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		Description

Spike's been the piano player at this rundown tavern for a year now, it had slowly become part of him. The usual crowd knows him well, as he knows them. But Octavia wasn't part of the usual crowd.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					9 O'Clock on a Saturday

					Dust In The Wind

					Dead Promises

					Another Day, Another Bit.

					Hallowed Be Thy Name

		

	
		9 O'Clock on a Saturday



	The bar smelled of cheap booze and cigarette smoke on this Saturday evening, though that was no different then normal in this hole in the wall pub. The chatter was smothered with the sorrowful tune of a piano. 9 o'clock, the usual patrons shuffle inside, allowing the door to close behind them with a click. Spike knew them each by name.  There was an old stallion beside him making love with his drink, his eyes glassy, taking a stroll down memory lane. It wasn't long before he turned to Spike. The dragon had grown in the passed few years, now the size of a full grown stallion. 
“Son, can play me a memory?” It was the usual request, a sad song for a sad old war horse. A few bits dropped into his jar and he allowed his claws to dance along the keys. The stallion gave a sorrowful smile as he allowed the music to take him.
The bartender is a friend of Spikes, and even offers him drinks for free. He loves to joke, and is quick to give a helping hoof, but Spike knows there's somewhere else he'd rather be then here.
“Spike, this is just killing me.” The bartender spoke, his usual smile vanishing, and in its place a frown that spoke of broken dreams. “I'm sure I could make it big if I could just get out of this place.” Spike knew, for certain, he could, but he was in so deep with his bar now that he couldn't get out of the business as easily as he thought.
Derpy was mailmare with a heart of gold, but after her husband left her, she never went looking for another. The hurt was still there, in her unfocused eyes as she nursed her drink. Spike assumed that Dinky was at her babysitter's while her mother drowned her troubles. She's talking to Caramel, who was still in the royal guard and probably would be all his life. They'd both go home at the end of the night, lonely and hurting, but at least the alcohol would numb their pain for a time.
The bell above the door jingles as the door opens, just in time for Spike to finish the song. He earns no applause, he wasn't expecting any, everypony's eyes turned to look at the new-comer, then returned to their drinks. She looked especially put out, her long, raven mane was askew, her face tear-stained and her eyes bloodshot red.
She approached the bar, her eyes downcast, obviously consumed by her own thoughts. Spike, however, couldn't take his eyes off of her. He'd seen so many mares and stallions come in looking like that, and every time it tugged at his heart strings. He started to play again, this time throwing his heart into it. Every time somepony new came to the bar, they had one free song he would play for them.
Everypony in the bar let the music and drink drown their troubles for the time being.

Spike counted the bits in the jar, but just from looking at it he knew it wasn't much. He sighed in frustration. Last call had sounded not that long ago, and everypony had filtered out of the bar, save the employees and a certain gray mare. She approached him slowly, eyes uncertain. He looked up to find her standing by his piano, looking like she wanted to flee.
“If you want another song, you're gonna have to come back tomorrow.” He said gruffly, she simply flinched. He could tell she was in a fragile state, and he wasn't making it better by being rude. He adjusted his tone and tried again, apologizing as he did. “Sorry, my troubles aren't your problem, what can I do for you, miss..?” He left it open, waiting for her to give her name.
“Octavia.” She filled in the blank, though hesitantly. Spike's eyes lit with recognition.
“From the famous Canterlot String Quartet?” He questioned, almost amazed to see someone so well known and talented here, of all places. Her eyes welled with renewed tears, and Spike guessed he said something wrong. “Pony Joe.” He called the bartender, who sighed and looked to him. “Can I get a round?” He asked apologetically.

