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Octavia and Vinyl Scratch have been friends ever since they were fillies.  One is dealing with unrequited love, the other with new and confusing feelings.  Can their love for music bring them love for each other?
A two for one story:
Classical is written from Octavia's point of view, Trance is through Vinyl's eyes.
Coda contains a tie-in to my first story, Pillow-Talk.

For an explanation of some of the musical terms in "Classical", see here.
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		Classical



"Oh, where is my saddlebag?.." I moan as I search the apartment.  "Vinyl, have you been misplacing my things again?"  I muttered this to myself, not expecting an answer, but I got one none the less.
"Uuuuuuuuuuuugh..."  A groan and a thump from the direction of the sofa.  "Not so early, 'Tavi."  She looks dazed as if she hasn't slept much.  "Your saddlebag is right where you left it, behind your cello case."  She moans at me.
I sigh with relief.  "Thanks Vinyl, dear.  I'm sorry I woke you, but you really should sleep in your bed rather than on the sofa."
I suppose I should introduce myself.  My name is Octavia Philharmonica.  I play the cello and belong to a small orchestral ensemble.  The unicorn with the messy blue mane stumbling into the kitchen is my dear, sweet friend and...
"'Taaaaaaaaviiii...  Why isn't there any coffee?.."  She moans.
I sigh.  My dear, sweet, EXASPERATING friend and roommate, Vinyl Scratch.  She's a DJ.  The best word to describe her music is: LOUD.
"'Tavi, you know I'm no good at this first thing in the morning."  She pouts.
Vinyl, why oh why must I always have a nickname?  Well, at least "'Tavi" is an improvement over "Octy".  "Vinyl dear, I'm sorry.  I just didn't have the time.  My recording session is today."  I start to pick up my cello case, empty.  I fight back a wave of panic before I remember I'm picking it up from the music shop on my way to the session.
Vinyl drops the can of instant coffee, still sealed thank Celestia, and rushes over to hug me with a speed you would not believe of somepony desperate for caffeine.
"Oh, I forgot!  'Tavi hon, I'm sure you'll do a great job.  Your composition is wonderful, everypony's going to love it"  She nuzzles me and plants a kiss on my cheek.  Despite her little ways, Vinyl can be so sweet sometimes and always reminds me why she is my dearest friend.  "I still get the first demo copy, right?"  She asks, fluttering her lashes at me.
I smile.  "Thank you.  Of course you do dear, now I'd better hurry or I'll be late."
Alright, let me stop you right there because I know what you're thinking.  No, Vinyl and I are NOT romantically involved.  We've been best friends since we were little fillies on our first day of primary school.  And yes, when she's not being exasperating, I love her dearly.  I'm certain she feels the same about me.  She's a very affectionate pony, and shows it, but it's always been completely friendly and innocent.
At the end of our last year in college together, she stayed up with me all night helping me study for my last and hardest exam.  As a result, she very nearly failed one of her own.  Thankfully she pulled through and we graduated together like we always dreamed.  That's when it started, I started it, a little in joke between us.  Ever since then, I've called her "dear" and she's replied back with "hon" or "honey" and lately she throws in a flourish like a nuzzle or a peck on the cheek.  It just means we're very close friends, or perhaps the sisters neither of us had growing up.
She lets me go and I slip on my saddlebag and heft the empty case onto my back.  I may not look like it, but my hind legs are quite strong from all my practice and performance with my cello.  "See you tonight before my gig?"  She asks.
"I expect so.  Unless the session runs late, I should be home in the early afternoon."
Vinyl returns to the coffee maker, waving to me as I leave.  I trot off down the street to the music shop.  No, my cello wasn't damaged by Vinyl's reckless behavior as you might guess, it's the one thing she's always most careful about.  Rather, it needed to be restrung and have new tuning pegs fitted.  It's quite embarrassing to be playing a piece in D major, only to have your cello slip into B minor.  I need it to be in top form today.  As you may have guessed from Vinyl's reassuring me, the piece we're recording today is my own composition, Octavia's Sonata.  If the recording can be finished today, it will be the final song on my ensemble's latest album.  As you can expect, my stomach is tied in knots from the worst combination of nervousness and excitement.
*~~~*
Around 3PM I return to our apartment.  Vinyl is perched on what was her makeshift bed and her blankets are still strewn about.  Vinyl, won't you ever clean up?  Her eyes are closed and her head is bobbing and even though she's wearing headphones, the music she's listening to is just audible from here.  I put my cello in it's place with my saddlebag draped over the neck this time and despite the seeming futility of the act, I greet Vinyl and tell her I'm home.  I don't know how she can hear me over that racket, but she always does, pausing her music and removing headphones.
