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		Description

In a world where humans are enslaved by ponies, one boy will become a man. And that man will not rest, until he, and all his people are free. Even if it costs him the humanity he holds so dear.
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		Chapter 1


			Author's Notes: 
A few people asked me when I would update a few of my other stories. I am still busy working on my cartoon, but in my downtime, I really wanted to write this. I'm sorry I didn't update those stories yet, I just really wanted to write this, and I hope you like it.



	Canterlot. Once the abundant and thriving metropolitan capital of Equestrian society. But that was once upon a time. Its current condition hid its one glorious image. Dark storm clouds hung overhead, yet there was no rain or thunder. The streets of this once great city were lined with bodies, some dead, some still living. Those that still lived fought until the bitter end in bloody combat. Some of these warriors were ponies, clad in brilliant golden armor. Their opposition? Two legged creatures that stood three times the height of their enemies, dressed in dark, jagged armor. As this battle for the city raged, a much more instrumental fight was going on inside the castle.
The double doors to the throne room shattered as a white Alicorn propelled through them. Princess Celestia hit the floor with a thud, cracking her ribs. Splinters, blood and matted fur decorated her body. It was a kind of pain that she hadn’t felt in centuries. She weakly raised her head to gaze at her attacker, who slowly walked towards Celestia.
He was tall, six feet, three inches. He wore heavy black steel-toed boots, and brown pants. His shirtless torso showed off well-defined muscles, and numerous battle scars. His shaggy hair was silver, though it was hard to see with the ragged and torn cloak that covered his face. But you could see his eyes. This was because they glowed red, with a purple mist emitting from them. His eyes were hateful, and showed no trace of the humanity he once held dear. Wrapped around his cloak were medium sized chains, which appeared to move and flow on their own. Lastly, he wore black fingerless gloves on his hands. The man stopped walking, and now stood tall in front of Celestia, ten feet away. And then he spoke.
“Do you see this devastation?” he asked in a deep voice that commanded both respect and fear. “All this bloodshed could have been avoided. I did not want it to come to this. But YOU chose to deny me.” He held out his right hand, and the chains that wrapped around it shot off towards Celestia, wrapping around her neck, lifting her into the air. She struggled to fill her lungs with air, but failed miserably. The last thing she heard before she blacked out was; “All of this, is your doing.” The last thing she thought was; ‘He’s right,’

Twenty years ago

On the outskirts of the town of Ponyville, existed a large mansion. Cement pillars, and large set of double doors decorated the manor. But behind the mansion were acres of land. Tall pale creatures were abundant, working the land, while ponies with spears and crossbows watched them with their scornful gazes. 
The land was also littered with small, poorly maintained wooden shacks. Outside one of the shacks were a group of armored ponies along with some of the pony ranch managers. Inside the shack were three humans. A man, a woman, and a small child, no older than six. Also inside the shack were four ponies, Two were armored soldiers. The third was a blue stallion with a black stenson hat, and a black vest. 
The fourth was a Carmel colored stallion, with gelled back black hair, and a tie.  The female human was huddled with her child in her arms, while her husband stood defiantly in front of them. The stallion with the hat took a step forward, pulling out a large knife. 
“Listen here boy,” he said with a southern twang. “Your master, Filthy Rich sold your son. He now belongs to the Human Gladiatorial Entertainment Corporation.”
“I don’t give a fucking damn!” replied the man, who then tuned to face his owner. “Master rich, please, don’t let them take my son! I’ve served you loyally haven’t I? Well my son can do the same! Please!”
“Sorry, but I’ve been paid a hansom sum of bits for your boy. He’s a gladiator now,” replied the pony.
“No!” cried the woman. “You can’t take my baby!” The two pony guards began walking towards the family, prepared to take the child away. The father stepped forward and kicked one of the ponies in the head, knocking the helmet off his head, as well as rendering him unconscious. 
“You filthy beast!” yelled the other guard, as he drove his spear strait into the gut of the father. The male human looked down, eyes widened in shock as he saw the weapon piercing his torso, blood slowly leaking down from the wound. The pony withdrew the spear, causing the man to fall down, to the ground.
“Lemont!” cried the woman. She ran to her fallen husband, while her son began to cry in fear and sadness. The other guard used his magic to lift up the woman, and move her away from the dying man. The pony with the hat and vest walked towards the boy and grabbed him, and proceeded to drag the slave out the door.
“No! Let me go! Mommy!” cried the young boy, but the cruel black hearts of these ponies were not moved. The group left the shack and shut the door, locking it from the outside. Filthy rich trotted over to some of the other guards present.
“I’ can’t imagine she’ll be a very obedient slave now. I have no further use for her. Burn the shack.”
“Yes sir,” said one of the unicorn guards, who used his magic to send a ball of fire strait towards the shack. The fire spread quickly, and all could hear the screaming of the wife. The boy screamed as he saw his mother burn alive. The pony dragging him pushed him towards two guards, who grabbed him and shackled him. The pony with the hat stood in front of the boy.
“You’ll make a fine warrior. All we need to do is break you. What is your name human?” In between sobs the boy was able to answer the stallions question.
“It’s-it’s Matrax.” An evil smile grew on the face of the pony. 
“Heh heh. Matrax. That’s a strong name. Matrax, the gladiator.”

