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		Description

Equestria Music University. It mean a new opportunity - and a new beginning - for Octavia Philharmonica. Unfortunately, there's more than a few things she needs to deal with: like a rambunctious DJ roommate whom she despises named Vinyl Scratch; a moody rockstar pegasus named Thunderlane, who is absolutely gorgeous and also happens to be very unavailable; and a kooky musical professor who either has a massive crush on her or is crazier than Nightmare Moon.
Really, it's no wonder Octavia writes letters to her cello. It's the only thing the poor filly can trust.
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		Chapter One: Trebel Clef



My Dear Cello,
My faithful companion all these years. Can you actually believe where we’re going? Equestria University of Music! Father is still against me attending, of course, but Mother snuck me new strings for you in my handkerchief. I’ll have to tune and practice with you later, since there’s no room here on the train. I have a rather unfortunate looking compartment companion, who smells of hard cider and looks quite uncouth. Don’t worry, he hasn’t been eyeing you; I have your case covered with a cloth to prevent intruding gazes.
Equestria is beautiful, all laid out beside us. There’s trees and lakes and rivers with dappled shade all within view. I hope my dormitory at EMU has a view as nice as this one. Don’t you think there’s no more delightful transportation than by train? Flying may have its perks, but on a train there’s no nauseating feeling of one’s hooves leaving the ground. And the view from a train is constantly changing, whereas there’s nothing but clouds, clouds, and more clouds to be seen from the sky. 
I hope my roommate is tolerable. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if they were a violinist? The cello and the violin play so well together, if I do say so myself. It’s been a while since you’ve had anyone to compliment – you poor thing, cellos are so overlooked, aren’t they? 
Father promised that I would send a message as soon as I got unpacked. But he won’t know the difference. I’ll get unpacked and see a few things before I write him a note; I want my experiences in EMU to be wholly mine. 
Your faithful companion,
Octavia Philharmonica-
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