“So they kicked you out?” He asked for clarification, he received a nod of confirmation. He was blown away by her story, it seemed like she just had an off day and nothing went her way all the way to the end of it. Anything that could go wrong, went wrong, from being dumped by her marefriend to getting kicked out of her apartment to losing her job.
“Stuck up buckers.” He cursed the stuffed shirts up in Canterlot. He grew up there, he knew very well how the citizens of the higher class carried themselves and handled others like they were play-things.
Spike also knew what it was like being out of a job, he had moved out of the library only a year ago into an apartment building down the way. Rent was due soon and he had to find a way to grease his land-lord's hooves before he was out on the street, or worse, back under Twilight's roof.
He felt his heart go out to the mare, she was alone and on the streets, all thanks to Celestia knows what causing her to have a bad day. It could be luck, it could be karma, it could be anything or everything, but Spike wasn't one to let somepony go without, even if it put him in a bad position.
“Do you have anywhere to stay?” He asked, unsure of how to go about this. When he saw her shake her head slightly, eyes locked on her bottle, Spike knew what he would do. “Well, I'm in need of a roommate. Rent's due soon, and the land-lord is getting on my back about it. How about it?” He suggested.
Octavia wasn't sure if it was the alcohol or not, but something told her it was better then sleeping in some alley, even if everything logical told her that staying with a stranger, a dragon stranger at that, would be bad. She found herself nodding.

The apartment was a depressing scene. It's walls were white and bare, with only one window that had its curtains pulled closed. The only feature the living room held was a brown, slightly ragged couch and a little table beside it holding pictures of what Octavia assumed were his friends. She settled herself onto the couch as Spike, whom had introduced himself embarrassingly late, went to get her a blanket and pillow.
“I know its not much, but you need to make due, sometimes.” He spoke as he looked through the hall closet. There wasn't much in there either, just a broom and some extra sheets. He grabbed a sheet, deciding it was better then nothing. Once he returned to the mare, she was already sound asleep. Her chest rising and falling slowly with each breath.
She looked so distraught earlier, and even now the look of hurt were etched onto her features. Spike draped the sheet over her sleeping form and walked to his room, his bed calling out to him. It wasn't long after flopping onto the bed that his exhaustion overcame him and let him fall into a deep sleep.

	
		Dust In The Wind



	The sweet embrace of unconsciousness gave way to the incessant beeping of his alarm, which Spike vowed to destroy everyday. He rolled over onto his side and felt around the top of it, looking for the off button. Just when he was growing frustrated with the annoying device, he found it. The beeping stopped and he shrugged out of the blanket, stretching much like a cat would after a nice nap. Though his sleep had been dreamless, it had been restful. He stumbled out of bed and shuffled his way out of his door.
He heard some sort of noise from the kitchen and suddenly his body was on high alert. He pressed against the wall in the short hallway that led to the kitchen and living room and sidled carefully toward the sound. Dishes clattered and he heard his coffee maker beep, signaling it had finished brewing the Celestia-blessed liquid.
Whoever had broken into his home was making coffee. He didn't know whether to feel outraged or confused, so he settled on seeing for himself just who this mystery pony was. He felt beads of sweat form on his forehead as he came to the corner where the hall met kitchen. Now or never, he thought.
Octavia poured two mugs of coffee. There weren't many dishes to choose from, and most were of abnormal size, even by a stallion's standards. She had decided to use a smaller, red mug with a big heart on it and the words 'World's Best Sister' written in extremely curly writing, it being the only mug her size. The other she poured the caffeinated nectar into was big and purple, though it had no other significant qualities to it.
She added a bit of sugar to her's, leaving the other alone, and took a small sip. Pure bliss overcame her, it was perfect. She was just glad it was a good blend, it wasn't extravagant by any means, but it also wasn't some sludge some ponies bought just because it was a bit cheaper. She found herself, eyes closed, enjoying the energy-giving drink as much as she could. One of the few things in life she could afford to enjoy anymore. She let her eyes flutter opened, and she found herself looking straight at a dragon. She couldn't help herself and released a noise of distress that sounded alarmingly like a 'meep' and almost dropped her mug.
Spike had remembered, as soon as he saw her, what had transpired the night before. He felt silly for thinking someone would break into his apartment. Who would break into the home of a dragon, no matter how harmless he seemed? He couldn't help himself but to admire her for a moment. She had fixed her mane, and her eyes were no longer red from crying, in this light she looked stunning. He was about to walk into the kitchen when she spotted him and nearly jumped out of her fur.
“Sorry,” he apologized hastily, “didn't mean to startle you.” Spike rubbed the spines on the back of his neck, he saw the mug she was drinking from. It was Twilight's, his surrogate sister, but he didn't really mind someone else using it just this once. He approached the other mug that sit on the counter by the coffee machine, he picked it up and sipped it. The bitter taste was just what he needed, and he couldn't help but lose himself in the warmth that grew in his stomach.
Octavia watched him cautiously for only a moment's time before returning to her own mug. She wracked her mind, trying to think of where she could go from here. The silence wasn't exactly awkward, but it wasn't comfortable either. It was just that, silence. The two were too busy engulfed by their thoughts and drinks to talk. It wasn't long, however, that their mugs had run dry, and as Spike went to pour another, he spoke.
“The newspaper is probably here by now.” He hinted, now that she was out of a job she would need to get another, lest she be another homeless mare like the many others that had begun to clutter the streets as of late, the economy being what it was now. Octavia knew what he was trying to say, that she should look into the classifieds. She knew he was putting up with her now, but if she wanted to stay, she'd need to put some bits up for room and board. She huffed silently, and Spike offered an apologetic smile to her.
The paper held no real good options, but that didn't stop her from rereading it thrice over as she rest on he couch. Spike noticed her worry, and sighed. He held sway with a few of the local businesses, and even had a few favors owed to him, it was just one request away and he could probably get her a job at Sugar Cube Corner, or even The Carousel Boutique.
It was nearing 8 o'clock, and Spike had errands to run today before he went to work. He didn't really want to leave a strange mare alone in his home with all his possessions, but he really didn't have anything worth stealing in the first place, so he decided it would be fine to leave her to her own devices while he went about his business.
“Listen, I have some things I have to do.” He spoke hesitantly, as if afraid he would scare her off. “I don't have an extra key to give you, so you can choose. You can stay here, or you can come with me.” Octavia looked at him strangely, did he trust her in his home, alone? She simply sighed and stood from the couch. Spike took that she would be coming with him. Though she rarely spoke, Spike didn't seem to have much trouble with figuring out what she was trying to say. 

