo looked down at the pony, “THAT, my dear. Is how you’re going to prove your qualifications.”
Fizzlepop looked at the Yeti incredulously. “Your test is to watch me kill myself? Why exactly should I play along with your charade?”
Rising from her seat, she grabbed her drink and threw it back, enjoying the burn and the sweet, sour flavor. “What exactly is in this for me?”
The Yeti firmly poked the broken horn atop the mare’s head, “The power to restore you. Unless, of course, you WANT to look like this.” the large creature rolled his shoulders and neck before slugging back the booze. 
“I’ll be back, bartender; pour another whiskey for me when I get back!” called Stormo as he marched outside, giving Fizzlepop one last expectant look before exiting outside.
The unicorn blinked, feeling a strange sensation run down her spine. She could… get her horn back? Finally, be whole again?
But how?
Fizzlepop blinked and shook her head, clearing her thoughts. As if that dumb lug knew anything about magic, she was better off just letting him get pummeled by the Dragon.
… although she might not ever have this opportunity again.
… and if he was the only one who could help her, it was best he wasn’t a smear on the ground.
Sighing, Fizzlepop trotted out of the tavern door, expecting the worst. 
The giant Dragon paced around the dry desert road as he smashed his claws into his palm, “I’m gonna tear you limb from limb, loud mouths. I hope you’re ready to meet your maker! I’m going to chew you up and spit out your bones!”
Stormo raised his hands as he sarcastically waved them in ‘terror,’ “Oh no, oh gracious, I’m so, so terrified!” he’d slowly look down at Fizzlepop, “Whatever shall we do?....”
Stormo slowly leaned down as he looked her in the eyes, placing his hand on her shoulder, “Remember my little pony if you’re too small– go for the legs.” the massive Yeti let out a thundering roar before leaping toward the Dragon, smashing his large fist into the beast’s face.
The Dragon growled as he stumbled back, rubbing his snout as he felt blood escaping from his nostrils.
Fizzlepop turned and stared at Stormo and his blatant disregard for the danger in front of them. She was stubborn and could put up a good fight, but mocking a fire-breathing dragon? What exactly was this creature on?
“You’re insane.” She hissed before charging ahead, launching herself into the air before giving the stunned Dragon a decisive kick in the face, striking the already tender area.
The Dragon snarled, nearly backhanding the unicorn away, “WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU? ARE YOU TWO STUPID OR SOMETHING!?” the massive creature puffed an enormous breath of fire at Fizzlepop before Stormo quickly scooped up the mare and rolled out of the way.
Stormo quickly shouldered Fizzlepop like a rifle as he’d shove her forward in his hands, “Use your projectile magic; cast some fire or ice magic!”
She wiggled in his grasp, looking down at him with shock and anger. If they weren’t in immediate danger, Fizzlepop would have decked him in the mouth for simply touching her.
“I’m not some sort of weapon you can point at something and fire!” She hissed before doing precisely that. Her broken and cracked horn seemed to light up, letting out sparks that flew in every direction. 
When the light seemed to grow brightest, an arch of electricity flowed through the air before striking the Dragon. It wouldn’t kill him due to his thick hide, but the shock would certainly hurt and put the fear of Celestia in him. The Dragon riled in pain as the creature was brought down to his knees, as smoke bellowed off of his body like he was a burnt piece of meat. The Dragon smashed his fist against the dirt as he forced himself up.
The smell of ozone was thick in the air, her horn still crackling with raw magic. “Still want to try me?” growled the mare.
The Dragon snorted fire and smoke from his nostrils, “... Not bad for a pony.” the Dragon stamped as he roared loudly.
Stormo gently placed Fizzlepop down as he patted her on the head, “You made your point, now excuse me.” the Yeti would flick his cape, revealing a sword and scabbard before quickly drawing his blade.
Stormo took a bold stance before roaring at the top of his lungs and screaming, charging forward at the bewildered Dragon. The fact this magicless creature was charging forward at him with a simple iron sword, full of confidence, put more fear into the scalie beast than any magical attack ever could.
Stormo charged forward before jumping upward and then slamming the blade deep into the Dragon’s thick back hide; the creature squealed and screeched in pain before fainting from the sheer agony of having that durable and defensible hide breached.
Stormo stood over the Dragon, breathing heavily, “Yes… yes, I think your magic will do quite nicely. Now be a dear and–” he strained, attempting to pull his sword out of the Dragon’s back, “Hgn, help me get my sword would you?”
