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		Description

Octavia was just a small filly. She knew the world around her was bad, but she was safe. One night, a man proved to her that this wasn't true, and from there on, it was her decision as to what to do.
Or yours, seeing as this is a comment driven story in a dark form of Equestria, riddled with gangs, murderers, and thieves. Leave comments on specific chapters to vote and respect the deadlines I put on voting.
Genre and character tags will be added as necessary.
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		Prologue: Childhood



	Thief snuggled further into his hiding place as the rain started soaking through his cloak. He was thankful it had stayed to a light drizzle, but after having stayed hidden outside the alley for five hours, even his thick wool cloak was having difficulty keeping dry. However, he knew that soon he would be moving, and the cloak would be discarded.
A light went out at the end of the street and Thief’s eyes flicked over, taking in the elegantly dressed ponies quickly attempting to trot off of the streets. Night was falling, and they didn’t want to be out when the thugs came out. They’re too weak, too vulnerable. They relied on guards and walls to keep them safe. He smiled to himself as he turned his attention back to the mansion across the street from him. That will not be enough tonight
Shadows rarely drifted across the windows of the lower floors, but there were always shadows within the third floor. That was where the family slept, so of course a higher amount of caution was taken there. That was where their jewels were kept. That is also where one of Luna’s accountants rested his head at night. A smaller shadow passed one of the windows and the constant shadow left as he possibly escorted the accountant’s daughter to bed. I can only hope my intel is right on that.
However, the other guards were changing as well, and none of the guards downstairs were looking outside. Now was his time to move.
Thief stood up and shifted his cloak off, leaving it on a pile of boxes beside him. Even in this part of town a heavy wool jacket will be gone by sunrise. However, he didn't need it. It was only here to make sure the guards saw what they wanted to. That he was out here, and they were safe inside.
He went to a low crawl, constantly scanning the windows as the guards shifted into position. He froze on the dark lawn as the front door slowly creaked open. Out came a guard who scanned the area as he yawned. For a moment Thief felt the stallion’s eyes on him, but it was only a glance over before he headed inside.
He continued his crawl until he got to the east wall. It had only one window, and no side exits. This meant no accidental guards or servants, but the hall the window was supposed to lead into was on the other end then the accountant’s bedroom. Thief sighed to himself as he pressed into his iron boots.
They weren’t quiet, they weren’t subtle, but they were effective. He brought one of his hooves up to his face to inspect the razor sharp needles that now protruded them. For the earth pony who needs to be high as a pegasus. 
He rolled his eyes as he remembered the sales pitch from the tale, but was grateful for it at the same time. His father had been one of the only people to realize how useful they could be before the man was killed and the product lost. Now Thief put a hoof against one of the stones in the wall and pressed the spider boot down. The scraping burned into his mind, but the nails were made to drive into stone and soon sank into it like butter. Cold butter, but butter nonetheless.
Thief slowly climbed up the side of the building, his short purple tail flicking back and forth as he got closer to his prey. However, this excitement mixed with the burning in his legs as he reached the window made him careless. He forced the pane open and hopped in, causing the table in front of it to come crashing down and the guard to be immediately notified of his presence.
Thief moved quickly, slamming an iron boot into the stallion’s head, but not before he got out, “Intrudargh!”
He clenched the release mechanism in the boots (admittedly the biggest flaw in them) and gave up stealth as he rushed down the hall. He knew he still had plenty of time, but only if he hurried. A door opened and he readied to slam down of his front hooves and buck the obstacle away.
However, it wasn’t an obstacle. It was a small filly with black hair and a gray coat in soft silk pajamas. She turned to the black stallion rushing down the hall and gave him a small smile and waved. Thief slammed his hooves down on the tile and stood towering over her, staring down at her with piercing green eyes.
“My name is Octavia. What’s your’s, and why is there so much noise? Is something wrong? Do I need to hide?”
Thief spent a few moments studying the filly. He figured the girl to be maybe five or six years old, and yet was still very cute for being at the snot nosed brat stage in life. However, he was here for her father and not her.
He stepped forward and the filly put a soft hoof onto his boot. “Please stay. I’m scared. We’ve never been attacked before, and a guard is supposed to come to my room when I go into hiding. Are you supposed to come to my room? I haven’t seen you before. Please tell me you’re new.”
Thief bit into his lip as he stared into the watery purple globes of fear. She is so young. His mind turned much darker as a scowl crossed his face. And you weren’t much older when Luna ordered your father dead simply to take care of a nuisance! Now go finish your job. Thief glanced back into the eyes and felt another tug on his heart as he heard the clattering of hooves coming up the stairs.
Think fast! Danger is soon approaching but you have to do something. Do you
A) Say nothing and continue on your grisly business
B) Punish the stubborn filly for having impeded your vengeance
C) Console the filly of her fears