The Sugar Cube Corner was just as bright and colorful as it had been those very few years ago he first came to Ponyville. The only thing that really had changed was that Pinkie was slowly starting to take more and more responsibility from the Cakes. That wasn't to say she matured much. She was still Ponyville's resident party enthusiast, she just had a little less time to party was all. The bell on the door rang as he pushed the it opened. Octavia stood there, staring at him as he just held it opened. What was he doing?
“Uh. Ladies first?” He was unsure why she didn't immediately understand the gesture, but after he spoke, something in her brain kicked in and she suddenly felt very embarrassed for not realizing sooner he was just being a gentlecolt, or in this case, gentledragon. She hurried through the door, as to not waste more of his time.
Spike followed her in, a bit puzzled, but the sight of the pink mare at the counter flushed all thoughts of bewilderment from his mind. Pinkie Pie still looked very much the same, her poofy cotton-candy mane bounced as her head twisted to look in his direction.
“Spiky!” She bounded over the counter, startling her current customer at the register, and landed right on him. Spike grunted as he was forced to hold the party-pony in his arms, lest she hit the tiled floor. “Oh, its been aaaages!” she squealed, “Oh, and you brought a marefriend! You sly dog.” She elbowed him in the chest lightly.
Spike sputtered, setting down the pink mare and attempting to explain the situation. He wasn't very successful. Octavia felt the heat rise to her face, she felt very out of place with the two friends, not to mention the mistake of her dating the dragon.
“Oh, don't you worry, Spike. Pinkie understands.” She winked at him, misunderstanding his staggeringly bad attempts to get her off the track she had placed herself on. Octavia was finding herself rather tired of this whole episode as it ran on for a few moments longer.
“I'm not his marefriend.” She spoke in a dignified yet blunt way. Pinkie gasped in shock.
“Don't tell me you're breaking up?!” She howled, pressing her hooves to her face in horror.
“We were never together, Pinkie.” Spike finally composed himself, dragging a clawed hand down his face. “I'm just giving her a helping claw, since she's been down on her luck lately. That's what I'm here about, actually.”
Pinkie Pie calmed herself back down to her usual bubbly self and trotted back behind the register, having remembered that she actually had a customer.
“Oh, you need help? Thank you for shopping at Sugar Cube Corner!” She split her conversation between her friend and her customer. When he left, grumbling about poor service, she returned her attention to Spike and Octavia. “What do you need, Spiky? You can ask Pinkie anything!”
“I was hoping you had an opening.” He said, fiddling with his claws. He wasn't used to asking for such a favor. “Octavia here really needs a job.” He hoped and prayed to Celestia that she would accept, and little did he know Octavia was doing much the same.
“Oh,” Pinkie's mane deflated with an audible noise of a balloon losing all its air. “I'm sorry, Spiky, but we don't have any room for any more employees.” Her hair suddenly shot back to its old shape. “What about Pony Joe's Tavern? I'm sure you can convince Pony Joe to hire her on!” Spike didn't think that was the best of plans, but everypony was hurting for bits lately, he knew that she was probably right. Though Octavia didn't strike him as the 'waitress' type.

