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		Description

A young, blue maned unicorn stallion living an honest life turns murderer as he takes a life to save his childhood friend from harm, now at the mercy of Princess Celestia he awaits judgement.

This is my first written fanfic for MLP, so constructive criticism and advice would be greatly appreciated as I do not know how I'm doing with this... this story may also contain some non-canon additions, as in Ponyville has local guards as an example, just a warning.
Slowly coming out of my writing hiatus.
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		Chapter 1



I don't know why I did it. Something inside of me, I... I just snapped. I couldn't control myself.
My friend Mimic Trend, he was bickering with somepony; an earth pony with a dirty, charcoal-black coat and an ash grey mane. I was standing by my friend's side, keeping silent as always, afraid to intervene. The argument was a heated one, with the charcoal stallion accusing my friend of being a filthy, love-leeching bug. I tried to tell the charcoal stallion that accusing Mimic of having similar traits to that of a changeling was wrong, that his somewhat hardened black forelegs were merely birth defects and not a "sign of being one of those changeling pests", but I was promptly ignored by both Mimic and the charcoal stallion; although Mimic did cast me an appreciative glance and a nod before proceeding to shout various insults, making wild gestures to himself and asking the elder stallion if he had any proof to back up his "idiotic claim". I didn't hear the entire conversation, I was too busy casting nervous glances at the gradually building crowd of ponies surrounding us. The Ponyville Marketplace was bustling with activity, which only made matters worse.
Not soon after the crowd began to build, the elder stallion began to get more violent in his gestures, prodding Mimic's chest with a forehoof and repetitively shouting rather colorful insults, all of which involved the word "changeling" in one way or another.
Mimic tried to fight back, batting the charcoal stallions hoof away with his own hardened forehoof, but the stallion was just too persistent in his prodding and jabbing, and eventually took to shoving Mimic to the gravel, now screaming at Mimic to get up and show his "true colors"...
I just... don't know what happened.
The moment that damn earth pony laid his hoof on my friend, I just stopped thinking, and acted in defense of my friend. My vision clouded over with a blood-red hue, time slowed, the magic flowing through my horn began to crackle as I grit my teeth in anger. A solid cone of crystallized magic covered my horn, the shards growing towards the base of my horn from the tip. I lowered my horn at the stallion, shooting the cone at him. It tore through his chest and came out his right flank, embedding itself in a nearby building. Being a magical construct, it quickly dissolved, the blood that coated it splashing on the ground and down the wall...
A few moments of silence passed as I stared upon the unmoving corpse of the earth pony, taking shaky breaths as I watched over his features; keeping an eye out for any signs of movement… I saw none.
I didn't want to believe it, he couldn't be dead, I was quite obviously in denial… and so the realization came slow to me, but when it did, it hit me hard… I killed that thug... I killed him! I was in shock, I never meant for it to be like this; it was never my intention to hurt anypony. I knew what was coming next. I could already hear the panicked screams of the townsfolk who had witnessed this calling the local guards to restrain me. And so I sat down on my haunches next to the lifeless corpse of the earth pony, my eyes clamped shut, fighting back the tears that were beginning to emerge. I could hear my friend shouting my name, but I paid him no mind, I couldn't focus.
Barely seconds after the incident, the screams and jeers of the townsfolk died down, and the faint metallic clanging of the Town Guards' armor reached my ears. From what I could hear, there were two guards, one positioned at the either side of me. I slowly stood, twisting to face the guards in silver. They had their spears aimed at me, their teal eyes fixed upon my now shaking figure. The guard off to my left spoke, but what came out was disoriented. I tried to speak, but my tongue felt heavy in my mouth, and soon it began a struggle to stay upright. My ignorance of what the guard supposedly ordered seemed to anger him, as he took a step closer to me, bringing the spear he held in his hoof closer to my face. His mouth was now moving rapidly, supposedly yelling at me, I could not tell. A peculiar ringing noise within my head muffled out any outside noise, causing me to droop slightly and stagger forwards towards the guards in hope that they would notice my condition.
It seemed to work, as the guards lowered their spears and slowly made their way towards me. Not soon after they began inching near me, darkness started to creep into the corners of my already disoriented vision, I tried to stay upright, but I felt sleepy... so very... sleepy. I then fell forward, towards in the direction of the two guards. Two silver streaks rushed towards me, and that was the last glimpse of color I saw before I finally succumbed to the darkness.
