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		Description

(AKA "a human sells out")
If there's no proof that ponies are ponies, then there's no proof changelings are changelings, right?
That totally makes sense.
Anyway, after getting blasted to the Deer Kingdom with the power of public displays of affection, some changelings talk about ethical problems and their sex lives.
This may or may not lead to mutiny.

Takes place in the Matterverse, a multiverse that encompasses every possible variation of the half-hour after the Canterlot Wedding in which all of Equestria suddenly drops everything and begins philosophizing furiously. 
Stories in the Matterverse are currently Would It Matter If I Was? (the original), What Matters More? (I'll read it eventually), Do It Mattered If I Is (what), and, just to spite the admins, Yes, It Matters (the grammar is more heinous than the content).
And this thing, I guess. No, it didn't inspire me.
Not related in any way to the other story of the exact same name. (The capitalization's different, wasn't it obvious?)
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α laid back in the running stream, feeling the hard, smooth pebbles chafe against his body, letting the shallow, quick water flow under him. It wasn't particularly comfortable. The cold water seeped into the gaps between his joints, and made the sensitive parts of his exoskeleton sting even more than from just the impact.
Today had not been a good day for α. 
It had not been a good day for just about any changeling, to be honest.
They were already on the ropes with nearly every other species—now that they had pissed off one of the largest industrialized nations in the world, they were screwed.
Completely screwed.
They were probably in deer territory now. Not just because they were in a green, lush forest right now—deer lived in other places too, it would be offensive to just assume that—just because it would be the worst possible thing to happen right now. The deer and the ponies were on very good terms with each other—whether that was because they superficially looked similar was anyone's guess, but the point was, this was the last place they'd be safe.
The ponies probably assumed they had been blasted away to some godforsaken—no, Celestiaforsaken desert by now. Honestly, that might've been preferable to this, just so they could be alone. Or at least in Saddle Arabia. They had a modicum of tolerance for changelings. They merely banished them to endure the hellish desert heat instead of killing them outright.
"You know, I just wanted to get into the prostitution industry. Benefits us, benefit them, there, deal done! But nooo, that wasn't dignified enough. We had to do an invasion," another changeling said, walking in no particular direction far too casually. "Now look at us. What kind of dignity do we have now? Blasted out by a smooch. A smooch! I didn't even know magic worked like that. Dear Chrysalis, imagine if they had been—"
He stopped when he noticed that α had been glaring at him for the past minute. "α? You okay?"
"Do I look okay, β?" α said. "We're probably doomed to extinction by now. I am certainly not okay."
"…sorry."
α sighed, and slowly, with much exertion, righted himself. "I think your idea might've worked, if it's any consolation."
"Thank you."
α tried to stretch, and looked around. He could see a fairly large amount of other changelings sprawled out similarly to how he was. "How's everyone doing?"
"…good enough."
α didn't really want to know many more details than that. "And… Chrysalis?"
Now β looked fatigued. He pointed behind α. "She's back there, leading a… war song."
α was surprised he didn't notice the singing before, but it must've been far away enough it was hard to make out unless you were looking for it. He strained his ears, and made out a passage. 
"But worry not, your mother has a plan…
We will return and will take back the land…
Strength in numbers we have on staff…
So we will have the final laugh!"
α scoffed. "…idiots." But he couldn't say that with much force. While him and β had free wills—and hence, the single letter names—most changelings were biologically compelled to follow the orders of their queen—Chrysalis.
"She's… changed," β said.
"Yeah," α said. "She used to be one of this hive's best queens. I was so happy when she ascended. For a while, I thought she could actually restore the changeling empire! But then… she just snapped. Became obsessed with that damned country… Equestria."
"I hear something happened between her and Celestia."
α shook his head. "I don't care. That doesn't… that doesn't justify condemning this whole hive… and maybe all changelings… to death."
β was silent. The trickle of water seemed louder. "Let's get away from here."
"Where? Where can we go?"
"I don't know. Further upstream. So we don't have to listen to that damn song."
α heard the chorus echoing over the bend.
"We the hive mind, we the swarm have faith in our mother…
She inspires us and teaches us and calms us during storms…
If only others knew her love they wouldn't see a bad girl…
For it's her love that keeps us safe out there in a cruel world!"