Fizzlepop stood still, blinking several times as she tried to process what had just happened. That mad foal nearly got them killed, used her as a weapon, and then attacked a dragon with a mere sword and WON.
She was a little taken aback, to say the least...
Slowly, she would trot up and focus on her magic. Her horn lit up, tiny sparks falling around her as she swiftly yanked the sword out, flying out of her grip and to the ground nearby. Fizzlepop rubbed her head, wincing at the effort, “Now that I am ‘qualified,’ what exactly do you need me for?” her brow was narrowed, staring at him. Fizzlepop didn’t trust him, but she had to admit she was impressed and intrigued by his offer.
The Yeti took his blade, and he flicked the Dragon’s blood into a small vial before tucking it away in his cloak, “Yes, I’m looking for a magical staff called the Staff of Sacanas.” he’d sheath his sword as he hopped off the massive Dragon.
“To enter the Crystal Cavern, one needs to be adept at unicorn magic and have knowledge of the catacombs. I have the knowledge and you clearly have the magic.” Stormo beckoned Fizzlepop toward the tavern, “Come, let’s talk somewhere a bit more comfortable.”
Once settled, the two got their drinks from the horrified rat barkeep, “Y-yew beat uh...”
“Yes, I beat a Dragon with a sword; what’s so surprising about that? There’s a talking rainbow donkey that shoots magic next to me. What else is new?” scoffed Stormo, “Now, as I was saying,” he’d take a swig of whiskey, “The Crystal Cavern is in the lands of Equestria, in some foreign country called “The Crystal Empire,” you wouldn’t happen to know anything about that, would you?”
Fizzlepop grit her teeth at the ‘donkey’ remark, glaring at the Yeti with daggers in her eyes. She only managed to keep her mouth shut by taking a long sip of her drink, closing her eyes for a brief moment to soothe her nerves. Opening them again, she glared at the Yeti before replying, her voice cold and cynical. 
“Yes, I’ve heard of the Crystal Empire. It only recently returned,” sighing, Fizzlepop rubbed her forehead, “I assume you haven’t heard of Sombra?”
The Yeti chuckled, “Oh, I’ve heard his name uttered many times. But I seek one of the few treasures he left behind. With the power of the staff, I can wield magic powerful enough to control the ice and snow that buried the great Crystal Empire… and with its power, I can restore your horn.”
Stormo looked down at Fizzlepop, “I can tell you lost something dear to you, not just your horn. But something… more… we together can restore each other to the glory and power we both deserve, join me and I can make you… a god.” grinned the Yeti.
The mare’s eyes widened as he spoke, despite her attempts to keep her emotions hidden behind a mask. If he was being truthful, she could finally be… herself again. Complete. Frankly, the promise of more power didn’t really concern her. All she wanted was her horn back. But how could he promise something like that? How did he even know such a staff was real?
“Forgive me if I have trouble believing you.” Her gaze turned cool and callous, resting her front hooves on the bar. “How exactly do you know that this staff even exists, or if it even works, if it ever did? Don’t tell me you’re relying on old history books.”
The Yeti chuckled, slowly reaching into his cloak as he pulled out an old scroll with a ribbon tied around it, slowly revealing the old Prench writing. The ancient-looking scroll had depictions of Sombra before he was known as a tyrant King, wielding a staff as he controlled a massive howling storm alone.
“It was told that King Sombra created the staff to bully and threaten Equestria into submission with. Threatening to plunge his ponies and the Alicorns into an endless winter the likes of which haven’t been seen since the Windigoes.”
Stormo continued, “A few of his most trusted advisors created this scroll as a sort of guide and map so that if ordered. They can fetch it for the dark one. And if you need any more proof….” he’d unroll the scroll and show off a black hoof mark, “This is Sombra’s signature approving the creation of this scroll.”
Fizzlepop’s eyebrows rose, glancing up at the Yeti before studying the scroll. It definitely seemed to be a genuine artifact, but how did this yeti of all creatures get his claws on it? She rubbed her temple again, trying to absorb this information.
“Alright, let’s assume that it hasn’t been stolen or broken. What then? You’re going to fix my horn, turn me into a god?” She flattened her lips into a line, “What are you going to do with it once you have it, take over the world?”