My Dear Cello,
This is the first moment I’ve had to myself in the past two days! Things here have been such a wonderful chaos I can hardly think, even when I’m sitting alone in the library. There’s so many other musicians here – of course there are. Stupid me. Music students at a music college, of course there’s going to be other, more talented musicians. I didn’t know everyone else would be so practiced though. I’ve been going over the notes in my head, and I keep worrying that I’ll mess up. I’ve done it before, of course you remember that horrendous birthday party. 
My roommate has yet to arrive. There’s a little brass nameplate on our door that says Octavia Philharmonica and Vinyl Scratch in beautiful lettering. Everything here is so polished! There’s always music in the hallways from other ponies practicing, and it all muddles together in the most beautiful noise! You and I must find ourselves a little band. Everyone here is pairing off into music partners, and if I don’t move quickly, all of the good ones will be taken. That sounds selfish of me, there must be plenty of ponies who match our skill level. 
I don’t have a view from my room. I mean, I have a window, but all I see is the colt’s dormitory windows. We face each other, and since I’m on the end I’m closest to the colt’s dorm. I hope they aren’t too noisy at night, since I do have difficulty sleeping in a strange place.
Mother wrote to me and sent me a new journal. It’s truly beautiful, a gray cloth-covered book with my cutie mark emblazoned on the cover. I know everypony else thinks its strange that I write to a cello, but you really have been my best friend over the years. We’ve been through so much, through things that I still can’t bear to write. I hope our stay at EMU marks a turning of a page for the both of us, and maybe we can finally shake that Fillydelphia dust off our coats.
Classes start in ten minutes, I have to go.
Your faithful companion,
Octavia Philharmonica-
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Octavia swished her tail lightly, in what she hoped was an elegant fashion, as she rounded the last landing to her dormitory. On either side of her were two rather lovely fillies, who played the flute and the saxophone respectively, and the two of them were making very nice conversation over Octavia’s head. Being only a first year student –- and having only attended three days of school thus far –- Octavia kept rather quiet in the middle, nodding her head appropriately and trying to look wise. 
The door to her dormitory was wide open, which alarmed her at first; then the gray pony remembered her roommate. “Oh, look,” she said brightly, interrupting the two of them, “I’ll have to excuse myself, have a wonderful day –- I believe my roommate’s arrived.” 
Octavia nosed her way into her room and was stopped in her tracks. 
Rummaging through a suitcase, headphones over her ears, was her roommate. It was an altogether absurd looking pony, at least in Octavia’s opinion; she had a long, dark blue mane that was dyed and streaked in lighter colors, and chopped spikily to create a sort of wave across one eye. Shiny purple glasses with rhinestones at the corners covered her eyes, and she appeared to be biting her lower lip, getting into whatever tune was playing inside her head. Her coat was a very pale yellow, which made Octavia think that the blue mane wasn’t natural. 
“Pardon me,” Octavia said, clearing her throat, “but I believe we’re roommates.”
The other filly continued dancing, unpacking what looked like an impressive records collection. Octavia felt her stomach sink when she noticed the titles. Vibrant Techno. Dance Mix #3. The Electrohide’s Greatest Hits. They might as well have been labeled Crazy Incessant Noise. And, to Octavia’s growing horror, there was no instrument case! No violin, no ocarina, no horn or trombone or anything! She coughed, and then tapped the other filly on the flank. 
“Oh!” the other pony shouted. “Hi! Nice to meet you!” She pulled her headphones off with one hoof, and now that they were away from her ears, Octavia flinched at how loud the volume was turned up.
Octavia gingerly shook her hoof. “I’m, eh, Octavia Philharmonica. And you must be...Vinyl Scratch, if I’m quite correct.” 
“Yep, that’s me!” Vinyl said cheerfully. She had a deeper voice than Octavia was accustomed to, with a slight rasp as though she’d been partying all night. Which, Octavia thought to herself, she probably had been. 
“So, listen, I was wondering if it would be chill if I moved some of your stuff around? To make it more even. That okay?” Vinyl continued. 
Octavia sat – or rather, she fell into -- in her overstuffed gray chair. “Of...of course. Go right ahead. Do you need any...uh, help?”
“Nope! You just sit right there and I’ll finish unpacking.” Vinyl pushed aside Octavia’s collection of Equestrian Literature to one side, and replaced it with a magic eight ball. Octavia blinked in mounting trepidation as the sheet music she had tacked up prettily on her bulletin board was covered by a enormous color poster of the punk band Nine Inch Tails. Vinyl was a unicorn, something she made excellent use of as she unpacked the rest of her things. Her record floated around her, encased in a globule of fuzzy blue magic. 
“Why...why are you here?” Octavia asked. Why are you here in my life?
“At college? Well, I’ve always had a knack for music ‘n stuff, so I figured, why not come to a place full of jammin’ tunes? I’ve been working down at a little soda joint, scratching a few records every night so some ponies can shake their flanks. What about you, what are you here for?” Vinyl asked in her carefree, coltish voice. 
“I play the cello,” she managed feebly.
“Cool! You mean like those big upright fiddle things?” 
Color flushed beneath Octavia’s violet eyes, and she seemed to rouse herself. “A cello,” she said tartly, “is a unique instrument unlike other, flightier pieces. A talented musician can make or break the entire orchestra with a cello. It is well accompanied with a violin, as you may have guessed, but it is not, under any circumstances, identified as a ‘big, upright fiddle’.” 
Vinyl blinked behind her glasses. “Jeez. Okay then. You play a cello.” She swished her tail and then closed her suitcase with a snap. “So why is your cutie mark a treble clef?”
“Excuse me?” Octavia asked, furrowing her brow.
“You’re excused. A treble clef. Surely a cellist can explain why she has a treble clef, which is more commonly associated with flutes, clarinets, or coronets. Even bagpipes. Cellos, as I’m sure you know, are –“
“-More commonly associated with the bass clef,” Octavia cut her off. “I know. I think the best way to answer that question is I am not a pony who associates commonly.” 
Vinyl Scratch laughed and flipped her spiky mane. “Sure. Too bad you’re stuck with me, such a common pony. Where are you from, again?” 
Octavia’s cheeks colored deeply. “I don’t believe in answering questions phrased so rudely.” 
“Oh. See, I was trying to make conversation. I’m from Canterlot. Judging from your accent, I’d say you’re from, where, Fillydelphia?” Vinyl cocked an eyebrow, smirking a little. “I’m trying to remember the last great cellist who came out of Fillydelphia...” she murmured sarcastically, rubbing her chin with a hoof. 
“Canterlot? That explains your rudeness. However, I did think Canterlot ponies had better taste than this...garbage.” Octavia sneered, gesturing to her roommate’s vast collection of records. “Techno? Pop? Remixes? Is there not a single Beethoofen in your collection?”
It was Vinyl Scratch’s turn to flush. “Sorry, I thought music was about expressing yourself, like art. I express myself with a nice bouncy beat. Unlike you, who seems to like expressing yourself through piano strings.” 
Octavia whirled on Vinyl, violet eyes narrow slits, her voice full of anger. “I do not play piano!”
“Jeez!” Vinyl said, backing away. “Fine! Okay! What are you, crazy?” 
She took a deep breath and smoothed her thick black mane away from her face. “I believe I need a moment to compose myself. Don’t leave your things lying all around our room.” 
“Yeah, sure,” Vinyl muttered rebelliously, glowering at Octavia’s retreating tail. 
It was all downhill from there.