"'Tavi!  Welcome home!  How'd the session go?  Didja make the album cut?"  I think she's even more excited about this album than I was.  I don't blame her, she's half the reason that composition ever saw the light of day.
I smile at her and hold up the magically etched vinyl disc.  "Here you are, dear.  The first copy just like I promised."  That earned me another hug and a kiss on each cheek.  I couldn't help blushing.  Vinyl can sometimes go a little overboard on the affection, but I don't have the will to stop her.  At least it's a pleasant quirk.
She squeals with delight.  "Sit down, 'Tavi.  I want to listen to it before I have to go."  I sit down on the sofa as Vinyl swaps the discs, unplugs her headphones and turns the volume down to a more natural level.  She's back on the sofa, right at my side almost as soon as she starts the track, eyes closed, head on my shoulder.  This is a little ritual she has whenever she listens to one of my performances for the first time.  She says she can feel my mood as the music plays and that it gives her a more meaningful experience.  It's probably just another one of her affectionate little games, and I find myself wondering more often whether her affection really is entirely innocent.  Still, I don't mind playing along.  It's nice to be appreciated by somepony with otherwise outlandish taste in music.
There are tears in her eyes as the piece finishes.  "Oh, 'Tavi.  It's beautiful, I knew it would be."
I blush a little.  "Thank you, Vinyl.  I'm glad you pushed me to finish it.  I don't know what I'd do without you."  I do wish these sweet moments would never end, I much prefer this side of Vinyl.
She nuzzles my shoulder a bit before leaping up suddenly and shouting.  "Augh, I'm going to be late!  I forgot they wanted me to set up an hour early tonight!"  The moment inevitably broken, Vinyl rushes around.  She snatches up her glasses, mic, spare cords, and a few albums, some in her hooves, some by magic.  You really should take my advice when it comes to organization.  Meanwhile, I carefully put away the demo disc I just brought home, I know she'll be upset if it gets hurt.  She may lead a fairly disorganized life, but every album I've performed on she keeps neat and orderly and never lets them get damaged.
"Oh!"  She stops dead, bulging saddlebag half slung over her waist.  "I almost forgot!  What kind of cake do you want for your birthday, 'Tavi hon?"
I think for a moment, I don't want to take too long, Vinyl is obviously chomping at the bit to get to her gig.  "Mmmm...  Chocolate this year, dear.  With purple icing."
Vinyl has always made a big fuss about my birthday.  I feel guilty sometimes, she always buys me such lavish presents, but I do try to give just as well as I get.  I do my best to make sure her birthdays are nothing to scoff at.  Usually it's just the two of us at home on my birthdays, Vinyl knows I prefer quiet get togethers, or sometimes she'll organize a small party with my ensemble.  Whatever the circumstances, Vinyl always makes me feel like the most important pony in Equestria on my birthday and I do my best to do the same for her.
She steps closer, lifting my chin with a hoof, I blush some more.  "Just the color of your eyes, I'll make sure."  She locks gazes with me, then grins wide.  "Later, 'Tavi!"  With that, she's gone.  Vinyl, you are a frustrating one sometimes.  At least she doesn't play these sorts of games in public.  Somepony might think we're dating.
With nothing else to do now that my composition and the album are finished, I plug Vinyl's headphones back in and put on the album she was listening to when I walked in.  She is always nice enough to listen to my music and I'm sure she genuinely enjoys it.  At a reasonable volume, her favorite music isn't bad either.  Perhaps not my everyday listening fare, but a nice change of pace.  I close my eyes and listen to the beat.
With her style of music drumming softly against my ears, my thoughts turn to her.  The look in her sparkling raspberry eyes just now, could there be more to it than just an affectionate friendship?  Vinyl, are you trying to tell me something?  I'm not sure exactly how I feel about that.  Vinyl has been my best friend for a long time and we get along rather well despite our differences.  Would it really change anything between us?  Do I even like her that way?  I've never really dated anypony, I just don't know.
*~~~*
The next thing I know, Vinyl is gently shaking my shoulder with a hoof.  I blink and rub a foreleg across my eyes as the headphones slip from my head.  "Vinyl?"
"Who's sleeping on the sofa now, 'Tavi?"  She grins at me.  "Now you know why I play it loud, hon.  Otherwise trance will put you right to sleep."
I look around and see that she's right.  I must have fallen asleep listening to her music, I have a vague recollection of a whirlwind of questions, but I put that aside. I yawn, slowly coming back to my senses.  "How was your gig?"
"Awesome as always, everypony was stomping their hooves for more right up to wrap time!"  She tosses her saddlebag into a corner, the contents spilling over the floor as she sits down at my side.  "What did you think?"  She asks, motioning at the album I was listening to.
"Oh, well to be honest I don't remember, Vinyl dear." I said nervously, a hoof behind my head.  "I must have been quite tired."
