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		Description

Given that chance to get one more stab at Octavia, Vinyl would take it without question.  Given the chance to forget some impertinent detail like leaving duct tape on Octavia's favorite chair, again, Vinyl would do so without a second thought.  Too bad Octavia remembers things like that.
Rated Teen for lots of alcohol, jokes about things mares do with stallions, and language your mother wouldn't like to hear you use.
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		I Clearly Forgot



	“I don’t understand!” wailed Vinyl as she took the can of beer that Bonbon put on the coffee table.  With a quick twist of telekinesis, it snapped open and she took comfort in a long swallow before continuing.  “Octavia is normally quite reasonable, and is very good at putting up with little jokes!  This time, she threw me clean out of the house!”
“Well, you weren’t straight with her, that’s the problem.”  Bonbon sat down next to Vinyl, one hoof on her chin as she tried to think of a way to help out her friend.
“Wait, what’s that supposed to mean?”
“Exactly what you’d expect, sweetie.  You know how she despises it when you slip things past her, instead of getting right to the point.”
“I...uh…”
Lyra poked her head around the door, and shook it slowly.  “Octavia hates it when you lie.  Also, just give it to her straight up, that’s how she really likes it.”
“Wait...you mean?”
“Yes, her whiskey.
Vinyl slumped on the couch.  That little maroon-highlighted, black-labeled bottle that Octavia always kept in the liquor cabinet was the only thing she loved more than hunky stallions with large paychecks.  It wasn’t even a full-size piece of glass, and cost sixty bits a bottle!  Octavia never lost her temper over money, but had gone completely berserk over just one bottle of alcohol.  With a start, Vinyl sat up and blurted out her realization.
“Oh my gosh, Octavia, no!  She can’t be!”
----------------------------------------