			Author's Notes: 
I hope you enjoy chapter one of My Dear Cello. Please leave a comment, review, or give it a rating! :) I'd love to hear what you think! If you spot any mistakes, please give me a heads up!
-The Duchess
Edit: I've changed Octavia's last name from Melody for Philharmonica. It sounds much better, in my opinion. :)


	
		Chapter Two: The Art of Backstabbing



My Dear Cello,
My roommate is absolutely horrible! I cannot stand her in the slightest. She sleeps all day flopped out on her bed like a colt, awaking only during the late afternoon to shamble down to the canteen to wolf something down. Her manners are despicable when she eats; it really is a sight to behold. And then she leaves, only to return in the small hours of the morning, stinking of sweat and smoke and painted with neon body paint. I can only imagine what she’s been up to, although I really shouldn’t imagine such depraved things. 
She’s constantly rude, a horrible little mule (pardon my Fancy). The worst part is that she does know quite a bit about music – and I mean actual music, the kind that requires skill to play, not the obnoxious, thumping nonsense she plays all the time. I only wish she’d use that knowledge towards something constructive, like an actual instrument, instead of skipping about with records and jukeboxes. 
I’m getting so agitated just writing about her, and I won’t use another inch of precious space writing about her. I speak to her as little as possible, thankfully, and we try to stay out of each other’s manes as much as possible. I introduced her to some of my friends, Stanza and Sweetchime, I’m sure I’ve written about them before, and we had such a good laugh about her afterwards! She really did make a horrible impression. They promised me to tell them any other stories about her, and I will. It’s only fair that I tell a few little things about my roommate here and there, especially when she’s such a royal pain in the flank. 
Ugh. I said I wasn’t going to write about her any more, and I won’t. I’ll bid you adieu, my precious instrument, and we’ll practice again tomorrow. My hooves hurt from practicing this afternoon, and I’m sure your strings took quite a pounding. I didn’t mean to play that long, but homework is homework, and I’ll not be shown up by my snotty roommate.
There I go again!
Your faithful companion,
Octavia Philharmonica-
________________________________________