	
		Chapter 2


			Author's Notes: 
I really hope this story picks up, and gets better attention. I'd like to have a better Like/Dislike ratio. Also, I think this song shall be the official story song:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=h71NBBbOjmw&index=228&list=PLA68ikpm7qThsTCgiqkqH1-GezzLK6B-4



	The young boy known as Matrax sat in silence inside the armored carriage. The only noises were the ricketiness of the carriage, and the sound of the iron shackles binding his arms and legs.
He sat alone in the carriage, with only his thoughts to keep him company. But not even that could console him, for the only thoughts in his head was the memory of what had happened to his family. Every time he saw those events play out in his head brought pain and tears. Tears, which had long since run out.
The boy had been confined to the carriage for a few hours. He had no idea how close they were to this gladiatorial camp, because he had never left the plantation before. All he knew was that they had been traveling for a while now.
It was a half hour later when the carriage came to a sudden stop, causing Matrax to fall to the side, hitting the wooden floor with a small thud. As soon as he picked himself up, the doors to the carriage opened, revealing two armored ponies, one a unicorn, the other an earth pony. The unicorn used his magic to grab ahold of the boy’s chains, yanking him to his feet. 
“Come on beast! Get up! Move!” the young human did as he was told, and walked to the edge of the carriage. He walked down the set up stairs, and hopped onto the ground. The ponies then began leading him away from the transport. Matrax to the opportunity to observe his surroundings. He was being lead towards a large coliseum, located in a Renaissance city. It was quiet possibly the most beautiful city, and the first, that the young boy had ever seen. All around him, he saw ponies going about their daily activities, none paying him much attention. He saw lush vegetation, and watery canals. It was truly a sight to behold.
The ponies controlling his chains led him down a cement road, heading strait towards the entrance to the coliseum. When they reached the entrance, they were met with a barred draw gate. The blue Stallion with the black hat from earlier walked forward, and called out to the ponies on the other side.
“Open tha’ door!” he yelled with a southern drawl. Two Pegasus stallions in golden armor on the other side of the gate nodded their heads, and went to the opposite ends of the gate. The sound of chains grinding could be heard as the two pegasi cranked two handles, causing the gate to lift, opening the way for the group. 
The unicorn guard yanked on the human boys chains, pulling him into the coliseum. They were pulled into a circular hallway surrounding the actual arena. Matrax could see some humans in the dirt arena, but didn’t have time to actually make out what they were doing, as he was immediately yanked to the right. The ponies lead him down the hallway. The young boy could see various closed shops, and stands, probably to sell food and souvenirs to the ponies who attend the arena. 
After a few minutes of walking, the ponies and human came to the area where the human gladiators were kept. The earth pony guard trotted forward, and unlocked the barred door. He opened it, and gestured for the others to enter the pens. The ponies began moving forward, but found that this time the human was resisting. The coliseum had looked all right to him, but these pens…they looked dirty and scary. Matrax didn’t want to go any further. 
The ponies yanked at his chains, causing him to fall to the ground. One of the guards jabbed at him with their spear, causing the child to cry out in pain.
“Move runt!” said the pony.
“NO!” replied Matrax.
“So, we got ah little fight in this one eh?” said the blue stallion. He grabbed the spear out of the grip of the guard, and spun it around, and then proceeded to jab the human in the back of the head with the butt of the spear. Matrax cried out in pain, tears coming to his eyes. The unicorn holding his chains then yanked him to his feet. 
The ponies then dragged the boy into the pens. From first look, Matrax could see that the pens were dark, dank, and dirty. He saw full-grown men held in the pens. Some looked up to see him, while others paid him no attention. 
Eventually, the ponies led the human child to an empty cell. They opened the door, undid the chains, and then threw him inside the cell. They then slammed the door shut, and locked it.
“Training begins at 6 o’clock in the morning boy,” said the blue stallion. The ponies then left, leaving Matrax alone in his cell. The boy picked himself, and then laid his back against the wall, hugging his knees. He buried his head in his knees, and began silently crying to himself.
After a little while, his attention was caught by an older voice calling from opposite his cage. The youngling lifted his head, and cast his eyes to the cell across from him. There standing against the bars was an older male human. He had long brown hair, tied in a bun behind his head. His face was decorated with a goatee, and a few scars, one on his cheek, and one under his right eye.
“Hey kid…what’s your name?” asked the man. The child wiped his nose, and muttered his name.
“Sorry kid, I didn’t catch that.”
“It’s M-matrax,” said the boy, louder that time.
“Hm. That’s definitely a strong name, fitting of a gladiator. I’m Dolean.”
“H-hello.”
“So, you were just brought in right?” Matrax nodded his head. The man closed his eyes, and slowly nodded his head.
“Those God Damn ponies, ripping children from their families for the sake of ‘Entertainment’. Makes me sick.” The boy just sniffled in response. “Listen kid…I know you’re probably feeling like shit right now but…well, you gotta be strong. If you let them break you, then the ponies win.”
“Why should I resist?” asked the child. “T-they t-took my parents, and home away from me. What d-does it m-matter if they break me, I have nothing left.”
“You have more than you think kid. You see, what the ponies don’t realize is that they’re training us to be warriors. That’s their first mistake. Someday, we’re going to fight back. Some day, we’re going to overthrow those damn horses, and when we do, it will all be thanks to the strength and discipline that we develop here.”
“R-really?”
“Yeah. Just you wait. Some day, the ponies will pay for what they’ve done. You mark my words.”
“What do I do?”
“You just get through the training, get big, and get strong. We aren’t ready yet, but some day we will be. And then the ponies will be the ones hurting.” The child nodded his head. “Alright kid, you should probably get some sleep. You’re going to need it for tomorrow.”  The child nodded, and laid his head down, and closed his eyes.
“Thanks,” he said. 
“Don’t mention it kid.” And then, Matrax drifted away to sleep, dreaming of the day his people’s freedom.

	images/cover.jpg