Not too long ago…
It had been two days.  Two long days.  In comparison, two weeks out under the scorching sun in the vast beige emptiness of the Zebricarin desert would have been preferable, or at the very least, a less humiliating death.  In the far ends of financial desperation, ponies have resorted to the unthinkable.  Paid killings, prostitution, and even buying and selling other ponies were all on the list, but there was one lower form of desperation -- continuing to abode in the same domicile as Vinyl Scratch.
After six months of poor sleep, poorer tempers, and flagging health, it would have made sense to pack up and move on.  To a new pony to Canterlot, it would have seemed logical to find somewhere cheaper to live, or at the very least a new roommate.  Both were absolutely impossible.  The capital city of the living Goddesses was simply not a place where the poor and unworthy lived, and musicians by their very penurious nature were hard pressed to live anywhere nearby.  That was made doubly so after the decree prohibiting using cardboard boxes as dwelling places was set in place.
Octavia shivered as she remembered that night.  The guards had taken away her home, her humble abode!  They had burned it, right there in the street, leaving she and Vinyl to find somewhere to live with their meager stack of bits.  It hadn’t been easy convincing the landlord to rent out his last apartment when all the former homeless ponies were either leaving or buying up what cheap housing still existed, but a deal had been struck -- the kind of deal where Vinyl stayed over at his place for the first week.  Octavia still hadn’t forgiven him for that, and despite Vinyl’s protests that it had been fun, still kept ‘that jackass’ on her list of ponies to murder one day.  He had been number two, at least until Vinyl bumped him down a slot.  Alas, that would have to wait, for the same reason she’d been living in the same cardboard box as Vinyl had been.
“Curse you, grandmother.  I hope look down from Elysium or up from Tartarus and hurt every day for the blood-oath you left me with.”
Returning a verbal curse in return for the real deal seemed like an unfair trade, only in that there was no way to return the same kind of pain.  It had been only two days.  Forty-eight hours since Vinyl had agreed to a truce, and this was the second time it had been broken.  The first was moments after, when Octavia had sat down only to find her rump stuck to the armchair, followed up by Vinyl wrapping her to it.  It had only taken a few windings of plastic before the chair was holding Octavia firmly in place, and Vinyl began the four-hour process of extracting a promise from Octavia to withhold her vengeful hoof upon being set free.
There was something in there about the tape being an accident, or not intended, but Octavia had been beyond caring.  Eventually she had agreed, if nothing else because she didn’t want to urinate on her favorite chair.  Explaining her absence to the section head at rehearsal was a pain, but a thorough recounting of the events leading to the occurrence and a promise that it would never happen again were enough to smooth things over.  In return, there had also been a promise that should it happen again, there would be consequences.  As a result of that second truce-breaking, Octavia would get to find out exactly what those consequences were.
“Sun-damn-it!  Vinyl!”
This wasn’t the first time the DJ had removed all the tuning pegs on her cello and left the string flopping around.  It was something of a familiar routine, one that left Octavia adept at rapidly tuning her instrument.  This time though, they’d been wrapped up and hidden around the apartment -- or so Octavia guessed from the one that had been balled up and left on her pillow with a little sticky note.  That note had a v-brow smiley on it and nothing more.  It would result in another late arrival to practice, if at all, which could result in a short paycheck, no paycheck, or an outright loss in her job.  This time, there wouldn’t be a cardboard box to move back into.
After two hours of searching, and a second rehearsal missed, Octavia had found three pegs, and lost all patience.  Drinking was never a way to solve any problem, save for one: waiting helplessly for the future to arrive.  It was a short trot to the kitchen, and a slight stretch to reach the top cabinet.  At least a nice glass of Trotter would cheer her up, or at at the very least help her pass the night until she could talk to the director tomorrow, and beg to keep her job.
The bottle was pretty far back in the cabinet, and stuffed behind all the rum Vinyl had shoved into it after getting back from work last night.  Grumbling, Octavia pushed bottle after bottle aside to reach the only thing she kept in there.  After a few moments, she found the right one, and pulled it forward into view.  For an earth pony to grasp a glass bottle from an overhead shelf, it was quite necessary to hold up a second forehoof to rest the base of the bottle on.  For that very reason, most glass objects had a cross-hatched bottom for traction.  Pony society had learned that particular trick very early on.  Thus with her midsection leaning against the counter, Octavia gently teased it forward, then felt it slip.
In the moment before it hit the ground, the glinting reflective surface of the plastic wrap teased her from the bottom of the bottle.  Clearly visible through the polyethylene coating was the hatching that should have firmly held to her hoof.  That moment ended with the shriek of breaking glass, followed by droplets of smokey liquid splashing against her coat.  Octavia stared, wide-eyed and unmoving until the sound of keys in the lock shocked her back into reality.  The door opened to reveal a grinning Vinyl, whose smile shrank very rapidly at the sight awaiting her in the kitchen.
“Hey, Octy!  What’s going o-oh.  Oh.  I’ll be going now.”
“Vinyl…”
“Would it help if I said I was sorry?”
“Indubitably.  Do you want me to write your parents before or after I end you?”
Not waiting to bandy a reply, Vinyl turned tail and sprinted right back out the door and down the steps, putting as much distance between herself and her mistake as possible.  Octavia sat down in the middle of the mess, whiskey still dripping off her fetlocks and seething like the Nightmare’s scorn.
----------------------------------------

“I’m living with an alcoholic!  My best friend is an addict!  This is terrible!”  Vinyl levitated up the beer can and tried once more to wash away the pain.
“I’m sure it is,” muttered Bonbon as she slid four empty cans off the coffee table and into a plastic bag.  The cans clinked, and Bonbon winced.  Normally Octavia expunged Vinyl only once a month, but this was the second time in a week Vinyl had invited herself over to crash after provoking the cellist.  It wasn’t the half-case of beer that went missing each time Vinyl stayed the night that bothered Bonbon, but that Lyra would use it as an excuse to get smashed too.  Then she’d have to play mom for both.
“I know how you feel, Scratchy!” yelled Lyra as she threw a foreleg around Vinyl’s back.  In her other leg, she gripped a bottle of brandy that sloshed back and forth.  “But she’s your strictly-platonic-best-friend-forever, so you need to make things right.”
“How can I possibly do that?”
“Buy her a new bottle of whiskey!” cheered Lyra. 
“Yes, but that probably wouldn’t be enough!” wailed Vinyl.
“Well, did you ever think of cleaning up the kitchen too?”  Bonbon tied off the bag with a huff.  Not for the first, or the tenth time that year she pondered trading leases with Vinyl, and making everypony happy.
“Oh, Bonny, that’s perpostermus...perpostomus?  Persomething.  Stupid.”
Bonbon groaned, and stood up.  “Ok, Vinyl, Lyra?  You two stay here and talk it over.  I’ve got a phone call to go make.”
As soon as Bonbon rounded the corner to the kitchen, Lyra leaned over and poked Vinyl in the side.  “Bonbon might be overly responsible, but she was right, you know.  We could just run to the store while she’s on the phone and buy Octavia a new bottle of booze.”
“I don’t have enough bits, and I’m scared to go back in the house now.  Octavia is probably still sitting in the kitchen, waiting for me to walk back in.”
“Oh, that’s no problem.  I still owe you from the last time you spotted me at the club.”
Vinyl lurched off the couch and slowly stood up.  “How much do you owe me anyway?  I forgot.”
“Oh, uhm…” Lyra set her bottle down and roughed grabbed her bit-purse.  “Let’s just call it enough to buy the whiskey?  That, and I’ll be the one who carries in the bottle to Octavia.”
“Done.”
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		A Modest Proposal