"Hey, no problem hon.  Bet you were beat after your recording session."  She puts the album back on, unplugging the headphones and turning the volume up a little bit, thankfully not too much.  "I want you to listen to this one track, though.  Tell me what you think."
She returns to my side as I sit up.  By her body language, she seems to want me to emulate her album ritual.  As I lay my head on her shoulder, I listen to the beat and wonder if that means this is her composition.  Played loud, this is definitely what I'd associate with the clubs Vinyl plays in.  But at a reasonable volume, it's actually quite soothing.  No wonder I fell asleep to it.  Wait a moment, that sounds familiar.  I recognize that passage in the melody, that's almost the same one Vinyl suggested as the scherzo in my sonata.
As the track ends, I sit up.  Vinyl is looking at me eagerly.  "What do you think, 'Tavi?"
"It was quite lovely for such an energetic piece.  Is it one of your compositions?" I ask.
She touches a hoof to my nose.  "On the nosey, hon.  Glad you like it."  She grins.
"I couldn't help noticing the scherzo you suggested for my sonata near the end."
"Heh, yeah.  Remember that day you spent all afternoon humming the adagio movement, trying to find a good complement?"  Vinyl says, scratching her mane.  I nod, I'd had a bad case of writer's block.  "Well, you got it stuck in my head and when I started mixing this track, that melody just kind of fell into place.  It was perfect for my song and when I listened to the melody by itself, I realized it was perfect for you too."
I was quite taken aback.  I knew that Vinyl could be a wonderful muse when I need inspiration, but I never dreamed that I would inspire her in return.  I guess I just never really gave her music a chance.
"Actually," she continued, "I was wondering, now that you're finished recording and it's going to make it on the album and all.  What would you think if I did a remix of it?  Kinda like this track, only with your whole sonata mixed in."
I didn't know what to say, my mind raced furiously.  I never expected such an offer and probably would have turned it down without a second thought before, but now that I had really sat down and listened to her composition, I see the potential.  Vinyl seemed to take my extended thought period as a bad sign.  "Of course, you'll get credit on the album, hon.  I wouldn't take that away from you."  She grinned nervously.
"Oh, Vinyl dear."  I smiled at her reassuringly.  "Of course you can remix my sonata.  I admit, I haven't given your music nearly the courtesy you've shown mine, but it really was quite lovely.  At a reasonable volume, anyway."  I hoped I hadn't offended her.  The tight hug I quickly received confirmed that I did not.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you, 'Tavi hon."  She squealed.  "Oh!  I'd better get to mixing, then.  If I hurry, I can have it done in time for your birthday."
"Have fun."  I give Vinyl a smile, which is quickly wiped off my face by a yawn.  "Perhaps I should go to bed.  I don't know how you get any decent sleep on that sofa."
"It's not so bad once you get used to it.  Night 'Tavi!"
"Good night, Vinyl."
*~~~*
The next three days, I don't see much of Vinyl, despite being home most of the time.  She really is putting all her effort into this remix.  My mind has been pondering the answers to the questions I raised.   Vinyl would probably answer all of them for me if I were bold enough to ask, but I'm not.  Once each day I've had the perfect opportunity to ask her and find out, but each time my heart began to race at the mere thought and I quickly backed away to calm myself.  I honestly don't even know which answer would scare me more, yes or no.  Oh Vinyl dear, I'm so confused now and I can't even turn to you for advice.
My birthday arrived uneventfully as it always does.  I took care of some errands in the morning and returned to our apartment in the early afternoon.  I expected Vinyl to be there with my cake and present, waiting not so patiently for me.  Instead, on the table was a short, square wrapped box and an envelope with Vinyl's hoofwriting. "Open me first"  I did so and inside was a note.

'Tavi,
I'm so sorry hon, my gig that was supposed to be tomorrow got changed to today.  I tried to complain, but they waved my contract at me and threatened to fire me.  I left your present here on the table, I wish I could see you open it.  I finished our remix, if you'll pick up your cake at the bakery and come down to the club I'll play it for you and we can celebrate here.
Love, Vinyl~
PS: If you do show up, please wear your present. <3

I felt shocked and saddened.  This is the first time Vinyl has ever missed my birthday.  I would have expected Vinyl to be more reckless and give up her contract rather than giving in, perhaps she has some good sense after all.  I can't help feeling a bit let down, though.  I never realized until just now how much my birthday celebrations meant to me.
I open up my present and receive another shock.  Inside, in a velvet lined jewelry case, is the diamond necklace I looked at a couple months ago.  Vinyl and I had gone out shopping and this necklace had caught my eye.  It cost far too many bits for my budget, Vinyl how did you ever afford this?  She had to have spent every bit she had.  She has been working more than usual lately, sleeping on the sofa certainly points to that conclusion.