Spike and Octavia had gone to every business that Spike knew the owners of, which was actually quite a few. Though each had the same reply to his request. An apologetic decline. And to make matters worse, it was nearing 3 P.M, and Spike would need to be at the tavern when it opened.
“One last option.” He spoke slowly, and Octavia's downcast eyes looked up at him. “The tavern.” She was aghast, drinking in that rundown bar was one thing, but working there? How far could the musician possibly fall?
“I know its not ideal.” Spike sighed, sensing her distress about this situation. “But, its the last option I have left to me.” The bar wasn't actually that far away, thankfully, they had arrived in mere minutes. The duo walked up to the door, Spike unlocked it, as Pony Joe trusted him to open and close the place sometimes, and he held the door opened again. Octavia had caught onto this as a usual thing for him and trotted inside.
The mood was very different in the tavern without his music flowing through it, it wasn't the same light, yet still sad, feel. It was, instead, just depressing. It was dimly lit and Pony Joe was pulling chairs from the tops of the tables and placing them at their side. Spike wordlessly began to do the same.
While the pair did their usual routine, Octavia spotted something on the small, elevated section of floor that served as the stage. Besides just a piano was a few other instruments. The one that caught her attention was a cello.
Spike set the last chair on the floor and slid it under the table it belonged too and started to mentally prepare himself for his job, soon the patrons would filter in and they would all have some kind of trouble for him to relieve them of with his music and Joe's drinks. 
His thought process was broken, however, when a sad melody reached his ears.

	
		Dead Promises



	The day had been slow, barely a handful of ponies came to the tavern at a time and it was already getting to be 12 A.M. Spike recognized them all, and they him, but none of them bothered to drop any bits. The dragon couldn't blame them, times were rough, though it didn't smother his frustration. If he didn't get enough bits soon he didn't know what he'd do.
Octavia sat at the bar, nursing a drink, non-alcoholic, since she was on the clock and it was very hard to play the cello when tipsy. Pony Joe had hired her at the request of Spike, or at least that’s what he told them. In reality he was moved by her playing and thought another musician would attract more of a crowd.
A cream colored mare shuffled her way over to him, by the way she swayed Spike guessed she had a few too many. He recognized her as Bon Bon, and from the hint of pain in her eyes, he could only assume she and Lyra had another argument. It was probably over bills, like usual.
She leaned against his piano and looked at him, her eyes half lidded and what she probably thought was a flirty smile on her mouth. Her breath reeked of alcohol, but Spike didn't tell her to shove off, he simply smiled back.
“What can I do for you?” After he spoke, he instantly regretted his choice of words.
“I'm invisible.” She slurred, and Spike was caught off guard by the drunken tone and dialogue.
“Really?” He asked sarcastically, his patience wouldn't last long, but he could bear to humor her.
“Can you see me?” She asked, her eyes widening slightly as she spoke.
“Yeah.” Spike replied, raising an eyebrow. Where was this going?
“How about tomorrow night then?” She giggled and sat down beside him on the piano bench. Spike couldn't believe he fell for such a stupid pick-up line, but he was intrigued. Maybe her and Lyra split up? He knew Bon Bon was a 'switch-hitter' so to speak. 
“Whats wrong with tonight?” He asked, and she leaned against him, giggling drunkenly. “I get off at 2 A.M, think you can last that long?” He challenged, earning a grin that spoke of false promises. He was a lonely dragon, and even if he knew it was wrong to take advantage of a mare, it wasn't like he hadn't done this before. The wrongness had faded away long ago.
Spike scrawled his address onto a scrap of paper he kept nearby just in case of such an emergency and slid it into Bon Bon's saddle bag, giving her a reassuring wink. She stumbled off in a drunken daze to go about her business.
Octavia looked up from her drink and at Spike, she saw Bon Bon shuffle away, swaying this way and that. Spike looked sort of happy with himself, lighting up that cigarette, and she wondered what he could have possibly accomplished.