“And then, she just sprawled out over the floor with the silliest expression on her face,” Octavia continued, and leaned back in her chair, imitating Vinyl Scratch’s goofy smile. Stanza and Sweetchime dissolved into giggles, leaning against each other in an attempt to muffle their noise. Octavia preened a little, and tried to quell the unease that always rose up in her whenever she spoke about her roommate this way. Her mother had taught her it was rude to talk about ponies behind their backs; but it couldn’t be helped. Really, if Vinyl Scratch hadn’t come along, Octavia wouldn’t have had any friends. The rest of the ponies in EMU disliked Vinyl as much as Octavia did. 
“Oh, darling, I don’t know how you got stuck with the worst roommate,” Stanza said in her deep Canterlot drawl. “She really is a fright. I can’t abide her in class; she’s always interrupting the professor and trying to show him up.”
“If she wasn’t so dreadfully smart,” sighed Sweetchime in her whispery little voice, “and a little uglier...”
“A little uglier? Darling, have you seen her mane?” Stanza snorted. 
“Oh, but that leather jacket she wears is rather dashing,” Sweetchime said softly, lowering her lashes. 
“Well, she happens to leave that dashing leather jacket everywhere,” Octavia said, miffed. “Including on my pillow. And it’s covered with paint, if you get a good look at it.” 
“Sweetchime, I do believe you have a crush on her,” Stanza guffawed. “You really are a ridiculous little filly!”
She blushed deeply. “I have nothing of the kind! She’s not my type, anyway, and I find her just as ridiculous as you.  I think it’s just a bit unfair to go on talking about her all the time, especially behind her back like we’re a couple of snitches.” 
Octavia felt the lump in her stomach grow. “Let’s not talk any more about her, then,” Octavia said hurriedly. “You’re right, Sweetchime, we should be kinder to Vinyl Scratch.”
Stanza’s magenta eyes opened wide. “You two are really a riot,” she muttered, but got to her hooves and trotted over to the other side of the canteen to where Vinyl was sitting by herself. 
“Is she...?” Sweetchime gasped.
“Don’t, Stanza!” Octavia hissed, but it was no use; Vinyl Scratch followed Stanza across the canteen and plopped herself down at their table. 
Octavia could feel the stares of the whole canteen burn into the back of her head. Her ears went flat.
“Hey, roomie,” Vinyl said with no trace of bitterness; but did she stare perhaps a second too long and hard at Octavia? The gray pony colored and looked down at her daisy salad, feeling her appetite vanish. 
“I told Vinyl we were just talking about her, and we thought it rude to do it behind her back,” Stanza said, settling back in her chair and smiling her smug cat-and-canary smile. “So, Vinyl, what made you decide upon EMU instead of Canterlot University? They had a wholly appropriate musical course there.”
“Aw, I needed to get out of Canterlot,” Vinyl said easily, munching on her hayfries. “Plus, I wouldn’t have been able to annoy any of you if I hadn’t come here, so that’s a plus.”
Sweetchime and Stanza giggled in unison again. The stares got hotter on Octavia’s back, and she felt the fur on her neck grow damp.
“You don’t annoy us, Vinyl,” Stanza cooed. “In fact, Sweetchime here was just complimenting your jacket. She said you looked rather dashing in it.” 
Vinyl opened her mouth, looking pleased and foolish and confused all at once, when Octavia cut in. “Really, Stanza,” she said quickly and loudly, “that’s rather mean of you to bring Vinyl over here just to embarrass Sweetchime.” And embarrass me, she added silently. 
“It’s chill, Octavia,” Vinyl said lightly. “Lighten up.” 
“No, really, I can’t stand for any more of this,” Octavia stood. She flicked her tail harshly. “Sweetchime, are you coming?” 
Sweetchime nodded, biting her lower lip, and hurried after Octavia. The gray musician heard Stanza exclaim loudly, “Well! I suppose there’s no accounting for humor.” 
________________________________________

She drew the bow across the strings, feeling the quiet hum of music beneath her hooves. It was always a beautiful, intoxicating feeling to be alone on a big stage in an empty auditorium. An even giddier feeling would be alone on a stage in front of an auditorium full of ponies. The quivering strings increased in sound as her bow glided across them, and she began to play a slow, sweet melody. Practicing by herself was usually fun, but today had been so frazzling that she couldn’t even concentrate on the music. Octavia closed her eyes and tried to quiet her thumping heart.
My dear cello...
The cello had not been her first instrument. When she had been a young filly, Octavia had played the piano; she played for hours in their cramped, stuffy apartment in Fillydelphia, her hooves pattering against the ivory keys. Her mother and father had claimed her to be a prodigy. 
The piano was a fling. The cello was a lifetime companion. 
And Octavia loved music too much to give it up entirely. The song beneath her hooves changed into something lower and quicker, her hooves sliding up and down the bridge more quickly. 
The competitions, the lights, the cameras...
The tantrums, the arguments, the tears...
Piano was a performance instrument – it needed to be played in front of a crowd, it begged to be shown off. But a cello was a complete background instrument, adding the quiet melody of an orchestra in its low hum. A cello was perfect for a pony who wanted to disappear as a filly. No one paid attention to the cello player. 
And wasn’t that both a blessing and a curse? 
“Hey!”
The bow shrieked against the strings. 
“Sorry to interrupt, are you going to be done soon?” said an unfamiliar voice, definitely belonging to a stallion. Octavia squinted off the stage and saw the sturdy form of a pegasus colt standing next to the stairs with his wings folded. 
“Yes, yes, I’m so sorry,” Octavia stammered, nudging her cello back into her case. 
“That’s okay. My band is gonna come soon, and I just wanted to make sure there would be enough time for a sound check,” he said with a half-smile. He was darkly furred, with a blue and silver mane cut in a crisp, almost militaristic style. And above all that, he was quite good looking. 
“Of course,” she said, picking up her cello case with her teeth. It was always awkward getting it onto her back, and she struggled for a moment or two before the pegasus bounded up the stairs.
“Here,” he said, and settled the case on her back. “Want me to carry that for you?”
“Oh, no, no, no,” Octavia laughed in what she desperately hoped was a courtly manner. “I can manage quite well. Thank you, though.” 
“Not a problem.” He studied her with deep golden eyes for a moment, and Octavia felt her whole body give a little. “I’m Thunderlane, by the way.” 
“Octavia Philharmonica,” she replied. “I’d shake your hoof, but I believe I need all four of them to stand upright under this, ah, rather large instrument.” 
“Sure you don’t need any help?” he asked, but he was growing distracted. His band would be arriving soon, Octavia guessed, and he was already starting to forget about her. Oh well, she couldn’t hope for everything. 
“Believe me, I’m fine on my own,” Octavia reassured him. She took the stairs as quickly as she could manage, and was up the hallway before she heard Thunderlane call from behind her.
“Wait a sec! Aren’t you roommates with Vinyl Scratch?” he asked. 
She felt her teeth grind together involuntarily. “Why, yes I am,” Octavia replied pleasantly between clenched jaws. 
“Awesome. Could you remind her that she’s mixing tonight? I know she’s been going through some rough stuff with her mom and everything, but last we talked, she said she could do it.” 
Octavia blinked. “Of...of course. I’ll see her in a few minutes, when I get back to my room.”
Thunderlane was unwrapping microphone cables. “Thanks a lot!” 
Her mind full of questions, Octavia went back to her dormitory. There were things to be asked, and more importantly, things to be written.
________________________________________

