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		Description

Imagine a world where music can be more than just heard, but touched and seen and smelled as easily as the finest rose on an early spring morning.  A world where weather changes, crops grow, and battles are fought, all to the tune of a musicians cadence.  Such was Vinyls and Octavias world, their foundation music, and their instruments tools.  And it came as no surprise to any pony when a relationship began to blossom between the two masters.
But when tragedy struck Octavia's life, the culprit was closer to home than she expected.  She retired her career, picked up her weapon, and set chase to Vinyl, to satiate the boiling hatred that demanded revenge and cried for vengeance.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Chapter 1

					Chapter 2

		

	
		Chapter 1



Ominous clouds set a nearly pitch black backdrop, its monochromatic tints broken only by the occasional streak brilliant yellow electricity.  Each was thoroughly complimented by a thunderous applause that hijacked the Earths own breeze, stealing its transportation to rip across the darkening horizon.  The crackling rhythm sizzled with power, an unquenchable yearning to unleash a vivacissimo of deadly tempo, restrained only by the very clouds that birthed the blazing heat.  The pitch was deep, the timbre equally dark, both encompassed by the chorus of explosive thunder grudgingly settling into its melody as it hovered over a lone figure below.
The white coated mare blended almost seamlessly into the roaring tempest at her back, her position betrayed only from the exquisite streaks of azure and turquoise hair that whipped carelessly against the singing breeze.  Two powerful legs were planted firmly in the ground, raising her body vertically into a standing position.  Front legs were crossed, her hips twisted into a taunting curve, baiting the eyes into an unbreakable illusion as the distinction between her body and the clouds flowed in and out of focus as if an ethereal ghost stood there instead.  
But two inconsistencies lingered steadily enough to reassure her existence on that field.  Around her neck, a single pendant hung loosely, jet black strands of interwoven hair suspending a bright pink treble clef, no bigger than a coin.  And sunglasses, a vivid shade of violet, outlined where her eyes should have been, greedily absorbing what little light there was to be had to reflect.  The contrast was sharp enough that neither the singular horn on her head or the worried slant of her lips could be seen at a distance.
Only half of the skyline was permitted to Vinyl and her orchestra, the storm abruptly ending directly over the center of the field.  Nature demanded balance in all things, and it yielded the other half of its world to the opposing force occupying the landscape.
The smell of salt drifted through a lazy breeze, given flight by the calm emerald blue ocean that stretched into the distant rolling horizon before pouring into the setting sun.  That brilliant ball of fire layered dazzling beams of amber and scarlet hues that stretched skyward, painting a montage of light, a legato of color, blurring with seamless harmony rather than vying for dominance.  The vaporized water bowed to the reaction, warping the otherwise invisible air into a glossy symphony of luminosity, reality itself fading into obscurity behind the smooth sheen.  The only indication of life beyond the barrier was the steady crash of waves against the sandy shore, a flawless rhythm beating in perfect adagio time.
The pony laying claim to this chorus was as relentless as the ocean backing her, an unending consonance of calm in the face of the violent storm she faced.  Dark grey folds of immaculate hair outlined her position against the glorious sunlight.  It flowed effortlessly into a midnight black timbre that consumed her mane and tail.  They played a duet with the wind, dancing in unison into the sky in long weaving streaks, each strand individually distinguishable.  Violet shaded eyes, half closed, resonated her entire demeanor, a steady and resolute rhythm to match her melody.
The opposing songs fought viciously amongst themselves, battling for supremacy until one yielded to the other.  A deafening explosion of thunder would press forward boldly, only to be forced into a swift retreat by the smooth and steady lapping of the ocean waves.  It was a broken tune, a brutally shattered harmony that grated through the ears with a tormenting pain.  Patience and resolve were the only barriers strong enough to withstand such an onslaught, and even those were being rapidly eroded away.
It was Octavia who could handle the war no longer.  “Vinyl.”  Her words shattered the rising crescendo of dissonance.  As if on command, the ocean behind her fell silent, the breeze slowed to a crawl, both granting a respectful opportunity to their combatants to respond in kind.
“Octavia.”  Vinyl soothed the tempest and silenced the thunder.  Her opponent had certainly earned as much.