			Author's Notes: 
Voting ends midnight August 8th, 2014.


	
		Ch. 1: The Ball


			Author's Notes: 
Option C was the vote. Voting will end this time at midnight on August 21.



	Octavia giggled as her hair was tousled by the black stallion. “Don’t worry little one, nothing’s happening. However, do you want to pretend there is something going on?”
She gave him a puzzled look. “But it’s bedtime?”
“Yes, but with all of this excitement, do you really think you’ll be able to get to bed?” He glanced over his shoulder as the clamor on the stairs grew louder. “Why don’t you be a cop, and I be a robber? You’ll go into your bedroom, count to ten, and then come find me. Afterwards, you can go to sleep.”
Octavia nodded as she smiled up at the strange colt and trotted back into her room. At about seven her door burst open with a guard coming in yelling, “Octavia, Octavia,”
======+++++======

”Octavia!”
She almost jumped out of her coat as her mother shook her awake. “You don’t have much time before we go. Now get dressed. Tonight is too important to be ruined by something as stupid as a lazy teenager.”
Octavia mumbled, “woman,” as she crawled out of bed and went to her dresser. She gave herself a small smile before giving out a small yawn. I suppose it makes sense that I would dream of that night on the ten year anniversary of it.” Of course it hadn’t been the first time she had dreamt of it, especially after she was finally told that the man was thought to have been after her or her father’s life. She gave a small shiver as she finished brushing her hair.
Octavia slipped into a loose black satin dress. It had a split up the side to make sure her cello cutie mark could still be seen for all to admire. Coming out of her room she nodded at the two guards and swiftly trotted down to the foyer. Her father, a white coated and yellow maned stallion, glanced up as she came down the stairs and beamed at her.
“I can’t believe my daughter was invited to play at the Rogue’s Ball. I am so proud of you.”
Octavia hugged her father before stepping back and smirking at him. “And I’m certain your connection to Queen Luna had nothing to do with that?”
Her father sighed. “I wish it had. I only mentioned that I had a daughter who played the cello during our latest yearly meeting. It doesn’t matter though. What does is that you play your best tonight and do your family proud.”
“And that you make sure to stay you. Those rouges will probably be after a beautiful mare like you who is new to being full grown. Don’t let them take advantage of you.”
Octavia watched as her mother’s eyes darted to her father and then went down. She put a hoof against her mother’s chest with a confident smile. “I understand mom. I promise to do my best.” The two hugged just as the doorbell rang.
Octavia watched as the door swung open and revealed an old bearded brown stallion in a patched together tuxedo. “Hello, I am here to pick up a miss Octavia.” He didn’t wait for anyone to respond before walking up to her. “I hope you are ready.”
Octavia glanced over and thanked a servant as her cello was brought to her. “Thank you, and I am ready sir.”
He nodded and sighed. “I am sorry I can’t help you with that. How do you plan on.” He became silent as Octavia tipped the cello and allowed it to fall onto her back while her knees bent slightly. “I suppose we can go then.”
Once within the carriage that the stallion had brought, he said, “My name is Alert. I am one of Queen Luna’s principle advisors and you should be honored to find yourself playing tonight. I have no idea who it was that requested you play, but you will follow the rules of the Rogue’s ball even if it was the Queen herself. Understood?”
Octavia cleared her throat before nodding slightly.
“Good. Now, you will not discuss the ball with anyone who was not there, including your parents. If you are invited to next year’s, you will not divulge the location, time, and date even upon penalty of death. Finally, you are to commit no crimes to one another. This is an event for the underground’s best to get together and trade secrets and create their fragile partnerships. We will not be having any trouble during this, or else.”
Octavia nodded again before asking, “What do you mean by ‘or else’?”