Vinyl was, surprisingly, awake and sitting on her bed writing a paper when Octavia came in. She put her cell case beneath her bed, as usual, and cast a slant-eyed glance at her roommate. Thunderlane’s words were ringing in her head. The knot in her stomach had grown to a monstrous size, and Octavia was feeling as though she’d eaten crabgrass. She knew what it was like to have family issues, but how could she speak to Vinyl after storming out of the canteen earlier? This is what happens when you put your hoof in your mouth, Octavia thought bitterly.
“That was pretty cool today,” Vinyl said, breaking into Octavia’s thoughts. “You standing up for Sweetchime like that, I mean.”
“What?” Octavia said distractedly. “Oh, yes. That. Um...thank you.” 
“I know she was trying to make me a punch line,” Vinyl continued, “but you really should’ve stuck around. I threw peas in her face.”
Octavia’s jaw dropped. 
“It was pretty funny,” Vinyl said with a smirk. “She wanted to know why we hadn’t met, since we were both from Canterlot, and I told her that I didn’t attend snooty art galleries or garden parties. She called me...oh, Celestia, what did she call me? Oh, yeah, a ‘rube in all but place of birth’, and then told me that DJs don’t have skills, so I threw my peas in her face.” 
“You shouldn’t have done that!” Octavia gasped. “That’s one of the rules, no food fights in the canteen!” 
“It was hardly a food fight,” Vinyl said with a furrowed brow. “I just, y’know, threw some food. She just sat there for, like, ten seconds, so I just walked away. You’d think I dumped a bucket of water over her face or something.” 
“Still,” she persisted. “You could have gotten into trouble. It’s not...well, from what I hear, it’s not wise to get on Stanza’s bad side.” 
“Is that why you hang around with her all the time?” Vinyl said wryly. 
The knot in Octavia’s stomach grew. “Partly,” she said uncomfortably, “but partly...because they enjoy my company. And that’s always a novel feeling, to be enjoyed.” 
“I guess,” Vinyl shrugged. “I never particularly cared what other ponies thought.” 
“You’re one of the few,” Octavia said truthfully. She sighed, and then sat down on her bed, willing herself to look at Vinyl Dash. “Um...I’m not exactly sure how to say this, but I met a pegasus colt named Thunderlane in the auditorium.” 
“Oh, yeah, I know Thunderlane,” Vinyl said. “What did he say?”
“That...” Octavia swallowed. “That his band was having a concert tonight in the auditorium, and you were supposed to mix.”
“Oh, Celestia!” Vinyl Scratch shot to her hooves, paper and quills going everywhere. Octavia flinched away from the upset inkwell. “Yeah, I was supposed to do that. Things kinda got crazy, and...yeah, whatever, thanks for reminding me.” She snatcher her battered leather jacket and zipped it up with her horn. 
“With your mother.” Octavia felt the words tumble out of her mouth.
“What?” Vinyl stood perfectly still.
“Things got kind of crazy...with your mother. Thunderlane said you were having some problems...” Octavia felt hatred for herself prickle beneath her fur. “I mean, I’m probably not the proper pony to offer help...”
“You’re right, for once,” Vinyl spat, her voice so heavy with contempt and fury that Octavia cringed away, curling her tail around her flank. “You’re not the right pony. I don’t know what the buck Thunderlane told you, but he had no business to be in my business. And neither do you! You nosy little...Fillydelphia snob! You keep your perfect grammar and your perfect posture and your perfect family out of my life, you got that?”
“Perfect?” Octavia said, her eyes going very wide. “Vinyl, my family is far from perfect! How dare you make such assumptions!”
“How dare you try to butt into my life!” Vinyl shouted back.
“I wasn’t trying to butt in, I was attempting to help you, you stubborn little filly!” Octavia cried, feeling frustrated and cornered. 
“I don’t need any help! Especially from you! What were you gonna do, laugh at me behind my back with those stupid little friends of yours?” Vinyl Scratch snarled. Despite Octavia’s shame, she felt heated anger spike up in her chest. 
“They are not my friends, they are merely acquaintances! But if you think they are, then I’ll show you exactly how much we can make fun of you! I was trying to stand up for you today!” Octavia shouted, lying in her anger. “I felt terrible, but I won’t any longer!” 
“Don’t feel terrible,” Vinyl sneered. “And don’t feel pity! Don’t feel anything, you got that, Princess Prim?” 
Vinyl slammed the door so hard they rattled in the hinges, and Octavia could hear her storming down the stairs. Each step Vinyl took battered into Octavia’s mind a little more. 
She hated being yelled at. 
________________________________________