I'm certain now that she's kicking herself over not being here with me.  After a few minutes admiring myself and the necklace in the mirror, I leave to visit the bakery and pick up my cake.  The icing really is just the color of my eyes, oh Vinyl you're so sweet.  As I reach the club I find it odd that there's no line out front.  I wonder if perhaps it's some kind of private party.  There is music playing inside.  I slip in via the employee entrance, Vinyl used her influence to get me a permanent backstage pass even though I rarely come here.
There is music playing, but the dance floor is dark as I set my cake down on the empty refreshments table.  As I turn to look, the lights suddenly come up and I hear: "SURPRISE!"  Vinyl is there in the middle of the floor, along with the members of my ensemble, and a few of our mutual friends.  I start to tear up.
"Oh, Vinyl..."  I'm trying not to cry.  She moves forward and hugs me.
"You don't think I'd leave you hanging on your birthday, do you?"  She pats my back.  "If they'd really rescheduled me for your birthday, I would have torn the contract right up and thrown it in their faces."  I really do start to cry, I'm so happy.
She pulls back to admire me and my necklace.  "Nice rocks, which of your boyfriends bought you those?"  She grins.
I thump her chest with a hoof and grin a little.  "Oh, stop it.  I don't know how you could afford it, but it's lovely and I can't thank you enough."
"Guilty as charged."  She smiles.  "I saw the longing look in your eye at the jewelry shop, but I also knew you'd never buy it for yourself.  A beautiful mare like you deserves that necklace."
I hug Vinyl to me and sob tears of happiness into her shoulder.  Vinyl, you're so sweet to me, I have to know, I have to ask how you feel about me, maybe that will help me make up my mind...
As I blink back my tears and get ready to ask that burning question, the music changes.  "Here comes our remix, 'Tavi!"  Vinyl says excitedly.  "Let's go dig into your cake while we listen."
I don't know whether to be relieved or annoyed by the distraction, but there's no stopping Vinyl when she gets her mind set on either music or food and most especially when it's both.  She slices the cake and takes great delight in feeding me bites, levitating the fork with her magic as we listen to her remix.  Both are excellent.  The cake perfectly moist and delicious, and the music fill me with delight.  It's still the sonata I worked so hard on, but Vinyl's influence brings out the subtle nuances of the composition.  The perfect combination of our individual talents, perhaps from now on we should collaborate more often, Especially if we...  I blush at the thought.  Well, why not?  If she feels the same way about me, that is.
The music changes again.  I'm about to speak when I realize that my original sonata is now playing.  Vinyl lets out a small groan.  "Stupid randomizer.  It always sticks remixes of the same song back to back."  She starts to get up to change tracks.
"No, no."  I stop her.  "This is just what I wanted.  Vinyl hon, will you come dance with me?"
She looks startled.  "Of course, dear."  We walk out to the middle of the dance floor, turning face to face.  I move in and rest my head on her shoulder and she mirrors me.  We start to sway softly and orbit each other to the slow beat.
The perfect way to have privacy in a public space, I whisper into her ear.  "Vinyl hon, I have to know.  How do you really feel about me?"
She seems taken aback, but I don't let her break our rhythm.  "What do you mean?  You're my best friend, always will be."
I chuckle to myself, her nervousness is a dead giveaway, but I want to hear her say it to be certain.  "I don't mean that, of course we'll always be best friends."  I lift my head, stopping our dance, and lock eyes with her.  "Vinyl, do you love me?"
Her eyes go wide and she stammers a bit.  "I, well I..."
Poor Vinyl, she's been so bold under the pretense of friendship, yet she chokes up at the moment of truth.  "Vinyl."  I say again, giving my voice a slight edge, smirking inwardly.  "Vinyl. Do. You. Love. Me?.."  I let half a heartbeat go by.  "I love you."
Her eyes go even wider and she gulps.  Then, her feelings come rushing out.  "'Tavi dear, I love you so bad it hurts.  I have for a long time, but I didn't think you were interested, so I just settled for being extra super friendly toward you."
I lay my head back on her shoulder and continue our slow dance.  "I know, Vinyl hon.  It took me a while, but I finally figured it out.  I wasn't even sure how I felt until tonight."
"What do you mean, 'Tavi dear?"
"Your remix, hon.  Our music sounded so lovely together, better than they did apart.  That's when I knew."
This time, Vinyl was the one who pulled back, stopping our dance to look in my eyes.  "I'm glad I finished it for tonight, dear."
"So am I, hon."  I leaned in and kissed her.  I heard the gasps as our friends saw what was happening, but I didn't care, neither did Vinyl.  We had attention only for each other.