“How did we get here, Vinyl?”  A timbre of sadness etched its color into this note, despite any degree of will or power to refute its position to be there.
“How indeed, Octavia.”  She responded, shifting her weight without off balancing her poise.
Octavia let loose a sigh, salty water seizing the initiative to soar back into the air only to be swiftly silenced again.  “No more games, Vinyl.  Do not count on getting away this time.”
“My dearest Octavia, I didn’t consider it for an instant.  Would running away really change anything now anyway?” She permitted one roll of thunder to echo across the expanse, an amplification to her question and nothing more.
Octavia allowed her lavender orbs to fall to the ground, sliding one leg slowly along its counterpart opposing it.  “No, I don’t suppose it would.”  As her hoof reached the ground, she planted it with a feminine grace back into the soft dirt.
“Are you ready to hear explanation now, at least?”  The worried expression did not compromise, even as her tone made a subtle shift to hopeful.
“No... I... I don’t know...”  Sorrow struck a sudden cord, the smooth ocean and whistling breeze carrying its texture flawlessly across the expanse.
Vinyl lowered her front legs down to her side, answering the question for her.  “It doesn’t matter now.  You are long since past that, aren’t you?”
“I am.”  Any hint of the previous intrusion was vanquished from her voice, flowing right back into its calm and resolute tone.
“So that’s it then?  Will you kill me now, and take your vengeance?”
“Yes, Vinyl.  I cannot forgive you for what you did.”  Octavia narrowed her eyes as she felt another pang of sorrow.
Vinyl took a daring step forward, throwing her body into her voice. “You might be able too, if you had ever afforded me a chance to explain.  Perhaps if you would just listen for once...”
“There is nothing to explain!”  Octavia interrupted her with a roaring crash of waves.  “You lied to me!  You tricked me!  You deceived me!  You...”
“Aren’t listening!”  A thunderous report fired back.  “You never have!”
“What is there to explain?  What lie would you have me eat this time?” Her hoof flinched, reaching for a weapon she wasn’t prepared to take yet.
Vinyl had nearly drawn hers as well.  “All I ask for is a chance.  Just once.  After which I will yield to whatever judgement you wish to bring upon me.  But until then, I won’t let you make this mistake.”
Tears were welling up in Octavia’s eyes.  She wanted the explanation, possibly more than anything right now.  But her mind screamed vengeance, a symphony of voices demanding revenge.  An explanation would dampen the boiling fury that was building inside of her and her heart couldn’t scream loud enough to be heard through the roaring anger.  “There is nothing you can say that will change what you did, Vinyl.”  Her voice was shaky, and she struggled to keep it balanced.
“I know how this all looks.  But if you’ll just give me a chance, Tavi, I can...”
“You have no right to call me that anymore!’  Octavia’s hoof reached across her body, grasping at the air near her shoulder.  Radiant light of amethyst and crimson was willed instantly into existence inside of her grip, the colors burning like fire as they licked and seethed underneath their restraint.  She planted one careful hoof behind her form, another she held gracefully out to her side, both meant to secure her balance.  And for one brief instant, the very earth held its breath in anticipation.
When the light could no longer be confined, she brought her hoof into a rapid downward slash, leaving a streak of color that lasted only until her hoof came to an abrupt stop at her side.  An invisible eruption of force blasted Octavia, sending her hair soaring backwards against the steady breeze that surrendered the shift without question.  The light along her hoof had flashed brightly, surging into a long slender shaft before extinguishing into a smoky haze.  What remained was a silver bow, lined with golden patterns and held together from frog to tip with jet black hair.  The curve that ran along the shafts length rivaled a perfection so pure that time itself might stop just to hear this weapon perform but a singular note.
It created a muse of its own accord as she raised it into the air, pointing it purposefully at the mare across the expanse.  “Andante.” She whispered.  The command from her voice sprang into life, assuming a myriad of color as it twirled around the extended bow, the many streams of light playing across the hair as they began a song that harmoniously complimented the chorus of ocean waves behind her.  The melody rose into a crescendo as it neared the tip, playing into a two octave leap while the colors amassed into a vibrant fuchsia tint, enveloping the instrument only as long as it took to reach the final note before lurching forward with a bullets haste.