The Yeti laughed, “Take over the world? Please, I’m going to turn my humble Kingdom into a powerful fertile empire so that my people can prosper and know the joys of the modern era!” the creature pounded his chest excitedly as he sighed, “But as for you, you may do as you please with your newfound power and restoration. I only seek to elevate my clan and people to prosperity.” 
Fizzlepop leaned against the bar, considering his words. To be frank, it didn’t really sound like a bad thing if he genuinely just wanted to better the lives of his people. Then again, he could just as easily be lying to her, but she couldn’t deny how tempting the offer was. To finally be whole again, to have the power she truly deserved. If he could grant that to her… perhaps…
“Assume that I am interested in joining you. How exactly do you plan to get us to the Crystal Empire and find this ‘staff’? Do you think you can just waltz in, and nopony will ask questions? You’d stick out like a sore thumb, never mind actually getting there.” She sipped her drink, sighing contentedly, “I assume you can’t fly.” 
Stormo grinned, “Fortunately for me, nopony dares venture near the Crystal Mountains where the staff is hidden. Because those fools believe the soul of King Sombra still lurks among the mountain peaks,” he scoffed, “He's dead and gone as far as I’m concerned.”
The Yeti leaned against the bar as he smugly flashed a prideful smile at the mare, ordering the rodent barkeep for another drink as he poshly proclaimed, “Nobody will bother me as long as you are by my side and we keep out of trouble. Which shouldn’t be a problem as long as we obey the laws of the land.” he rubbed his chin and pondered briefly, “Frankly, we should be worried about the trek across the Mysterious South’s desert. If we’re not careful, we’ll die out in the dunes before we even step foot in Equestria.”
Fizzlepop let out a huff, cocking a brow. Maybe that was true, but she doubted she could fend off a group of curious ponies wanting to meet a new ‘friend,’ even with her worst glare. Still, she supposed it was better than nothing. Wandering around by herself really hadn’t done much, but it gave her more time to consider what she was doing. 
She didn’t really have a plan or anywhere to go, simply cruising by doing small jobs, just enough to sleep at an inn and get a decent meal. It was steady, something she had done so often she had begun to rely on it. A part of her was hesitant to leave with him and go somewhere completely foreign. But another was excited, finally something she could do, someone she could talk to. Perhaps he was a little… okay, he was a demeaning prick, but he could hold a conversation. And there was the chance to finally get her horn back…
“I’m not going to be your pack mule if that’s what you’re looking for,” Fizzlepop said abruptly, taking another drink before pointing to her glass, the bartender giving it a refill, “But yes, traversing the desert would be suicide unless we were properly prepared for such a thing.”
Stormo scoffed, rolling his eyes as he gave the mare an annoyed glare, “Obviously not; I can just get some goon to carry our things for fifty bits or less if need be.” the Yeti scanned his companion thoroughly. She was witty and intelligent but willing and at least eager to work with him. The less he doubted or felt she’d betray him, the better.
The Yeti sipped his drink as he continued, “Anyway, I will buy us a keg of water, and you can carry it while I carry the rest of our supplies. It’s at least a full day’s walk across, and we need all the water and food we can eat.”
Fizzlepop sniffed and nodded, swirling her glass, watching the cherries bob around in the tinted liquid. At least she wouldn’t be the only one doing manual labor. She didn’t want to get roped into anything that was designed to demean her. She had accepted many jobs before, but now she had the eye for when it wasn’t what it seemed. 
“That sounds… acceptable. It would be best if we traveled during the evenings and before the sun rises, so we won’t be attempting to travel in the blistering heat.” Fizzlepop finally took a drink of her glass before setting it down and turning to him. “Are you certain you want to travel through the desert? Given where you come from, it’s not exactly your… climate.” 
The monster grinned, clenching his fist bitterly at the uncomfortable truth, “Yes, and that would be wise… I would faint from heat stroke more likely than not,” he sat up and slammed the rest of his drink back, “Well then, so we have a plan. I propose we meet back here at sundown and gather our supplies until then.”
The unicorn nodded, “I will see to it then. And for your sake, if you’re going to be walking around in the heat, wear a hat. It will help keep you cool.” Knocking back the rest of her drink, Fizzlepop hopped off her stool, trotting to the exit, “Oh, and ponies are vegetarian; try to remember that when buying supplies. We can’t process a lot of meat.” She glanced back at him one last time before trotting through the doors.
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