α shook his head, and they slowly walked up the river. β was relatively unharmed, but he slowed his pace to keep up with α. α, while not mortally wounded, was obviously limping, and his wings were torn in many places. 
Some of the other changelings looked at them a bit strangely for walking away from Chrysalis, but they couldn't really say anything to two single letters.
"You know," α said, looking at β wearily, "you don't need to do this."
"Do what?"
"Be with me. Hold yourself back… so you can be with me."
β snorted. "I'm not holding myself back. We're friends. And you know just as well as me that it's every changeling for himself now."
α paused. "…this doesn't have anything to do with the fact that you're attracted to other changelings, right?"
If changelings could blush, β would have blushed. "W-What are you talking about? I'm normal! I'm only attracted to normal things, like small furry mammals and my own mother!"
Things like that were one of the reasons changelings had a difficult time getting along with other species.
α shook his head. "Don't worry, I don't think you're a freak," he said. "…okay, well, sort of. But I don't mind. I've known for a while now."
β thought about that. "Was it…?"
"Operation convince-the-castle-librarian-Luna-doesn't-actually-exist? Yes, it was that," α said. He paused. "What exactly was the point of that operation again?" 
"I don't know. Chrysalis said that it could come in handy later." 
α rolled his eyes. "Anyway… you were… not exactly subtle."
β clammed up, and continued not blushing furiously.
Changelings fed best on love, but sex could easily do in a pinch. So, while the only time they reproduced was when they mated with their queen, they had, out of natural selection, developed a considerable lust for other species. 
Chrysalis had basically accepted this. 
Personally, she wanted to return to the changeling empire's days of glory, in which changelings kidnapped and emotionally manipulated large numbers of people into providing the most pure, devoted, insane love in the land… but that was not entirely practical. The changelings simply did not have that kind of power anymore, and many of the single letter changelings, like α and β, disagreed with that vision. While Chrysalis technically had supreme authority over her hive, she could not afford to lose the loyalty of the single letters—the only drones intelligent enough to organize the others and run deep cover operations. So, she conceded to them in that one small way. Even though she felt it slightly undignified, she let her hive feed themselves with intercourse however they wished. After all, in the end, she had to admit that the nourishment her hive could get from one night stands was nothing to sneeze at, and much more easily obtained. 
But there was one thing she would definitely not stand for. 
Relationships between changelings. 
Sometimes, in their youth, changelings would, while coming to grips with their powers… experiment with each other, and this was acceptable. After all, how else would they learn how to simulate the throes of passion? Better to learn it there than risk exposing themselves in the field.
But for adult changelings to do such a thing? No. Never. It was impossible for changelings to feed each other, so it just wasted energy. Those relationships could be very intense—but in the end, it would do nothing but waste resources.
And so people who had been tempted by that siren song, like β, had to remain in hiding, for fear of being exiled, or worse…
"Look, α, if I'm making you uncomfortable…"
"No, no, it's fine," α said. He paused. "The only reason I'd hate you… is Chrysalis. And I'm not going to listen to her anymore. Not a single word."
β stiffened up at the bit at that statement. Most changelings would. "You aren't?"
"She led us to our death for completely selfish reasons," α said. "I don't feel any loyalty to her."
"But that's…!"
"Madness? Are you saying it's okay that this…" He gestured at their surroundings. "…is our new normal?"
β was silent. "I… I don't like her, but…"
"You never actually thought of leaving her?"
"Of course! That would mean…"
"Leaving the hive."
The two stopped. They were quite a ways away from most of the other changelings at this point.
"But that's treason!" β said, although his voice quavered, as if he was unsure. "We—you can't just abandon the hive like that!"
α glared. "I can, and I will."
"You can't make it out there!"
"I don't expect to. But at least I'll die on my own terms."
β jerked. "Are you even a changeling?" he said, slowly. "What kind of changeling would just selfishly commit suicide like that!? Yeah, I was talking big earlier, but that's because I wanted to help the hive, not leave it!"
α, despite being significantly more injured than β, stood strong. Even before he said anything, his posture made it clear that he wasn't planning on giving up anytime soon. 
And, in that moment, with the adrenaline rushing to his brain, and potentially clouding his thought process a bit, he pulled a stunt that would forever go down in changeling history.