She found out later that night as they arrived back at 'their' apartment to find the mare waiting for him, leaning against the wall beside his door. She was a little more drunk then the last time he saw her. Octavia got barely any sleep that night, thanks to all the disturbing noises coming from the only bedroom the apartment held.
“Oh my Celestia, Lyra!!” She heard, and couldn't help but feel sick. Was this dragon so deprived?
It didn't hurt Spike that she cried somepony's name during their 'ritual.' It was only natural, and he didn't exactly care for the mare anyway. They simply continued as if nothing had happened, because, to an extent, nothing did happen. Nothing that either of them cared about, anyway.

The next morning, Octavia awoke at her usual time. She had the strangest tendency to awaken at 6 o'clock sharp no matter how little sleep she got, and this time it was certainly evident how little sleep she did get. She slid off the couch and made her way into the kitchen and began to make coffee, just as she did the morning before.
It wasn't much longer before she heard Spike's alarm, and the dragon appeared looking better then she had seen him ever before. He took his mug and filled it to the brim with the black liquid. They stood in same silence as the other morning, only it was awkward for Octavia. She wasn't sure how to feel about the night previous. It was his home, after all.
“Sorry about last night,” He spoke in a small voice, “I had no idea Bon Bon could make so much noise.”
Octavia sighed quietly, shaking her head. A silent sign that it was fine. Though she didn't really approve of the situation, it was his business and not her's.
“Oh dear, sweet Celestia...” Bon Bon muttered as she walked crookedly out of the bedroom and into the living room, she spotted the pair in the kitchen and walked over, she wore a look of shame and pain. She had a hangover and she was regretting what she had done, both these things Spike was prepared for.
“Do you need help getting home, Bon Bon?” Spike asked quietly, as to not aggravate her already pounding headache. She simply shook her head slowly in reply. “Would you like a cup of coffee?” Another shake of her head.
“Can you just... Keep this between us, Spike?” She asked, ashamed. Spike nodded with a small smile, he would rather this didn't get out too.
Bon Bon left soon after, declining any help from the dragon, and Octavia simply stayed silent. Spike didn't seem to regret what he had done, but he didn't seem like it mattered much to him either. To the dragon, it was just like therapy or a trip to the spa. These stressful times called for unconventional means of relaxation.
The odd pair lounged around the apartment for a while longer, Octavia reading the newspaper and Spike making a shopping list, it being Monday, the day he got his check and the day he went out to gather the essentials of living.

“Oh, Spike! When did you get a marefriend?” The purple mare had the most blunt and untactful way of socializing, that hadn't changed at all over the years. Twilight Sparkle, like Pinkie Pie, had mistaken the presence of a mare she didn't know as something more then it really was.
“She isn't my marefriend!” Spike practically screamed, gathering the attention of nearly all the ponies in the marketplace. It wasn't long before they turned back to their business, seeing that it wasn't anything interesting, just Spike.
Twilight mouthed a small 'oh' and blushed, embarrassed for coming to such a conclusion. Octavia had to admit, the continued confusion of their status of not being a couple was becoming a bit funny to her.
“Then, who is she?” She questioned, she looked at Octavia and smiled a friendly smile. “I'm Twilight Sparkle, Spike's sister.” Octavia raised her brow at that. Sister? Then that mug she's been using must be her's.
“I'm Octavia.” She said, with a small 'ahem.' Twilight didn't seem to recognize her by name alone, not that it mattered to Octavia. She wasn't part of the Canterlot String Quartet anymore. She was just a simple mare, living with a dragon, working at a hole in the wall pub.
“It's nice to meet you, Octavia!” She spoke happily. Spike cleared his throat to catch his sister's attention. “What is it, Spike?”
“I have to be at work at 3, Twi, and I don't even have half of what's on my shopping list.” He didn't want to sound rude, but he was in a hurry. “I'll visit you tomorrow.” He smiled down at her, Tuesday's were his day off. “Promise.” They embraced for the briefest of moments before they split.