"I'm... sorry."

I awoke to the piercing screech of rusted iron hinges and the somewhat distant echoing of hooves against stone. I took note of it, realizing that somepony was slowly making their way towards me.
I didn't want to talk, I just couldn't, not that I could remember much at the time anyway. My memory was still a little hazy.
So instead of turning to face the direction of the hoofsteps, I kept my eyes closed and focused on my surroundings and the surface of which I laid upon. It was a soft, rectangular object, barely larger than my average frame.
'A mattress? A dirty one at that. Not to mention a little damp...' I thought to myself, and then it clicked 'Oh Celestia, am I in prison?'
A gruff voice then answered my internal questioning, instructing me to stand up, which was then followed by what sounded like a hoof striking iron bars. Considering the fact that I may not have any choice, I did so with great reluctance, wincing as I stretch my aching joints.
Images of rather scary forms of interrogation flashed into my mind. I pondered why I would think of such things before dismissing the thoughts entirely.
'Note to self – Stop listening to those old tales Lyra keeps telling you about... her and her hooman nonsense.'
Shaking my head, I glanced around my cell. There wasn't much to look at in this cage, the back of the cell consisted of an uneven stone-brick wall, with an occasional patch of bright green moss hanging off the odd stone brick. The floor was slightly more well managed, not a patch of moss or crack to be seen, almost as if the floor was made of polished stone, instead of the same dirty, moss-covered bricks the walls were made of. The sides of my cell contained nothing more than a view of more cells, all very much identical to my own.
Call me weird, but I loved new places. I was actually somewhat enjoying my time in this cell, oddly enough, it was a new experience. That was until I found my gaze shifting towards the entrance of the cell. Stood at the entrance of the cell was none other than-
"P-Princess Celestia..." I stammered. My ears flopped towards the sides of my head, my pupils shrinking to mere blue pricks. I could barely hide the surprise in my tone. Why, out of all ponies, was she here?
'If Princess Celestia herself is here... that means I'm in Canterlot... away from Ponyville...'
Her magenta eyes gazed upon me, studying me, as if to see if I truly was a threat, before she spoke.
"What is your name?" she questioned.
I could detect just a hint of anger and disgust in her voice.
"My n-name... is Hollow." I replied. Obviously scared, but at this point, I couldn't care less. The Princess of the Sun herself was here to question me.
"Hollow? Such a peculiar name. Tell me, who are your parents?" She replied, the anger previously in her voice no longer apparent.
My vision clouded a light shade of red at that comment. I wanted to tell her that they left me for dead in the streets of Ponyville, that I hated them for it, but that was not what came out of my mouth.
"Forgive me Princess, but my family is not a subject I like to discuss," I responded, the evident fear in my shaky voice replaced with hints of anger and sadness.
Princess Celestia raised an eyebrow at this, but made no comment.
"Hollow, do you know why you are here?" The Princess questioned.
I remained quiet. The question caught me off guard as I realized exactly how much trouble I was really in...
"Well?" Princess Celestia pushed.
"Y-yes." I confirmed, a single tear trickling down my cheek.
The Princess hmm'd at this, before gesturing for me to continue.
"..." I couldn't hold it anymore, I started sobbing, tears forming below my eyes. I began to panic yet again, unable to control my emotions.
The Princess seemed shocked, if not surprised that I would break down like this. Her expression showed that she was no longer angry, but slightly concerned for my well-being.
"Hollow... follow me." She said with slight hesitation, before gesturing for a guard standing off to the side to follow too. "We have much to discuss."
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		Chapter 2



I was led through what appeared to be the hallways of the Canterlot Castle, which were surprisingly empty. Celestia led at point, whilst a rather scary Solar Guard marched behind me, watching my every move. I couldn't blame him really, I was a prisoner being led to some unknown location by the Princess herself. I could practically feel his gaze burning into the back of my head, which was not a nice feeling. I trotted onward, our hoofsteps echoing throughout the empty corridors. The whole time I found myself trying desperately to keep as far away from the Princess as possible without seeming like I'm trying to slip away and make a hopeful escape, which wasn't an easy task considering that the guard would shove me forward every time I'd try to slow down. Mind you, I wasn't trying to slow down on purpose, it was all subconscious. I knew the Princess wanted answers, and I knew that she was going to resume questioning me when the time came, and that is what I was afraid of.