α inhaled. "Would it matter if I wasn't?"
"What?"
"A changeling."
β blinked a few times, unable to think of a useful response to that. His mouth opened and closed, various words and sounds almost coming to the surface but not quite completing themselves. The sound of the stream, once again, seemed to get louder, but this time, the sound of some birds broke the silence, making the atmosphere somehow even thicker. 
β slowly looked over α's insectoid, chitinous, clearly changeling body. "…but… you… are."
"But you just said…"
β regretted his words, although not entirely for the reason he thought he would. "α, I was being… metaphorical."
"No, no, you have a point. If I was really a changeling, I would never doubt Chrysalis, right?"
"Look, I…"
"So, there's one logical conclusion." α paused. "What if I was… a double agent!?"
β was suddenly not sure where α was going with this. "…excuse me?"
"Celestia's finest, sent to infiltrate a changeling hive and spread the evils of truth and love. Special Agent Sweetie Drop's first… and last… male partner."
"Er, what?"
With a flash of light, α's form was replaced with that of some random unicorn pony. "Behold! My true form!"
β facelegged. "α, you just shapeshifted. Which only changelings can do. Speaking of which, don't hurt yoursel—"
"I could be a pony disguised as a changeling!"
β rolled his eyes. "For Chrysalis' sake, ponies can't shapeshift!"
"They could have found a way. Magic. I don't know. They could have developed it as a secret military technology. Can you think of anything to contradict that?" Then, with another flash of light, α returned to his original form.
"There, look!" β said, pointing at him. "You just changed back! If a pony was your real form, you'd stay like that, because it'd be less energy, right!?"
"I can do what I want," α said. "That doesn't necessarily prove I'm not actually a pony double agent."
β was lost for words.
"Look, I'm talking hypotheticals here, okay?" α said. "I'm not actually a pony in disguise." He looked around shiftily. "Probably."
"…right."
"But what if I was one?" α's face suddenly grew a shade more serious. "What would you do? Would you care for me? Would we be friends? Or would you kill me, here and now?"
β stared at α for a couple seconds. "You… you actually had a point to that."
"Of course I did."
β inhaled. "It's not a difficult question to answer, though."
α cocked his head, almost disappointed. "It… isn't?"
"No, of course not," β said. "Ponies, and other species, aren't changelings' enemies, for Chrysalis' sake. We don't hate them. They're our food source. Do you think wild animals hate the prey they catch? Do you think they want to kill things to eat them? Of course not! They just don't have a more efficient way to sustain themselves. If they had a way to eat without harming their prey, I'm sure they would do it. And… the thing is, we do have a way to eat without harming our prey. So why should we?"
α considered that response. "So, you'd stay with me."
"Yes," β said. "I wouldn't… quite feel the same way about you as if you were a changeling, but… well, if you had infiltrated us for that long, you'd be a better changeling than most changelings, to be honest. Even if this was just a job for you, your skills would still make a valuable contribution to the hive. And… the stunt you pulled just now… would prove that this isn't just a job for you. The most important part about you… that you want to help us… no, that you want to help others in general… would remain the same."
α was silent. "And what would Chrysalis say?"
"What?"
"To that question."
β sighed. "She'd probably say to lock you up in the dungeon and eat you."
α stepped over a few rocks and touched β's shoulder. "And which one of those answers do you think represents the true heart of a changeling more?"
β didn't need to give a response. They both knew what the answer to that question was.
This time, it was α that led the way, even though he was still limping. "Come on, let's go."
"Go where?"
"Away. I don't know. Somewhere."
"What will we do?"
"I don't know. Something. But at the very least, we won't harm things… like the hive's been doing." α paused. "Even if it's just two of us… even if it's just me… I want to show the world that there can be moral changelings. I want to show the world… the true heart of a changeling."
α looked back. And even though that future was uncertain, when β looked into his eyes, he could not help but feel that, even if their journey were to end in failure, it would be a noble quest, one that he would be perfectly happy dying for.
"I'm in," he said, and walked up to α's side.
α smiled. "You know, I really did like your idea. Maybe we can…"
"α."
α looked a little surprised. "What?"
"One condition, though."
"What?"
β's face hardened.
"No more stupid hypothetical questions. That one made my head hurt."
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