The light left a streak of music in its wake as it weaved and twisted its way through the field at blinding speed, singing a score of heartbreak, betrayal, and anger.  It drowned out the rolling thunder and crackling lightening, silenced the ambient noise, and muted the mare it was seeking with unerring accuracy.  The closer it got, the louder the noise became, an ecstatic leap in volume as its final measure drew nearer.
Vinyl’s reaction was swift and decisive.  She took a commanding step forward and thrust her hoof into an explosion of cyan and midnight blue.  The colors burst outward in a restrained explosion, fighting invisible barriers that confined the light with an iron grip.  Vinyl turned her hoof slowly inside of the blue mass, gripping something firmly before jerking her arm backwards while rolling her body to the side.  Out of the imploding light, the neck of an Electric Guitar formed, preceded by a headstock that burned an unnatural vermilion flame.  Stretched along the crimson neck resided strings made from strong blue hair, leading the instrument into its solid black body, contrasted sharply against a stark white bridge.  Ribs curved effortlessly around its base, encompassing the epiphany of perfection in a ring of scarlet beauty.
Vinyl grasped the weapon nearly at the end of its neck, twirling it like a sword in wide circles before bringing her other hoof to steady it into a vertical position, the base held high and behind as she prepared for the approaching melody.  The tempest understood timing was key, ceasing its struggle to align itself with Vinyl, patiently awaiting her command to unleash the chord needed to break the attack.  The air was now full of Octavia’s song, permeating the atmosphere and suppressing all hope of any other note edging its way in.
She took a step forward, rolling her body to the outside away from her instrument.  One hoof released it, allowing gravity to pull it into another wide swing.  It spun as she continued to move forward while turning, reaching around her opposing side to replace the hoof now being pulled too far away to keep hold.  As her body came back around to face the incoming attack, she increased the spin, the guitar soaring high above her head.  In one fluid motion, her other hoof resumed control, and both in unison brought their combined force in a downward stroke.  The base struck the approaching song with precise accuracy, met there by a flash of brilliant yellow lightning that accompanied the deflection and drove the song crashing into the dirt.
Her forward momentum carried her through the violent explosion as the song shattered, disrupted by Vinyl’s own chord of thunder and lightning that took a commanding lead over the landscape.  The guitar narrowly avoided the ground as it came back around to rest in front of her, still gripped with both hooves firmly, vibrating a steady triumphant tune.  “That wasn’t very nice, Octavia.”
Octavia was still standing with her bow forward.  “Shall I increase the tempo then?  And see if you move as fast as you lie?”
“Well, I was going to suggest we talk about this.”
Her bow began to burn again, another chord taking flight from the frog.  “I don’t want to hear it.”  She lied.  “I just want you gone.  Out of my life forever.  Both for my sake, and his.”
Vinyls guitar coated itself in a blue haze.  “I will happily oblige, but only if you hear me out.  Just this one last time.  Please, Octavia.”
Her poise faltered momentarily as tears blurred her vision again, a brief lapse in concentration as her heart finally screamed loud enough to be heard.  “Vinyl... I...”  A crash of watery resolve picked up the chorus, drowning her heart back into obscurity.  “I don’t want to hear it!”   The chord shot forth from her bow, weaving the same song as before.
The violent tempest was more prepared this time, easily disrupting the harmony.  Vinyl broke the attack with another couple steps forward, swinging her weapon to send the shattered melody skyward to be lost in the clouds.  “You are lying, Octavia, and you were never very good at it. These attacks aren’t half as good as I know you’re capable of producing.  Some part of you wants to hear me out, and it won’t let you fight me.”
She readied another chord.  “How can you expect me to forgive you Vinyl?  How can you...”  Her heart wrestled control of her for another fleeting moment, unleashing a tidal wave of gut wrenching despair, flooding her senses and pulling more tears to her eyes.  “How can you expect me to?”
“I’m not asking for forgiveness, I’m asking for your time.  Just hear me out, Tavi.  Please.”