	“Hello?”
“Bonbon...this really isn’t the best time,” sighed Octavia from the other end of the line.
“Oh I’d figure as much.  Vinyl’s put away eight cans of Buckweiser already, and if Lyra tries to get her to dance on the coffee table again, I’m throwing them both out into the street.”
“It is Thursday again, isn’t it?”
“Already.  Yup.”
“I can’t keep doing this, Bonnie.  Vinyl is about to lose me my job, and she is somehow behind on rent payments again!  I don’t know what part of ‘If I’m late for rehearsal I might lose my job’ she doesn’t get!  Thankfully she hasn’t stopped me from attending a performance, but this has grown from ‘embarrassing’ to ‘life-destructive!’”
“Well actually, I was thinking about that.”
“To what end?” moaned Octavia.  “There isn’t any way I can possibly fix this, none at all.”
“Well...you could always move to a different place than Vinyl.”
Laughter drowned out any other noise from Octavia’s end.  “Oh...Bonnie...who would take care of Vinyl then?  She’d probably die.”
“You know, as a grown mare, if she can’t take care of herself then she probably deserves whatever she gets.  You’re not her mom, Octavia.  Nor are you her guidance counselor.  You’re not her maid, servant, or bitch.  And I don’t know why you’re still her friend.”
“I am most certainly not her friend.”
“Then end this endeavour.  Post the last half of your rent, and take the couch at my place until you can find a different living situation.  Lyra may be crazy, but she won’t stop you from going to work.”
“What work?  After tonight do you really think I have a job?  This makes twelve!  Twelve times I’ve been late or skipped altogether.”
“Well, I’ll ask Lyra to pull some strings for you.”
“The heck is that supposed to mean?”
“...I really never told you that her family owns a majority of the stock in the hall where you guys perform?”
“That...may be enough clout.  But there are a few more problems with all this.”
“What else could possibly matter at this point?”
“Can I come over and speak with you in person?  I’m not quite comfortable discussing such things over the phone.”
“Alright, I’ll be waiting.”  Bonbon hung up the phone and sighed.  Maybe Octavia really was Vinyl’s bitch.  It was the only way the whole convoluted mess made sense.
On her end, Octavia hung up the phone, and began to bandage her legs.
--------------------------------------------

Night normally spelled a time of quiet and hush over the streets.  Life was never quiet where Vinyl went, though.
“Hey pretty colt, are you slouching or are you just that hung?!”
The slightly rear-heavy stallion in question growled and hurried on, much to Vinyl’s displeasure.  Her attempt to turn and follow him was shortly cut off by Lyra’s leg around her neck.
“Dangit, Scratchy, you can’t get distracted.  If you hit on every guy between here and the store we’ll never get there before it closes!”
“But he was hot!”
“Yeah, he was, which means he probably doesn’t want a drunk, crazy mare following him.  Cmon, the store is right around the corner.”
Bright neon-orange words proclaimed the supermarket sized warehouse to be ‘Hiccup’s House of Heavy Ales and Hearty Spirits.’  Equestria’s obsession with ethanol was really getting out of hoof.  To think that stores of this size weren't a rarity, but rather tended to exist every fifteen to twenty city blocks was probably something that would worry the aristocracy if they didn’t own most of them to begin with.  Such conundrums of political and economic strife were far from the thoughts of Lyra and Vinyl as they trotted inside.
Row upon row of tired gray sheet-metal shelving sat on the chipping concrete floor, bearing bottles of all hues of the rainbow.  Under the dim yellow incandescent lighting, all of it seemed muted, like the far-too-large storeroom of a apothecary or bathhouse.  Combing the entire floor of the warehouse would take ages, or as too many ponies called it: ‘scavenger hunt.’  Passing the checkout counter without a further word they charged headlong into the maze.
--------------------------------------------