Let me revise what I said earlier.  Vinyl and I are romantically involved.  We've been best friends since we were fillies and that won't change.  I love her dearly, and I'm certain she feels the same.  We complement each other beautifully and we're sure to have a long and happy relationship.

	
		Trance



A familiar voice wakes me from my sleep.  "Oh, where is my saddlebag?.."  Sounds of shuffling.  "Vinyl, have you been misplacing my things again?"  Uh oh, what's 'Tavi lost now?
"Uuuuuuuuuuuugh..."  I groan as I roll off the sofa.  "Not so early, 'Tavi."  I blink, my eyes adjusting to the bright morning.  "Your saddlebag is right where you left it, behind your cello case."  I moan.  For such an organized pony, 'Tavi loses things in plain sight far too often.
She sighs.  "Thanks Vinyl, dear.  I'm sorry I woke you, but you really should sleep in your bed rather than on the sofa."
I head to the kitchen.  Sleepy Vinyl needs coffee, badly.  Oh, I suppose this is as good a place as any to introduce myself.  I'm Vinyl Scratch, but I go by DJ Pon-3 when I'm at a gig.  The lovely grey earth pony running around like a chicken with it's head cut off is the love of my life...
"'Taaaaaaaaviiii...  Why isn't there any coffee?.."
Blegh.  Octavia Philharmonica.  I've been in love with her for a long time, but so far it's all one sided.  She's a concert cellist.  Really great at it, I have a copy of each of her ensemble's albums.  All pre-release demos.  And usually she already has a pot of coffee going by now.
"'Tavi, you know I'm no good at this first thing in the morning."  I pout, reaching for the instant coffee canister.  I'm glad I found a nickname she tolerates, she got tired of "Octy" pretty fast.
"Vinyl dear, I'm sorry.  I just didn't have the time.  My recording session is today."  I see her start to panic as she picks up her empty cello case.  Doesn't she remember it's at the shop being repaired?
Then her words hit me and I remember what she's recording.  No wonder she's so flustered.  I drop the can on the counter and rush over to hug and reassure her.
"Oh, I forgot!  'Tavi hon, I'm sure you'll do a great job.  Your composition is wonderful, everypony's going to love it"  Some extra reassurance is in order, so I give her a nuzzle and a kiss on the cheek.  "I still get the first demo copy, right?"  I ask, fluttering my eyelashes.
I can tell her confidence got a nice boost from the warm smile she gives me.  "Thank you.  Of course you do dear, now I'd better hurry or I'll be late."
Now, let me butt in here.  I know that it looks like we're a couple, and believe me, I wish it were so, but we're not.  'Tavi and I are still just friends.  We met the first day of school, way, way back when we were fillies and we've been best friends ever since.  I've been madly in love with her for a while now, even before that big hoorah out in Ponyville and the Princess making that speech.  But 'Tavi's never really shown any interest, despite all my hinting.
I think it really started at the end of our last year in college.  'Tavi was all stressed about her last final, so I stayed up with her to help her study and keep her calm.  She passed like I knew she would.  I almost slept through my last final, but that class was a breeze.  Didn't matter that I was a half hour late, I aced it.  That's when it happened.  I guess she meant it as a joke when she started calling me "dear".  I replied back with "hon" and kept it up.  My heart melted, but 'Tavi never took it any farther than that.
I let her go, I can see she's itching to get on her way.  "See you tonight before my gig?" I ask.
"I expect so.  Unless the session runs late, I should be home in the early afternoon."
She heads out the door and I return to the kitchen to do epic battle with the coffee maker.  I hope she does well today.  She's recording a piece that she wrote herself, well with a little help from yours truly, Octavia's Sonata.  If it's done today, it'll be on her ensemble's next album.  As for her cello, no I didn't break it.  She's had that cello for years, it's no surprise it needs a little repair.  Although it was funny listening to 'Tavi playing a nice upbeat tune in D major one moment and then cursing as her cello slipped into a melancholy B minor.  Priceless.
Coffee in hoof, I plop down at my mixing station and try and put the finishing touches on a track I've been working on.
*~~~*
Around 3PM 'Tavi walks in the door and I've finished my track.  I'm on the sofa listening to my demo disc play back on the living room sound system.  I always like to play back my stuff on a few different systems to make sure it's all good.  I wait patiently for her to set her things down and greet me before I pause the track and look up.
"'Tavi!  Welcome home!  How'd the session go?  Didja make the album cut?"  I have lots of confidence in her, but on the off chance she bombed, my enthusiasm usually perks her back up.
She holds up a demo disc with a big smile on her face.  "Here you are, dear.  The first copy just like I promised."  I jump up to hug her and peck both her cheeks; she's earned it.  She blushes, she doesn't usually do that when I get affectionate.