I glanced downwards, staring at the white marble tiles reflecting my image. I was not in the best shape I have to admit. My eyes were bloodshot, my navy blue mane in a mess... hey, I looked like some madpony. Which... was not a good thing. I wanted to be seen as innocent and trustworthy as possible, not like some somepony mentally ill. Changing my appearance wouldn't make much of a difference. After all, I did murder somepony, but it was all worth it. Right? Every second I spend in here. It's all worth it... all worth saving my friend's life...
...
I must've stopped walking; because a sudden jolt of pain erupted from my flank causing me to jump forward instinctively to escape what I presumed was the culprit of the pain I had just been presented to.
"Keep moving, prisoner," the guard commanded in that deeply intimidating voice of his, spitting out the word 'prisoner' with clear distaste.
I obliged without a word, but not before glancing behind at my flank which now had quite a large cut right above the blue shield that was my cutie mark. A thick, crimson liquid oozed out of the newly formed wound. It stung like Tartarus, but I wasn't going to complain, it could be a lot worse. I took one last, worried glance at the guard before continuing on my way. The wound wasn't deep, but it was large, and dangerously close to my cutie mark.
It took around ten minutes for us to reach our destination, which was the throne room. As Celestia approached the over sized double doors, the pair of unicorn guards stationed at the doors began to open the large doors with magic as their horns were engulfed in matching silver auras.
I took a single fearful look at the guard, who motioned with his hoof for me to follow Celestia in. And seeing that I had little choice, I reluctantly followed the Princess in; the large doors slamming shut behind us, sealing me in with the Solar Princess.
The fact that I was terrified would be an understatement. I had not a clue what was going to happen to me. I knew the punishment for murder was banishment to a non-Equine country, but Celestia knows what other punishments awaited me.
'Heh, now that I think about it; Celestia DOES know what other punishments await me...' At that somewhat dark thought, I chuckled nervously to myself, mentally facehoofing at my poor joke.
The chuckle obviously wasn't quiet enough, as the Princess turned around and glared at me...
"Uhm..." I started.
"Is something funny, Hollow?" The Princess questioned me, an eyebrow raised in obvious amusement.
"Uh... n-no, not at all." I stammered, unable to think up a decent excuse for laughing behind the Princess' back.
The Princess continued to stare at me with a somewhat unamused expression, causing me to shift my gaze to the ground, nervously tapping the marble floor with a hoof.
Moments passed before I finally worked the courage to glance up again, only to find that the Princess had continued walking, leaving me quite far behind.
In a panicked rush, I stumbled forward. Forgetting that this room was made of polished, shiny rock, and the fact that hoofsteps echo throughout the palace if loud enough. Unfortunately, I didn't take these facts into account and ended up causing quite a loud, dull screeching noise with every clumsy step I took, causing the Princess to yet again turn her head toward me... a somewhat less happy expression now plastered upon her muzzle.
"Please, try to keep up," she said, causing me to wince and drop my gaze in embarrassment. She didn't comment on the noise I made in my rush to keep up with her, of which I was grateful for.
The Princess stared at me for a few more moments before yet again turning back and continuing on her way towards the throne, with me now following close behind her making sure not to fall too far behind.
Less than a minute of walking later, we made it to the throne. The Princess then instructed me to stand at the foot of the throne, before walking up the steps and sitting down on the large seat.
I glanced nervously around the room, not willing myself to meet the gaze of the Princess that was currently staring at me with an unreadable expression.
It was clear what was going to happen next, I had no doubt in my mind that the Princess was going to order some form banishment sentence. What came next I could only describe as... I guess you could say it surprised me, caught me off guard. The Princess stood up from her throne, blasted me with a ray of golden light... my vision, it turned a reddish hue, only this time I didn't feel any anger... at all.
In fact, I couldn't feel anything, no heartbeat, nothing. I could see, but it seemed I had no control over anything else; it was unsettling to say the least.
The Princess' mouth moved, seemingly speaking to herself. I couldn't make out any words, which bugged me, I wanted to know what she was saying. After a few moments she began circling me, entering and leaving my view. I tried turning my head to face her, only to find my body still wouldn't respond to my wills.
