This Thing Consumes all Things

The sun was setting as fuzz rode out in the dry wasteland that stretched out over the distant horizon, the message she had been given still clear in her mind. “Meet at sundown at these coordinates for pick up.” She grinned, hardly able to contain her excitement at being invited to an underground race. This was outside the law, wild, few rules, anything could happen. The dust trail behind her bike slowly faded a she arrived at the spot indicated and she looked up. 
“Humm.” She did not see anything. She checked the optic overlay, “One minute to go.” she heard the ground crunch behind her. Her ears perked, she had been expecting a ship, the race was held off world. She whipped around. A dune buggy pulled to a halt, a large griffon and rather grungy black unicorn. Fuzz's ears flattened back she started to back up towards her bike.
The griffon towered over her, “Nice bike, bet that runs a rather high price.” Her cybernetic eyes narrowed, her carbon nanofiber legs tensed. She may have been one third his size, but with her augments, she could put one hell of a good fight.
The pony hopped out of the buggy, “Just blow her brains out, she has seen our faces, don't want it getting back to the underground we've been offering fake race invites to steal pony’s bikes.”
The griffon nodded, taking out a back plated, leg mounted colt model 6370.
Fuzz's eyes went wide, she looked around for a place to run. That gun model was black market, made to bypass the grind and kill a pony dead - no reforming. Fuzz turned to run, a fear like she had not felt since her legs had been hacked. That time she had ended up as some pony’s unwilling ass toy, this, this... her mind blacked, a loud crack filled the dry desert air. She felt the bullet hit the back of her head, its magic cutting her link to the grid. Her body fell limp, her blood leaking out onto the sand like a crimson river.
The unicorn sauntered over to her bike, throwing a leg over it and kicking it to life, “I'll ride this prize back to the chop shop.”
The griffon nodded and they took their leave, speeding off in to the setting sun.
Fuzz tried to move, her body non responsive, she knew this feeling, it was the same as when she digested, her mind stayed bound to whatever she became. She started to panic, aware of the blood leaking out of her body, trickling away into the dry sand. No reform was coming, and if she backed up, she would lose all memory of what had happened here...
The sun set and night took hold. There was no pony to find her out here, the days started to blur together. The water drying from her flesh, she felt the insects working through her body as the sun beat down on her, slowing cracking and breaking down her legs, skin and eyes. The wasteland wind whistled over her body, blowing small bits of her across the desert sands, her mind losing connection as what was once her returned soils of land it had once been brought forth from. As the weeks passed her skin slowly dissolved, beaten away by the blazing sun and harsh the wind. The microbes doing their part to turn her insides into a brown sand color dust, which too, blew off in the shifting winds. Her mind slowly faded, digested away by the endless cycles of day and night, the sun cross the sky only to be followed by the stars, all sense of time become lost on her. All sense of self. Everything she had been slowly becoming a spot on the desert sand, a little plot of enriched earth under the ever changing sky.
Many years later a grey stallion, his a long scruffy green mane hanging over his shoulders, trotted over to the spot of earth that had once been a pony called Fuzz. All that she was had been eaten away, bones baked to dust, turned to white nubs that poked from the desert brush, her black legs only chips of fiber, her flesh and fur all consumed. The stallion grinned, looking down at the spot of earth, “Time always gets the last meal,” he grinned, dropping a black collar with a tag that once matched the mare's mark on the spot she had stood all those years ago. “Rest well Fuzz. I will see you at the end of all things.”
With those words, the stallion left. The last of the mare fading into the land, gone forever into the endless dust.
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