The clouds occupying Vinyl’s skyline were slowly pressing forward, forcing the sunlight to recoil against the encroaching shadow.  But Octavia could scarcely hear the approaching thunder, the chord surrounding her bow had birthed a new song in its impatience, strands of light playing along the lengths of hair, weaving a tune of melancholy and distrust.  “Vinyl...” She nearly pleaded.  Her fury begged her to make no compromise.  It would be so much easier to hold onto it, to strike Vinyl down and end the tormenting agony that ravaged her emotions.
Vinyl had slowly begun advancing towards her with the storm, taking cautious steps forward while keeping her weapon at the ready.  “We’ll take it slow.  I’ll start from the beginning.”
“The beginning?”  Her heart seized the initiative as memories invaded her thoughts, clouding her clarity and disrupting her concentration.  “Don’t...”  And just as quickly, the hate twisted her words.  “Don’t you dare corrupt those!”  The melody lurched from her bow eagerly, rising an octave as it streaked through the air, reinforced by the crashing waves of the ocean chorus.  It burned brightly, carrying with it the retreating sunlight to push the approaching storm back to where it came.
Vinyl swiped the song aside as easily as the last, though this time she did so with an artist’s grace, changing the song’s timbre and tone to a reassuring persian blue as it was deflected skyward.  The clouds parted to permit the song to pass through unimpeded, the tempest falling silent in respect to allow the muse to blanket the atmosphere as it slowly faded into oblivion.  “Do you think I do not hold these memories in the same regard?  Do you really think I would do anything to tarnish them?”
Octavia tried to summon another chord, but her voice faltered, and no amount of wind could carry what never made it past her lips.  “Why Vinyl?  Haven’t you hurt me enough?  Why are you making this harder?”  Tears streamed freely down her cheeks now, overflowing the dams that could no longer hold their increasing weight.
“I’m not trying to hurt you, Tavi.  Please, just give me this chance.”  Vinyl’s advance had never ceased, and she was now within a few dozen paces of Octavia, her weapon lowering without a chord on the others bow.  “I ask this one last favor of you, then I will lower my guard, and you may pass whatever judgement you wish onto me.”
Octavia’s breath was heavy as she struggled to bring her emotions under control.  The words were lingering in her throat, begging to be released, to unleash a chord at double the tempo as before and catch Vinyl off guard at such close proximity.  But they were restrained, chained to the walls of her neck and not permitted to go any further by the only organ that could wield such dominating control.  “You...”  She steadied her breath, pulling the tears into retreat though never letting her bow fall.  “You have 5 minutes.”
The tension rippling through Vinyl’s body finally expunged itself, tired muscles happy to release the burning stress and the weight of the guitar.  The body of her weapon fell softly to the ground, the far tip laid to rest against the smooth grass as its cyan mist dissipated and vanished into the air.  The tempest had pulled back to its half of the skyline, still hovering over the white haired pony but only by a few paces.  “Thank you, Tavi.  I really...”
“And don’t call me Tavi.”  She hissed through gritted teeth, a wisp of red light igniting along the bow, but evaporating just as quickly.  “So tell me, where do you plan on starting this fairy tale?”
Vinyl took a deep breath.  “Where they all start, of course.  At the beginning.”

	
		Chapter 2



“Again.”
Vinyl let loose an exasperated sigh, throwing a wayward glance towards the door.
“Get it right, Vinyl, and then you may leave.”  Cheerilee was watching her gaze.
“But we’ve been at this for 2 hours.  I’m not getting any better, and won’t with you breathing down my neck like this.”
Wrong response.  “Vinyl, your exams are in a week.  If you fail, you’ll be...”
“Doomed to wallow in dirty and depressing work for the rest of my natural life?”  Vinyl scoffed, rolling her eyes.
“Is that what you want then?”  Her voice was beginning to become flustered.
Vinyl paused her sarcastic comeback for the moment, mulling over the question.  There was an obvious answer, and then there was... “It might be better than playing this thing.”
“Do you know what happens to ponies that fail?”  She had set the music sheet down, and was now staring intently at Vinyl.
“Can’t say that I do.”  Vinyl was watching some insignificant bug crawling across the floor.
“And do you know why that is?”  Cheerilee pressed forward.