“What did she want again?  Was it everclear?”  hollered Lyra from the second aisle over.
“Nopony likes everclear!” returned Vinyl.
“Tequila with Zebracha Sauce?”
“No!”
“How about green wine?”
“What the hell is green wine?”
“Uh…” Lyra paused to read the label.  “Looks like white wine with green food coloring.”
“Nope, keep looking.  It was some kind of scotch.  Trotter, I think.  Had some kind of black label with purple stuff on it.”
After two complete circuits of the warehouse both mares had come up empty-hooved.  Failure led them both back to the clerk’s counter in hopes that he might know something.  
“Hello, welcome to Hiccup’s!  Is there anything I can help you with?”
Such a typical and tired-sounded manager-mandated greeting did not seem like it should be coming from a pony-like form wearing a black hooded robe.  Yet he stood there as Vinyl and Lyra gaped, wearily trailing a quill over an inventory sheet in a nimbus of gray telekinesis.
“Uh...yeah…” offered Vinyl.  “We were looking for some kind of scotch.  Called Trotter or something like that.  Weird looking label.  Anyways, we couldn’t find it and would like your help.”
“Something like this, perhaps?”  A dark bottle floated up from behind the counter, utterly familiar to Vinyl.  It was the same one she always had to shove out of the way every last time she wanted a drink.
“That’s the one, how much for it?”
“Well, I am not allowed to sell such a powerful distillation, unless it doesn’t reach the hooves of any with a surplus of magical power.  And I see two unicorns here.  Tell me, why should I sell this to you?”
“Well I’m a DJ!”
“And I’m...drunk!”
A deep sigh slowly permeated out from under the clerk’s hood.  “Fine, it will be fifty-four bits and a half-pint of blood.”
Lyra threw the money up on the counter, and turned to Vinyl.  “Uh, blood?  Look, if I’m paying the gold, you gotta pay the blood.”
“Well, sure, but how am I gonna give him blood?”
“Allow me,” offered the clerk.
Chill seeped into Vinyl right foreleg, and a deep gray void appeared where the cold spread.  Silently, her fur and skin gave way, allowing crimson blood to weep forth.
“Vinyl!”
“Uh...it doesn’t hurt…” offered Vinyl.  The dizziness was only getting worse at the sight of her own blood, but true to her word it didn’t pain her.  Instead, the cold gripped her leg like a vice, holding it in place as the beads of red welled up to the point of spilling over.  As gravity reached for them, something else pulled them up and over the counter.
“Dude.  Creepy.”
The clerk chuckled huskily.  “Part of the job, I’m afraid.”
Just as quickly as the sensation started, warmth faded back into Vinyl’s limbs, and the cut sealed right up.  Even white coat greeted her eyes, as new and innocent as the day she was born.  Phfaw, innocent?  Not after what I’ve done with that leg!
The clerk swept the bits up into the register, and pushed a familiar looking bottle toward Vinyl.  Far too familiar.  It was the Trotter alright, but smothered in plastic wrap.
“Why is it all wrapped up?”
“To keep you from dropping and breaking it.  Also, the fates of hell like the irony you bring into the world.”
That last part sounded worrisome, but Vinyl couldn’t argue with the fact that wrapping the bottle would indeed keep it safe on the trip back to her apartment.  Tucking the bundle into Lyra’s saddlebags for safekeeping, she trotted out into the night, still marveling that her leg was completely whole.
Every step on the way home had been ingrained deeply into the muscle memory of each leg.  After all, this was a weekly trip, one made just as often drunk as not.  Too soon they were back at the base of the stairs to Vinyl apartment.
“Ok, you’re still gonna take it to her, right, Lyra?”
“Of course!  I’ll let you know as soon as it is safe to come on up!”
Lyra started up the stairs, only to be stopped as soon as Vinyl bit down on her tail.
“Dammit Vinyl, what is it?”
A key hovered up to float by her teeth as Vinyl let go.  “You’ll need the housekey.  Now go on.”
Lyra nodded and ascended the stairs, each hoof a clank on the rusting iron.  Listening with both ears perked high, Vinyl could hear the subtle grind of metal on metal as Lyra inserted and turned the key.
“Hey, Octavia, we got you a prese--oh sweet Celestia what the buck did you do!?”
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