That night, the bar wasn't much better then Sunday night, it being a Monday, though a few ponies did request some songs of the pair. They sounded much better together then either did alone, the each had to admit. Octavia even found herself having fun while she played beside Spike.
Fun, that wasn't something she had in a long while.

	
		Another Day, Another Bit.



	Spike hadn't brought any mares home that night, much to Octavia's relief. Even though she had decided it wasn't her business what he did in his apartment, she still liked to sleep. In fact, the musical duo were still at the bar passed closing time. Pony Joe had left, leaving it up to Spike to lock up when he left. They were sharing a drink, nothing fancy like Pony Joe could mix up, just a bottle of gin.
Spike was getting increasingly drunk and the mare beside him was getting increasingly beautiful, with every glass of the toxin she got prettier and prettier to the point he couldn't take his eyes off her. Octavia was getting uncomfortable under his gazes, though she was indeed getting tipsy, she handled the alcohol far better then the dragon, staying refined with relative ease.
Octavia was forced to help the dragon walk home, given he was, as the younger crowd called it, hammered. Though it was awkward as he was heavier then she imagined, and she was still feeling the effects of her own drink. When they arrived at the apartment, he fumbled with his keys. He was in a sorry state, so sorry that she swiped his keys and unlocked it herself. It took her two seconds where it would have taken him all night.
He murmured a thank you as he held the door for her. She was surprised that, even in his drunken state, he was trying to be polite. She gave a small, tired smile as she went inside. Spike decided, as a coherent thought pierced the alcoholic inflicted brain of his, that smile was reward enough for the deed.

The next morning, he decided, was the worst morning he had in a while. He thought, for a moment, that his head was going to explode. The alarm on his end table wasn't helping, and he could barely keep himself from smashing it once and for all. He knew that if he did that a new one would just take it's place, and he'd need to pay for it's replacement, so he just fumbled around for the off button, as usual.
He rose from the bed and, as per usual morning ritual, he staggered into the kitchen to find Octavia, for once, not making coffee. She was in front of his stove, and he heard the sizzle of something being burnt.
Octavia was never a good cook, on the contrary, she could rarely make anything without burning it. She recalled one attempt at making cereal that went horribly wrong. The eggs in the pan weren't turning out much better.
“Never seen the sun look so flat.” She was jolted from her thoughts by the dragon, who was now beside her. Damn, he was quiet when he wanted to be. “Here, let me.” While Octavia was no cook of any sort, Spike had won awards for his dishes back when he still entered those contests. Octavia allowed him to take over, shuffling out of his way as he started to cook.
It wasn't long before the eggs were done, and besides the one she cooked they were perfect. Spike slid the burnt egg onto a plate, and the perfectly cooked egg onto another. As Octavia prepared to take the burnt egg, she was cut off by a scaly arm. Spike smiled down at her weakly, his head still pounding. 
“What kind of dragon would I be if I let a pretty mare go without?” Spike asked, taking the plate of burnt eggs. What Octavia didn't realize was how stressed he was about today. It was the first of the month, rent was due, and the land-lord would want those bits tout suite. He tossed the eggs into his maw, besides the fact he liked it a little burnt anyway, it was okay. He decided, she wasn't the worst cook he'd ever seen.
Octavia ate her eggs slowly and with dignity that didn't befit the company she was keeping. It was as though she were still in Canterlot, eating at a fancy restaurant. Spike shook his head at the sight. He had no time to worry about Octavia, even though it was his day off he had a few things he needed to do. Top of that list was visit his sister, but he couldn't take Octavia with him on that trip.
“I have to go out soon.” Spike broke the silence, causing Octavia to look at him out of the corner of her eye. “You gonna be alright by yourself?” He asked, causing Octavia to turn to him, her raised eyebrow and small frown begged to ask why he thought she wouldn't be. Spike simply shook his head at this. “Forget I asked, then.”
He was gone not five minutes later, leaving the apartment to be engulfed by a silence that wasn't usually there, that silence that was genuinely comfortable. The mare wouldn't have much to do, but at least she'd be at peace. She picked up the newspaper and began to read.