The bug had crawled through a hole in the wall, much to Vinyl’s dismay.  “I do not.”
“That’s because no pony fails this exam.  Ever.”
“Well there’s a first time for everything, isn’t there?”
“Hayseeds Vinyl!”  Cheerilee slammed her hoof onto her desk, the concussive echo reverberating off the insulated walls.  “Don’t you care at all?”
“I... err...”  She stopped herself.  “Of course I care, Ms. Cheerilee.  I’m sorry.”  As much as she hated being where she was, Cheerilee was only trying to help.
“Then help me out here, Vinyl.  For your sake.”  Her voice was shaky as she tried to bring it back under control.
“I will try.”  Vinyl spoke as sincerely as possible, even if she didn’t know herself whether or not she was lying.
“Good.  Now, your homework is to learn this Etude by tomorrow.  Should you fail to play it again, we will be right here again.  Is that understood?”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“Very good.  You are dismissed.”  Cheerilee gathered her books and stormed out of the room quicker than Vinyl could.
“Finally.”  Vinyl said to no pony in general, tossing the flute rather haphazardly into its carrying case, slamming the lid shut and sliding it into her bag before standing to leave.
“If you would just learn how to play the thing, your life would be so much easier.”
The voice drifted through the open door from the hallway, it’s origin hidden around the corner.  “Don’t you have anything better to do than eavesdrop on me?”
“Come now, Vinyl.  I’d like to see you pass next week just as much as every pony else.”
“I could if they’d let me play my guitar, Octavia.”  As Vinyl rounded the corner, she was seated against the wall, her violin laid carefully on the floor beside her to prevent any chance of it getting caught underfoot.
Octavia cringed, shaking her head.  “That vile thing?  What’s wrong with the flute?”
“Well, for starters, it’s a flute.”  Vinyl motioned towards the exit.
“And it is a beautiful instrument.  It weaves such perfect colors of gold and crimson, its melody as steady as the afternoon rainstorm.  There is no tempo it can’t master, no rhythm it can’t match, and no texture it can’t create.  Wielding it is as graceful as a candle flame, enough force to make it dance, yet not enough to extinguish it.  The real question I should be asking is, why not the flute?”
Vinyl had begun playfully mocking her about halfway through, mouthing words and making dramatic gestures.  Only when it became apparent Octavia was blatantly ignoring her did she give it up.  “But I’m no good with it.  And I don’t want to become good at it.  I like the guitar, why is that so bad?”
They had passed through the double doors into the balmy summer afternoon, the sun beaming a sweltering heat onto the windless terrain below.  “The guitar is fine, Vinyl, and every pony would be perfectly happy if you played it.  The problem is you have an electric guitar, which are not accepted as an instrument for passing the test.”
“I don’t see why not.”  Vinyl responded bitterly, reaching out with her white shaded magic to grab her violet sunglasses.
Octavia sighed, seeking the path that afforded the most amount of shade.  “We’ve been over this before.  Electric instruments only have one purpose, that is, to make war.  And how long has it been since the last war?  Sixty some odd years?”
“Sixty seven.”
“Precisely.  So why would they allow you to have your proficiency license in electric instruments?  There’s no field for it now.”
Vinyl was staring intently at the ground now.  Octavia was right, as always, but some part of her had hoped for a little more support from her friend, rather than infallible logic.  “I’m just not interested in anything else, especially the flute.  Somehow changing the seasons seems rather lame and repetitive.”
“Aerophones control the seasons without exception.  Why did you agree to learn it if you didn’t want to do it?”
“I don’t know, because I had too?  What else was there to pick after having my choice shot down?”
“Well, you could have played an acoustic guitar.”  Octavia replied offhandedly, though she had said this at least a hundred times during the year.
Vinyl rolled her eyes.  “Oh yes, that’s a much better alternative.  Instead of changing the seasons, I’d get to change the weather.”
“And what’s wrong with that?”  She suddenly sounded hurt, stealing a glance towards her Violin.
“Nothing.  Nothing is wrong with it.”  Vinyl attempted to recover.  “I’m just not too interested in the weather either.”  It was the most blatant lie she had ever conjured and continued ever since she had met Octavia.  The truth was that Octavia was unrivaled with the violin, expressing a level of skill and fluency on the strings that hadn’t been seen in the last century.  There was no way Vinyl’s competitive side would let her sit in the same field.