A minute passed, and I began panicking. I desperately struggled against whatever force was preventing me access from my own body, doing what I thought was the equivalent of pounding on a wall, not that there was actually a wall in my body or that I was literally trapped in my own body. Pounding on a wall is just the best I could explain what it felt I was doing.
Whatever I was doing obviously had an effect on my body, as Celestia stopped circling me and stared at me in mild surprise, eyebrows raised and everything. It was actually rather amusing to see that expression on the Princess... not that I'd ever tell her that.
What happened next only led to more confusion. She summoned a rather large, expensive looking mirror, and levitated it so I could see my reflection. What I saw... it disturbed me.
I saw me... with a few changes. My usual navy blue mane was now a darker shade of blue and was slick with sweat, my horn had red magical sparks dancing around from the base before reaching the tip and discharging into the air, my coat was somewhat darker than its original grey… and my cutie mark… what used to be a blue shield, was now a sinister looking crimson shield, and it frightened me.
I don't know what happened... but after I noticed how I changed, something snapped. I heard a light fizzling sound, and I found myself back in control of my own body. Glancing wearily back at the mirror, I found that my coat was again its original colour, the same went for my mane… and cutie mark.
I tried to take a step forward, only for my legs to buckle underneath me. My head hit the hard surface of the marble, my vision began to dim...
'Not again, please not again, please not... buck'
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“Holl-..."
'… I'm... a monster...'
“Hollow...”
'… a Freak.'
“Hollow... wake u-..."
'... a murderer...'
"WAKE UP!'
I jolted awake, gasping for breath as I frantically got to my hooves, twisting my head around in a hasty attempt to make sense of where I was. I could've sworn my heart was about to beat right out my chest.
'Oh... right, Canterlot.' I sunk to my haunches, whimpering quietly as I glanced around the familiar barred cage that was my prison cell, the memories of the last few days coming back to me as my confusion is gradually replaced by depression.
It was a few days since my arrival in Canterlot, enough for hope to abandon me; but not enough to answer my questions...
'What happened that day... why did I have to strike against that stallion? T-That isn't like me at all...'
The colour red kept flashing through my thoughts as I lost myself in them, constantly reminding me of both my audience with the Princess; and my murder. 
'What did the Princess see? How did she control my emotions so freely?'
Staring blankly at the wall with a somber expression, I barely noticed the guard standing at the doorway to my cell door.
"Hollow... are you alright?" a voice from my cell entrance snaps me out of my saddened state, a voice that I recognized all too well.
"M-Mimic?" I wearily mutter, moving my gaze to my cell door, where a grey  day guard was stood at... and not Mimic.
Shaking my head to clear whatever hopeful thoughts that were beginning to emerge, I let out a small sigh.
I almost dismissed the guard, turning my gaze down to the cell floor in disappointment,  figuring my mind was just playing tricks on me 'Of course it wouldn't be him, there's no way...'
"Hollow, c'mon bud... look at me." but that voice, it was unmistakably Mimic's.
"He's... he's in Ponyville." I muttered defiantly, sparing the guard a single glance who now looked... almost concerned for me.
'Murderer...' I visibly flinched as Ponyville was brought to mind.
"Listen, I'll explain everything on the way out of here, but now we have got to get out of here." my ears twitched as I began to hear the unmistakable sound of my cell door unlocking, causing me to snap my head up in alarm and back up against the wall, staring at the guard in fear; my heart beating louder and louder with every fearful breath I took.
"Y-you aren't him..." I shout in alarm, before being instantly muffled by the guards black, hairless hoof... 
"Don't raise your voice. This place echoes." the guard whispered out harshly, taking a quick glance behind him before staring right at me.
'That's not him...' despite the lingering sense of doubt, I found myself relaxing, slowing down my breathing and nodding slowly to show that I understood, eyes locked on the hoof in question.
"Now... I'm going to remove my hoof, don't yell out. Understand?" he slowly mutters, earning another slow nod from me.
Grinning in satisfaction, he slowly removed his hoof, obviously trusting in the fact that I will do as I say.
'It has to be Mimic.'
"B-but how?..." I weakly muttered, building up the courage to step away from the wall and towards the waiting guard that called himself Mimic, eyes locked on the carapace-like appendage that was Mimic's birthmark, so he liked to call it.
"I'll explain everything on the way." he speaks out, glancing out my cell door at to the dungeon entrance expectantly, muttering "They should be here by now..."