Spike lit a cigarette as he left the building, it was his last one. The restorative traits the eggs had over his hangover were already easing his headache. He took a drag from the tobacco stick and let his lungs fill with the smoke. He knew it was a bad habit, and that it was just one more thing he needed to buy, but it helped his nerves and he thought he could quit anytime he wanted. 
He wandered down the road, offering a small wave to everypony he knew, which was almost all of them, and made his way to the town market, he'd need to buy another pack of cigarettes. He spotted the Apples' stall, and behind it was Applejack, selling her famous apples. Spike thought, it wouldn't hurt to say hello to somepony he hadn't seen in a while.
Applejack was an orange mare, a bit ironic considering her name. When she spotted the dragon making his way over to him, she felt a smile grow on her face.
“How ya'll doin', Spike?” She asked, though she didn't approve of his smoking and drinking habits, she knew better then to try and stop him, especially after Twilight had tried. “Lookin' pretty fit, how's the pub treatin' ya?” She was trying to make conversation, Spike smiled at her as he stopped at the stall.
“Same as usual, just making my way. You're lookin' pretty good too, AJ.” He winked at her, earning laugh. 
“Same ole flirt, some ponies never change.” It was nice to catch up, so nice in fact that they talked for a good while. By the time Spike realized how long he'd been chatting up his old friend, he was late to meet Twilight. Once he did realize he was off like a bullet, sending hasty apologies over his shoulder to his old friend.
Spike ran, cursing all the way, he dropped his cigarette and never bought another pack, so he'd be out of nicotine for a while. He was thankful that Ponyville wasn't that large of a town, as he reached the library in record time. In fact, he almost ran into the door.
He knocked, though it was only to be polite. He knew he was welcome here, no matter what and even had a spare key to the library. The nob jiggled a bit, a sign that it was being unlocked, before the door swung open and he was face to face with a very tired looking Twilight Sparkle. She must have been up late studying again.
“Huh? Whozzat?” She questioned, trying to focus her uncooperative eyes. Finally, she accomplished just that, and she saw the beaming dragon before her. She felt energy return to her at just the sight of him. “Oh! Spike, come in!” She moved out of the way and allowed him inside.
The conversation was nearly identical to the one he had with Applejack, only without the accent. They talked about what they've been doing as of late and how things have been. But Spike had another reason for coming. Twilight noticed something was wrong when he started fiddling with his claws, trying to work up the courage to ask the question he so dearly needed to ask.
“Spike,” She started, her voice shattered what little bravery he had mustered up. “Are you okay?” She asked, though that wasn't exactly what she was asking. “You know I want to help, but you need to tell me what's wrong.”
“I don't have enough bits to pay the rent.” He blurted it out without a single trace of tact. Twilight face-hoofed, she should have known it was that. Spike had done this before, came up short on his rent, and he turned to the only pony he knew would help.
“Again? Spike, you can't keep doing this. I know you like to play the piano, but if your job can't support you then you need to find one that will.” She berated, her voice firm. Though it didn't stop her from getting her bag and pulling out some bits. 
Spike didn't listen to a word she said, he doubted he could get another job if he tried.