“You aren’t much interested in anything except that guitar.”  Octavia wasn’t buying it, her voice drifting away from the conversation.
Vinyl let silence hover between them for a moment, carefully picking her next choice of words.  “So, if you can change the weather, why not fix this miserable heat?”
“Students are not allowed to interact with the world without supervision until they pass the test next week, which, if you paid attention in class, you’d know.  And even then, like it or not, this heat has a purpose.  The wheat needs to be dried out so it can be harvested.”
“So, no chance of a cool breeze or shower in the next few days?”  Talking about the weather always seemed to cheer Octavia up, as she was the only student privy to the forecasting done by the organization.  A perk from being top of her class.
“Afraid not.”  She replied, her pitch brightening.  “No rain for four days, assuming the wheat dries out fast enough, though we have the assurances from the farmers that it will.”
They spent the next few moments walking in silence through Ponyville, weaving their way through street after street filled with the mid afternoon traffic.  Vinyl was worried what she had said had upset Octavia, and she wasn’t ready to try another topic just yet.  The rather loud ambient noise of the bustling city made for a perfect excuse, and they didn’t pick the conversation back up until they rounded the last corner, Octavia’s house coming into view.
Her house wasn’t anywhere near Vinyl’s, but she would always walk her home before going on her own way.  “I don’t need you to walk me home, Vinyl.”  That, however, never stopped her from complaining about it.
“And you don’t have to thank me for it.”  She fired back.
“Never have.”
“Never will.”
As Octavia departed to cover the last stretch to her house, Vinyl couldn’t help but stand and watch her go.  They had been friends for as long as she could remember, and this playful banter had existed between them for just as many years.  Sometimes, just sometimes, she wondered where the line between that playful banter and flirting existed.  There was a part of her that wanted to ask, and if it was any other pony, she certainly would have.  But it was different with Octavia.  Vinyl couldn’t be herself around her.  It was as if Octavia’s very essence emitted a silent melody that seized the very soul of those who stood too close to her and pulled it into a duet to her own tune.
Almost as if Octavia knew exactly what she was thinking, she threw a hoof over her shoulder without turning to look, waving farewell to Vinyl who was certain she had never known that she lingered.  Vinyl smiled, and turned to head home, shrugging off the nagging emotions.  She wasn’t before, now, or likely to ever be ready to threaten their friendship over such a silly notion.  Besides, there was an exam to worry about for now.
The sun was beginning to dance along the horizon before Vinyl had crossed town to get home, the purple overture taking flight through the still air as it spun patterns in the brilliant orange skyline.  It was Luna’s opening chorus, and Vinyl’s favorite time of the day because of it.  She walked slowly into her empty home, opening the windows to allow the melody to permeate the structure, and moved swiftly onto her bedroom.
She took one longing glance at her bed before turning to the two instruments seated side by side.  They both needed to be picked up, practiced, learned, and mastered.  But only one gripped onto a lingering requirement, a sickening demand to be played.  It was for that reason alone she shunned the long and slender device, and yearned to pick up the other instead.  Indecision seized the moment, locking Vinyl down where she stood.
Luna’s symphony was reaching a crescendo as nightfall almost fully encompassed the horizons.  Vinyl took the opportunity to sit down and close her eyes, absorbing the tune while she let her mind drift freely away from the present.  It first swam to her school, to the worry and frustration that the upcoming exams were bringing, moving fluidly onto lunch, the first time she would see Octavia tomorrow.  Unwilling to linger on what ailed her the most, her mind flitted to weather, the sweltering heat, how little she was looking forward to it tomorrow, how much she wanted rain, and how Octavia would someday control it.  
Her mind took flight once more, traveling to Luna this time, hoping to soar above and beyond the lingering thoughts that kept invading her mind.  It was a goal in her life to someday meet Luna.  There was much she owed her, and thanking her face to face seemed only appropriate.  Perhaps she would get a chance to play for her under the pale moonlight, just as she hoped to someday play her song for Octavia.