I give her my best excited squeal.  "Sit down, 'Tavi.  I want to listen to it before I have to go."  She sits on the sofa as I change out the discs, setting my own demo aside.  As the music starts, I sit by her side and lay my head against her shoulder.  This is one reason I'm always excited to hear one of her songs.  I have her convinced that I can feel out her emotions this way as we listen to her song.  Not entirely false, I can feel her heartbeat and breathing and kinda tell what she's feeling from that.  But mostly it's just an excuse to be close with her.  Sometimes I think she sees through it, but she's never said anything.
I have tears in my eyes as the song finishes and not even fake ones.  "Oh, 'Tavi.  It's beautiful, I knew it would be."
She blushes again and now I know I'm reaching her heart on some level.  "Thank you, Vinyl.  I'm glad you pushed me to finish it.  I don't know what I'd do without you."  Maybe she is starting to feel something in return.
I nuzzle against her shoulder a bit, that seems safe enough, but a sudden realization cuts me short.  I jump up.  "Augh, I'm going to be late!  I forgot they wanted me to set up an hour early tonight!"  I'm screaming inside my head as I gather up my stuff as quick as I can.  Sure it's strewn around, but I know where each and every thing is.  Out of the corner of my eye, I see her putting away her new demo disc with the rest of my collection.  Another realization hits me.
"Oh!"  I stop, all my stuff gathered as I strap on my saddlebag.  "I almost forgot!  What kind of cake do you want for your birthday, 'Tavi hon?"
I can see her thinking, she always likes to get something different each year.  "Mmmm...  Chocolate this year, dear.  With purple icing."
I always make a big effort for 'Tavi's birthday.  Any excuse to be allowed to show her affection.  Plus it's a lot of fun.  She likes quiet nights, so it's a perfect opportunity, just the two of us together.  I've got a doozy planned for this year, though.  And if my affection really is starting to get through to her, oh man, this might be it.  Better ramp it up a bit.
I step closer, lifting her chin with a hoof and gazing at her.  "Just the color of your eyes, I'll make sure."  After a moment, I grin to break the tension.  "Later, 'Tavi!"
I hurry out the door.  Let's hope that ignited a spark or two.  And with the money I make tonight, I'll finally be able to afford 'Tavi's present.  Not a moment too soon.
*~~~*
I've been thinking about 'Tavi's sonata all night.  I've heard her humming bits of it countless times over the last few months, but I never heard the whole thing until today.  It feels just right for a trance remix, what the hay, the third movement that I had to help her out on came from the track I was working on just this morning.
When I get home that evening, I find 'Tavi asleep on the sofa with headphones on.  I glance over to see what she's listening to and realize it's my demo album, the one I just finished magically etching this morning!  Oh, this is too perfect.  But when did she fall asleep?  The part I want her to hear is the very end of the last track.
I gaze down at her.  She's so beautiful, even when she's sleeping, but I'd better wake her up if I want to get this remix idea going.
I gently shake her shoulder with a hoof.  "Vinyl?"  She asks, rubbing her eyes.
"Who's sleeping on the sofa now, 'Tavi?"  I give her my best grin.  "Now you know why I play it loud, hon.  Otherwise trance will put you right to sleep."
She looks like she was out for a while, I bet she missed it.  She yawns and asks.  "How was your gig?"
"Awesome as always, everypony was stomping their hooves for more right up to wrap time!"  I answer, shaking off my saddlebag and sitting down beside her.  "What did you think?"  I point at the album on the turntable.
"Oh, well to be honest I don't remember, Vinyl dear." She puts a hoof back of her head, she only does that when she's really embarrassed.  "I must have been quite tired."
"Hey, no problem hon.  Bet you were beat after your recording session."  I knew she missed it.  No matter, I can just start the track again.  I unplug the headphones and turn it up a little, just enough that its not sleep inducing.  "I want you to listen to this one track, though.  Tell me what you think."
As I sit back down, I'm struck by an idea and give my shoulder a little wiggle.  Maybe I can get her to play the music cuddling game.  Yes!  Hook, line and sinker.  'Tavi, you're so warm against me, I wish I could have this all the time.  Oh, here it comes, is she going to recognize it?  Yes, I think she did.
She sits up straight as the track ends and I'm eager to hear what she has to say.  "What do you think, 'Tavi?"
"It was quite lovely for such an energetic piece.  Is it one of your compositions?"  Wow, she's sharp for somepony who just woke up.
Play it cute.  I touch my hoof to her nose.  "On the nosey, hon.  Glad you like it."  I'm rewarded with one of her mesmerizing grins.
"I couldn't help noticing the scherzo you suggested for my sonata near the end."  Double sharp, good I hoped you'd notice that.