"They?" I ask him from my position behind him, having been convinced for the time being that this was somehow indeed my friend Mimic. Perhaps it was hope speaking, but I felt confident.
"I... brought a few friends, don't panic when you see them." Mimic tells me uncertainly, his eyes still locked onto the dungeon entrance.
I remained silent, unsure of how to respond to his cryptic message as I watch the dungeon door alongside him, putting my trust in this stranger that calls himself Mimic for the time being.
After what seemed like forever, the faint sound of hoofsteps could be heard approaching the dungeon door; and when I looked at Mimic in alarm, he only nodded back to me, stepping out of the cell and heading towards the dungeon entrance, just in time for three more Day Guards to enter the dungeon, all unicorns...
'Something's not right...' Panicked thoughts began to overtake me, and I started to back away a small step.
Mimic must've noticed this, as he gave me a small reassuring glance, nodding with a confident smile... it comforted me somewhat, and I felt myself relax.
"Hollow, meet my... friends." He tells me with some hesitation, gesturing towards the three day guards with a hoof before turning to face me completely, a sad smile on his face. 
Timidly nodding, I manage a small smile towards the three stallions standing near the entrance, to which they return, exactly as I had... I wish I weren't so blind to the facts back then.
Seemingly satisfied with the greetings, Mimic tapped me on the shoulder, nodding towards the dungeon entrance of which the 3 white stallions stood guard "Cover is that we're temporarily moving you to a more confined area for further questioning. With any luck we won't run into either Princess..." Mimic trailed off, muttering something along the lines of "... lest she see through the disguise.". 
Like the foolish colt I was, I didn't think much of that sentence.
"Follow and let me do the talking." He tells me,  shoving me gently and nodding  towards the door, to which I eagerly walked towards, immediately flanked by 2 day guards with the third at the front and Mimic behind.
It didn't take long for us to run into a few guardsponies; with them asking Mimic what exactly I was doing out of my cell, to which he masterfully gave lie after convincing lie, never breaking a sweat, until we finally got to the  courtyards...
"Halt!" A voice rang out from behind our little group, causing Mimic to flinch and mutter a quick curse before turning to face the voice in question "What are you stallions doing with the prisoner? I gave you no orders to move him." 
The owner of the voice in question was a rather large day guard, bulky silver armor covering the majority of his lower body with sun emblems adorning either side of his flank, the sign of a high ranking Royal Guard.
"We received orders to move him to the alternate holding cells for questioning, sir, the Princess-" Mimic began, but all too soon abruptly stopped speaking, his eyes growing wide as he took notice of the pony behind the Royal Guard in question...
"What is this about me?" The soothing voice of Princess Celestia rang out, stepping beside the Guard, of whom wore a small smirk "I had a feeling you would come for your friend, here."
Letting out a small whimper, I shied away from the scene, ears falling flat as Mimic stood himself protectively in front of me.
"Hollow..." he slowly muttered, never taking his eyes off the Princess "stay calm.", slowly inching the pair of us back towards the gardens, into the sunlight. 
We didn't get far enough.
The moment the stallion saw us backing away, he sneered and charges forward, swinging a hoof right at Mimics face. Half expecting my foalhood friend to be pushed back for the impact, I yelled out in alarm,  before jumping back in fright as Mimic suddenly erupts into green flame just as the captains hoof connects.
"M-Mimic?" I worriedly ask, petrified with my eyes locked onto the scene that was set before me... the guardsponies hoof had connected, but it wasn't with the day guard that was Mimic. Instead, a dull black, carapaced pony... bug was stood there, blocking the hoof with his own sleek, holed appendage.
"Hollow..." the thing muttered, groaning a bit before suddenly being slammed in the gut as form of feint by the guard captain and doubling over. "My friend." he speaks up louder, a hint of pride in his voice as his jagged horn glows a sickly green colour, cold emerald flames beginning to lick around my body.
Too blown back by the events, I didn't react to the flames, my eyes locked on the scene before me... this thing, who called me his friend, protected me. I didn't know how to deal with my conflicting thoughts...
The last thing I see of the halls of Canterlot before the green flames consume my vision, is 3 more bug ponies join the fight, one slamming into the occupied guard from the side, and Mimic getting up and charging.
'Mimic... what are you?'
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