In all of Vinyl’s life, music had existed as a separate entity, nothing more than a tool to mold and shape the world around them.  Every instrument had a purpose, and behind every purpose was a pony composing the symphony to achieve that purpose.  While it was vastly superior to listening to a blacksmiths hammer or carpenters drill, it was basically the same.  
Octavia was the exception to the rule, the needle in the haystack.  Vinyl could no sooner describe her as a musician than she could describe a rock as a feather.  When she lifted her bow to the strings, there was no longer a master and a machine, but an orchestra of gestures that resonated beauty and eloquence in every note.  The symphony of light and sound that birthed from her took on a life of its own, breaking free from the confines of the score to play a harmonious duet, elevating the song into timeless perfection.
It was matched only by the elegance of its creator, the grey haired core underneath the countless layers of color.  Feminine legs, both agile and graceful, led up into the gentle slopes of a body, its texture smoother than the finest silk.  A tail, so black that night itself could exist inside of it, stretched beyond her back, not a single errant strand of hair daring to escape the flawless structure.  Complimenting it was an equally dark mane, leading up into a face that spun her sophisticated demeanor within every alluring curve.  They housed amethyst eyes that burned brightly behind their lenses, concealing an ocean of knowledge that threatened to capture those unfortunate enough to gaze into them too long.
Residing along each flank, coated in a brilliant magenta hue, sat a simple clef.  It was traced with such precision that neither a strand of grey hair or the gentle sway of her legs as she walked could tarnish its form.  To lesser minds, it was simply a figure that indicated the pitch of the written notes.  But to Vinyl, it meant so much more.  It was the beginning, it was the control, it was the clef that every staff was built upon.  It meant that Octavia didn’t just understand the music she played, she was the music she played.
Vinyl opened her eyes slowly, realizing just how lost in thought she had become.  The night was pitch black outside, Luna’s melody was well into it’s third or fourth song, and the chilly night air was seeping through the windows.  She sighed a mournful timbre, reaching out to grab her guitar.  Their was only one song that was strong enough to fight through the intoxicating cloud that Octavia blanketed across her mind.  Octavia’s song.  Created by Vinyl with the intention of one day playing it for her.  But she couldn’t allow that to ever happen.  Octavia would be able to use it to see straight through her, and it would betray the secret she kept.
So she played it alone, closing her eyes and filling the room with the vivid cyan and azure streaks of color.  The song pushed Luna’s from the room, sealing the windows to envelope Vinyl in layer upon layer of forlorn melodies.  They danced slowly, moved cautiously, and embraced the mare sympathetically, bringing warmth and comfort as they soothed her mind and body and lulled her to sleep.
---------------------

“Well that’s all very touching, Vinyl.”  Time had afforded the bitterness to creep back into Octavia’s voice, igniting a purple chord along the frog of her bow.  “But your five minutes are up.”
“Wait, Octavia.  I’m not done.”  Vinyl had been slowly walking across the expanse, and she was now close enough that the wind didn’t need to carry her voice to be heard.
Octavia conjured a final remark, her lips moving to form the words, her throat refusing to let them go.  Vinyl knew her far too well.  Anger pleaded with her to let it go, begged her to forfeit the knowledge and complete the task her mind had set itself too when she climbed onto this field.  Curiosity, on the other hand, demanded more time.  The calming tune of sincerity had been apparent enough in Vinyls voice to make for a very convincing argument, much to her chagrin.
“Fine.”  The purple chord faded grudgingly, unleashing a harsh dissonance back at its master.  “But this better be going somewhere.”
---------------------

Four days passed by uneventfully.  Vinyl continued to neglect the flute, continued to spend most of her afternoons with Cheerilee in fruitless endeavors, the heat continued to sear the landscape, and Octavia continued to chide her about the upcoming exam.  It was in three days now, and the possibility of passing it was a dwindling notion at best.  Vinyl was doing her best to ignore the issue.
As another aggravating session with Cheerilee came to a close, Vinyl stepped outside the classroom to meet Octavia in her usual place.  “Still here, huh?”
“Would I be anywhere else?”  Octavia smiled, standing to grab her violin.