"Heh, yeah.  Remember that day you spent all afternoon humming the adagio movement, trying to find a good complement?"  I say, toying with my hair.  She nods in return.  "Well, you got it stuck in my head and when I started mixing this track, that melody just kind of fell into place.  It was perfect for my song and when I listened to the melody by itself, I realized it was perfect for you too."
She looks impressed.  Maybe you should listen to my stuff more often, you'll find lots of hidden surprises like that.  You really are my muse.
"Actually," I continue trying to keep my voice level while my stomach churns, "I was wondering, now that you're finished recording and it's going to make it on the album and all.  What would you think if I did a remix of it?  Kinda like this track, only with your whole sonata mixed in."  I think that sounded pretty coolheaded, but I'm biting my hooves in here.
She thought about it for a while, I started to get nervous.  I know I helped a little, but maybe it's a question of credit... Better say something.  "Of course, you'll get credit on the album, hon.  I wouldn't take that away from you."  I tried for a confident grin, but I think I flopped it.
"Oh, Vinyl dear."  That million bit smile again.  "Of course you can remix my sonata.  I admit, I haven't given your music nearly the courtesy you've shown mine, but it really was quite lovely.  At a reasonable volume, anyway."  Fireworks in my brain, the gamble paid off!  I hug her close, not even bothering to hide my relief.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you, 'Tavi hon."  I couldn't help squealing it.  Then sudden inspiration.  "Oh!  I'd better get to mixing, then.  If I hurry, I can have it done in time for your birthday."
"Have fun."  I get a warm smile that disappears into a yawn.  Poor dear probably doesn't appreciate this old sofa the way I do.  "Perhaps I should go to bed.  I don't know how you get any decent sleep on that sofa."
"It's not so bad once you get used to it.  Night 'Tavi!"
"Good night, Vinyl."
*~~~*
The next three days are busy, busy, busy.  I placed the cake order, it took a while to get the color of the icing right.  I played one more gig for some spare bits, and of course I visited the jewelry shop.  'Tavi's eyes are going to pop when she sees this necklace, I wish I could see it.  But I've got to be at the club for the surprise to work right.  I don't see 'Tavi much because I have so much to do, but she seems nervous about something.  Almost like she wants to talk to me or ask me something, but doesn't have the nerve.  It might sound mean, but I hope so.  Maybe she's developed feelings for me and she's just confused about it.  That gives me a place to start.
On the morning of 'Tavi's birthday I get up early and listen for her to leave on her errands.  Yup 9:30AM, right on time.  Time for me to move.  I set out the necklace box, beautifully wrapped if I do say so myself, and magic myself a pencil and a scrap of paper, scrawling out a note:

'Tavi,
I'm so sorry hon, my gig that was supposed to be tomorrow got changed to today.  I tried to complain, but they waved my contract at me and threatened to fire me.  I left your present here on the table, I wish I could see you open it.  I finished our remix, if you'll pick up your cake at the bakery and come down to the club I'll play it for you and we can celebrate here.
Love, Vinyl~
PS: If you do show up, please wear your present. <3

I seal it up in an envelope, label it "Open me first" and set it on top.  I know 'Tavi will be upset at first, but I'm betting the necklace will lift her spirits to new heights.  Time to skedaddle.
I rush off to the club to get everything set up, I just have to make sure I don't bump into 'Tavi somewhere in town.  Made it, no sweat.  Still, I've only got a couple hours before she'll get home and find the bait.  Sweet, here come the other party ponies, 'Tavi's ensemble and a few of our other friends.  Free help!
Right on time, everything is set: music's on, lights are dimmed, now we just need the birthday pony.  Aha, there's the backstage door, earth pony carrying a cake.  Cake's down, we are go!  I magic the lights on and we all shout "SURPRISE!"
"Oh, Vinyl..."  I can see her starting to cry, so I make with the hugs.
"You don't think I'd leave you hanging on your birthday, do you?"  I pat her back reassuringly.  "If they'd really rescheduled me for your birthday, I would have torn the contract right up and thrown it in their faces."  Whoops, there go the waterworks.  Ah, well they're happy tears at least.
Let's see if we can get a smile.  I let go and give her a once over, stopping on that lovely necklace.  "Nice rocks, which of your boyfriends bought you those?"  I give her my best cheesy grin.
I get a soft hoof to the chest and there's the smile.  "Oh, stop it.  I don't know how you could afford it, but it's lovely and I can't thank you enough."
"Guilty as charged."  I smile back.  "I saw the longing look in your eye at the jewelry shop, but I also knew you'd never buy it for yourself.  A beautiful mare like you deserves that necklace."  Ramping it up, but... oh that's making my heart race.  Never done that in front of anypony before.