“...and then she just stormed out like a spoiled little filly! Her nose in the air, her tail twitching...oh, it was a lark!” 
Stanza fell against her bed laughing, and even Sweetchime had to suppress a giggle. The three of them were lounging about in Sweetchime’s room, giving each other hooficures, and of course Octavia had related her latest episode with Vinyl Scratch. The hard knot in her stomach had disappeared – or at least, made less uncomfortable – beneath her anger and Vinyl Scratch’s bold assumptions. 
Perfect family. 
Pah.
________________________________________

My Dear Cello,
I really don’t know what to write. For the first time, I feel truly despicable – like a whole different pony inhabits my body. Mother always used to say that integrity was what you did when nopony was watching; well, it’s been confirmed. I have no integrity. I’ve been making fun of Vinyl Scratch ever since we met, just to get the other ponies to like me. I feel so cruel, so dirty. I wonder if Mother will be able to tell if I write a letter to her. I best leave it until tomorrow morning, when I’ve settled down. 
A very nice pegasus (I’ll talk about him later) told me accidentally that Vinyl Scratch has been having problems with her mother. I felt horrible, of course, but when I tried to offer her an olive branch – reasonably, in my mind – she spat in my face and shouted at me. She tried to insist that I had a “perfect family”. It hurt, because that’s what the whole world thinks, and Vinyl Scratch has never even met my parents. I understand she was just lashing out; in retrospect, I really should have been more understanding. 
But I hate it when ponies assume about me. I can’t stand it. The only thing I detest more is being shouted at, and Vinyl Scratch did both tonight. 
And I was so cruel to her. I marched straight down to Sweetchime’s room and told them the story, making it humorous, of course, and got a hooficure. Just like a proper little backstabber. 
Father was right. One day, I’ll make an excellent trophy wife. I’ll sit still and look pretty, be educated and elegant, and know exactly how to hurt ponies, how to needle them and whisper about them and spread rumors. I thought going to EMU would prove Father wrong. All it’s done is proving him right. 
I don’t know what to do. 
Your faithful, sad companion,
Octavia Philharmonica-

			Author's Notes: 
*wince* I hope I haven't made Octavia too unlikable. That wasn't my intention at all, really. She's a complicated character, at least in my head, and I'm not sure if my writing it doing her justice. I think someone more talented could pull this off, but the more I re-read this, it makes her come across as a nasty little...well, you know. 
Anyway, please comment, critique, or even send me a private message! I don't bite. :) I'm by no means perfect, and though I try to go over it with a fine tooth comb, I usually miss several typos and such. Oh, and upvoting helps as well. ^^
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