The stallion waited for a few moments before responding in a grim tone. “Luna is in attendance. If someone breaks the rules, she will punish the offender personally.”
Octavia nodded, the weight of the night threatening to crush her. She felt questions race through her mind, but dismissed them all, afraid now to get the answers. She was silent as she was escorted out of the carriage and sent through a backdoor that led underground. The corridor was silent, and lit only by dim red lights. Finally, they reached a door and it swung open as she reached the bottom step.
“Hi there!”
Octavia took a step back as the pair of giant yellow eyes came in close. “My name is Lyra, and I’ll be playing with you on stage tonight.”
Octavia recovered and held her hoof out. “Octavia, and it is a pleasure to meet you.” After pausing she added, “Have you done this before?”
Lyra shook her head. “No, but one of the others told me that for the most part it’s peaceful. The rules don’t allow much horseplay, and a lot of these colts relish in the chance to relax. However, I would keep your bow nearby. I hear not all of the stallions here are very polite when it comes to treating hotties like us.”
Octavia rolled her eyes at the compliment. “We should be getting ready. How long do we have to practice?”
“An hour. We play for the first five hours, and then a second set of musicians will be taking our place.”
Octavia glanced at her cello and felt her heart begin to race. Her cello wasn’t of poor quality, but she had never performed for that long before. I haven’t even practiced that long at once. She shook the worry out of her head and went to where the pianist and singer were waiting.
Octavia fell into the practice, but could never shake the fear in herself that something was going to go wrong. However, the practice went well, and they organized themselves for the performance, confident each was ready for this. That was before the  curtain was pulled away and standing on the stage was Queen Luna.
She stood tall with her long dark blue legs. Her starry mane almost drifted back to where their singer was standing, and the mare must have been experience as she didn’t flinch as the tail tickled her leg. She glanced back, the light blue armor she wore under her purple dress shined in the spotlight. In the middle of the chest plate was the element of magic which glowed with a soft purple light.  She gave them a small smile before spreading her wings and flying to a balcony high above.
Octavia turned as Lyra tapped her and gave her a shaky smile. She returned the gesture and raised her bow. She looked out at the crowd, before closing her eyes and beginning the music. She lost herself to it, dismissing her fears and worries to the beauty of the sounds that surrounded her. The five hours passed in a blur, and she panted as the new band relieved them.
“You were fantastic! I would love some tips on how you didn’t let this get to you.” Lyra gave out a large yawn and giggled slightly as she covered her mouth. “Sorry. I’m a little tired, so if you want, we can talk in the break room they have for us. Well, at least as long as I’m not passed out before you get there.”
Octavia nodded as Lyra slowly trotted away. She glanced at her cello and bit into her lip. Regardless of Lyra’s compliment, she had heard the strings coming out of tune in the last half-hour. Before she could give too much thought to how long the tuning process would take, a spindly dirty orange colt raced up to her.
“Er, are you Octavia?”
She smiled at the awkward young messenger. “Yes I am. What is it?”
“You have been requested for a private show with the mare that insisted you play tonight. She won’t reveal her identity now, but she will if you say yes.”
Octavia hesitated before answering. She was exhausted, and her strings might break if she didn’t treat them. She groaned at the thought of how long repairing her strings might take. Maybe Lyra has the right idea of just relaxing?
Do you think Lyra is right? Or should Octavia further her career with this private performance for a stranger? And if she does, what of her cello?
A: Go relax with Lyra
B: Tune her strings and treat her cello
C: Perform for her mysterious benefactor
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