She hugs me close, sobbing more happy tears into my shoulder.  There it is again, she's got something she wants to say.  That's what I want too, but here, now, in front of our friends?  Uh oh, panic time.
The track changes, saved by the music.  "Here comes our remix, 'Tavi!"  I say, trying to sound cheerful.  "Let's go dig into your cake while we listen."
Oh Celestia, I don't think my heart can take another one of those.  Why am I getting cold feet now?  At least I bought myself some time.  Ah soothing, distracting cake.  I magic the knife through, and serve the cake slices to everypony.  Well, at least this little birthday ritual is well established, nopony will bat an eye.  I start feeding 'Tavi bites of cake, levitating the fork as we listen to my remix.  I'm glad she likes it, I did work hard to finish it so quickly.  Wait, is that a blush?  What's she thinking about in there?
The track changes again, starting up 'Tavi's original sonata.  I groan, never trust the random button.  "Stupid randomizer.  It always sticks remixes of the same song back to back."  Everything else is forgotten for the moment as I get up to deal with my pet peeve.
"No, no."  'Tavi stops me with both forehooves.  "This is just what I wanted.  Vinyl hon, will you come dance with me?"
My jaw almost dropped, but I recovered.  "Of course, dear."  I follow her out to the middle of the dance floor, she turns to face me.  I gulp as she moves closer, laying her head on my shoulder.  I do the same and we start to slow dance together.  Nopony else really seems to notice yet.
With her head so close to mine, I hear her whisper as loud as a shout.  "Vinyl hon, I have to know.  How do you really feel about me?"
My heart skips a beat, so do my hooves.  'Tavi smoothes our dance right over my misstep, so I try my best with the conversation.  "What do you mean?  You're my best friend, always will be."
Smooth move, as if she doesn't know you knew exactly what she meant.  She doesn't seem dismayed.  "I don't mean that, of course we'll always be best friends."  She stops dancing and looks me in the eye, her bright purple eyes shining fiercely.  "Vinyl, do you love me?"
Gah, I feel like I'm having a heart attack and my mouth goes dry.  "I, well I..."
Moment of truth, by Luna.  She practically said it already, all you have to do is say 'yes'.  Just one word and she's yours.  "Vinyl."  I wince, 'Tavi has a sharp tongue.  "Vinyl. Do. You. Love. Me?.."  Each word feels like a knife stroke, then as soft as pegasus feathers.  "I love you."
I swear my eyes are going to pop right out, come on you can do this, Vinyl.  I open my mouth and its like a burst dam.  "'Tavi dear, I love you so bad it hurts.  I have for a long time, but I didn't think you were interested, so I just settled for being extra super friendly toward you."  I pant a little after that.
She lays her head back down on my shoulder and we start to dance again.  "I know, Vinyl hon.  It took me a while, but I finally figured it out.  I wasn't even sure how I felt until tonight."
I had confidence you'd figure it out eventually, but you came around so suddenly?  "What do you mean, 'Tavi dear?"
"Your remix, hon.  Our music sounded so lovely together, better than they did apart.  That's when I knew."
This time I stopped the dance to look into her eyes, oh I could get lost in them forever.  "I'm glad I finished it for tonight, dear."
"So am I, hon."  She leans in and kisses me.  'Tavi, you're more bold than I am!  I heard everypony else gasp as we kissed, but I was finally over being timid.  Let them be shocked, 'Tavi and I have each other now.
Well, time to recheck the score.  'Tavi and I are officially a couple and I couldn't be happier.  We're also the same best friends we've been since grade school and that isn't about to change.  I've got her, she's got me, and for the rest of our lives we're going to make lots of beautiful music together!

	
		Coda
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[continued from page 3]
... latest in a string of same sex celebrity marriages since Princess Celestia's endorsement of them almost a year ago.  Popular DJ Vinyl Scratch, better known as DJ Pon-3 and concert cellist Octavia Philharmonica announced their wedding just last week.  Veteran Wonderbolt member Soarin' has also come out recently, appearing publicly with his partner Braeburn at a press conference.  According to our sources, Braeburn is a cousin of Applejack, the wife of new Wonderbolt recruit Rainbow Dash.  Both of whom have graced our pages several times before as they are two of the six ponies famously responsible for defeating the nefarious villains Nightmare Moon and Discord.
Our historical analysts have confirmed that no law ever banned these same sex marriages, the practice simply seems to have fallen out of favor for around 100 years.  A spokespony for the Princess said in a statement...
[continued on page 96]

	
		Unexpected Audio Goodness!



Scribbler, completely out of the blue, posted a very excellent audio version of the Classical chapter of this story.
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5g6i7V0zDxM

You should all go listen to it!  There is a little audio glitch which she is aware of, so if/when a fixed version is available I'll post it here for your enjoyment.  Happy listening!
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