	
		Hallowed Be Thy Name



	The days passed so monotonous after that, they would wake up in the morning, make something to eat or coffee depending on how much they drank the night before, worked at the tavern from 3 P.M to 2 A.M everyday besides Tuesdays, they ran Spike's errands together. Octavia had to admit, after meeting his friends, she was surprised how Spike turned out. From what she gathered, they had practically raised him, and he was nothing like any of them.
Rarity was a seamstress and business owner, though she had heard of her before she never met the mare. Everything they said about her was true, she was beautiful and she carried herself like she knew it. Spike would offer to help, and she would decline, and Octavia couldn't help but feel the layer of tension between the two while they talked. Their smiles were forced, and their words sounded just as fake.
Pinkie Pie was so energetic, even while working. The pink mare and Spike seemed to share a love for cooking, even though she had discovered that Spike wasn't very good at baking. They talked freely around each other and just Pinkie's presence gave him a contact high, making him emulate her in a way.
Applejack worked way to much, that much Octavia knew. Spike knew it too, and so, he would travel to the farm on his day off and try to help. They shared memories with each other as the apples fell from the trees and into baskets.
Fluttershy was just as her name implied, and she barely spoke a word to either the dragon or Octavia. Though she realized, in Spike's case, it wasn't out of fear, but lack of things to say. He would get a quiet thank you for at least trying to help tend to the animals that littered the cottage Fluttershy owned. 
Twilight was very much his sister, despite the species difference. She even, at times, seemed more like a mother to the dragon. It was a little jarring to see the big, bad dragon being bossed around by a purple mare a head shorter then him.
Spike told her, once, that he had one other friend from the picture on his table. And boy, was she surprised when she found out who it was. Rainbow Dash was a member of the Wonderbolts, in fact she was acting captain of the Wonderbolts. Though she never visited the dragon, and he could very well be lying to impress her. Octavia had a feeling that wasn't the case.
Time passed like this for what felt like months, though it was, in reality, only two weeks. Spike and Octavia were slowly growing closer, but one night at the tavern changed everything.
Spike was trying to enjoy his cigarette as he sat at the piano, Octavia was on her usual spot on the bar. She saw Berry Punch, an infamously dangerous drunk, trot over to the dragon and his instrument. 
Spike saw a glint in her eyes, and her smile looked very forced, but he knew Berry pretty well, she was a regular. He put his cigarette in the ashtray and let her approach him.
“Hey,” She spoke in a flirty voice, all part of the plan, “Do you believe in love at first sight? Or should I walk by again.” She winked at him. The part that surprised Spike was that she didn't move or sound like she was drunk, so why was she flirting with him? He decided to just go with it.
“You better direct that beauty elsewhere, you might set the carpet on fire.” Spike chuckled at his own lame pick up line. Apparently it worked, because it wasn't long before she led him through the back door and into the alley. Octavia watched them go with bored eyes, she just hoped he didn't bring her home. 
“Where'd Spike get off to, he's on the clock!” Pony Joe asked, exasperated. Octavia looked at the clock, he had been gone a long time, but she was worried at what she would see if she walked out there while he was in the middle of, well, 'burying the hatchet.'
“Can you go find him, Octavia?” Pony Joe practically begged. She let out a sigh and nodded before trotting out the back door.
Behind the pub was a normal alley, it housed a dumpster, a lamp on the side of a building, and nothing else. Octavia was confused that, when she walked out into the alleyway, there was nopony in sight. She decided, after a quick glance around, that he must have run off with that mare, but that was something he never did before.
She was about to trot back inside to tell Pony Joe that Spike was MIA when she heard a noise. She stopped and looked around again, still nothing. She stood, listening intently for the noise. She heard it again, she couldn't place what it sounded like, but she heard it was coming from the dumpster. She cautiously cracked the lid of the trash receptacle, what she saw shocked her to the point that she dropped said lid when she saw it. She rushed back inside to Pony Joe, they'd need to get a doctor.

He was beaten pretty badly, he had bruises, a swollen eye, and the worst injury, a broken arm. He was also unconscious, but the doctors said he would be fine, given time to heal.
Octavia's stomach churned with anger, that mare, Berry Punch, she set him up. Why would she do that? If he couldn't play the piano, then he wouldn't be able to pay the rent. Not to mention the fact that it was just plain wrong to do this to somepony.
She wasn't the only visitor Spike had, actually. All his friends, including Rainbow Dash, had showed up. Octavia felt very out of place among them, but she was his friend too now, so she stood by him as he recovered.
“How did this happen?” Twilight Sparkle had asked that question multiple times, and Octavia stopped bothering to answer her.
Spike heard a beeping, and at first, he thought it was his alarm. He tried to move his arm to turn it off, but it wouldn't listen to him. He slowly realized that the beeping was slower and quieter then his alarm. He snapped his eyes open and instantly regretted it, the overhead light glared down at him and momentarily blinded him. He tried again moments later, opening them slower this time.
He had no idea where he was, and while the place seemed slightly familiar, try as me might he couldn't place it. A mare trotted in, and noticed he was awake. She gasped and rushed out, much to Spike's confusion. It wasn't long before another pony cantered inside, this one wearing a white coat.
“Hello, Spike. How are you feeling?” He asked, looking over a chart as he did so. Spike's confusion worsened when he spoke the name.
“Who's Spike?” He questioned.

	