Vinyl beat her too it, grasping the instrument with her magic and securing it softly along her back.  “Some pony as important as you surely has other things to be doing than listening to a guide on how to not play the flute.”
“Perhaps, but my priorities are my own, are they not?”  She tilted her head with the question, flashing a grin as she turned and headed towards the door.
“Well... err.. yes?”  Vinyl was, quite unexpectedly, caught completely off guard.
“I’m glad you agree.”  She didn’t bother to turn around to see the confused face Vinyl was making.  She probably already knew anyway.
“Right... well... anyways...”  Vinyl had to break into a brief trot to catch up to her.  “How has your day been?  I didn’t see you at lunch.”
“I had some things to take care of today so I would be free this afternoon.”  She replied offhandedly.
“Some things?”  Vinyl questioned.
“Mhmm.  Some things.”  They were walking slower than normal, the double doors to the exit still out of reach.
“That’s awfully cryptic, Octavia, even for you.”
“I’m not without my secrets, you of all ponies should know that Vinyl.”
“Fair enough.”  Past experience taught her that such exchanges were best left alone.  She never won them anyway.
They exited the school into a dim light, the sun long since hidden by thick grey clouds that hung ominously over the sky.  It was accompanied by a crisp breeze that raced through the streets in powerful gusts, taking rest only long enough to rebuild its strength for another run.  “Looks like you were right again.”  Vinyl turned her crimson eyes upwards, trading her sunglasses for an umbrella.  Rain was, just as predicted, on the way.
“A smidgen late.”  Octavia corrected her.  “It should have started already.”
“Well thanks to you, I came prepared.”  She tapped her umbrella on the ground triumphantly.  “So no matter when it comes, we’ll be ready.”
“Have you been practicing your flute?”  Octavia turned the conversation onto the one subject Vinyl was trying to avoid.
“Of course I have.  I need to pass don’t I?”  She lied.  The only times she touched the instrument was in class.
“Indeed.”  She nodded.  “I would really hate for you to fail them.”
“Speaking of which, Cheerilee was very vague when it came to what would happen in the event that I did fail.  I’m curious now, honestly.”
“Well, I suppose you’ll just be held back a year.”
“Oh, she made it sound like I would roasted over an open fire or something.”
“May as well be, for being held back.  I wouldn’t hardly get a chance to see you much anymore if that happened.”  Octavia turned her head to give Vinyl a slightly raised eyebrow and a threatening smirk.
“Well we certainly wouldn’t want that.”  Her tone remained playful, even if her insides churned at the notion.
A deafening thunder ripped across the horizon, a gracious warning that the rain would be coming very soon.  Vinyl grimaced, popping open her umbrella in a burst of magic and suspended it over Octavia.  “Looks like we need to pick up the pace a little.”
Octavia took one look at the sky, and shook her head.  “This is going to be a deluge.  We should probably seek cover until it’s over, or you’ll be a sopping mess.”
“Oh I’ll be fine.  So long as you and your Violin stay dry, its warm enough that the rain can’t hurt me.”
They had turned onto an empty street, presumably cleared as ponies were more inclined to take Octavia’s side.  “Why do you always have to be so difficult, Vinyl?”
“To pester you, of course.”
“Well as much as I appreciate the effort, I really think we should...”
A chord lurched into the air behind them, careening with a deadly tempo through the empty street.  Vinyl immediately recognized the harsh timbre and powerful pitch of the electronic melody, her horn bursting into a white aura as she dropped the bags she carried.  “Move!”  She yelled, bringing a hoof sweeping around into the gale breeze as she spun to face the music.  The wind had granted its gusty muse at precisely the right moment, and the pair created a rapid whistling tune, giving flight to a weak but still visible blue aura.
The hasty barrier went up seconds before the attack shattered it, a red hue breaching the wall with a victorious crescendo as it collided with the pair.  Both were knocked down, driven into the dirt and pushed harshly away.  But the shield had done its job, absorbing the blunt of the attack to strip the melody of its fatal pitch, permitting Vinyl to recover swiftly.  Octavia, however, had been caught completely off guard, unable to recognize the unusual melody or react to it as fast as Vinyl, and she was now laying motionless on the ground next to the unsteady but still standing Vinyl.
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