
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		A Day with Vinyl Scratch

		Written by Raikiry

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					DJ P0N-3

					Original Character

					Romance

					Drama

					Human

					Sad

		

		Description

Vinyl Scratch is Devastated of the incident that happen in Logan house. when she kiss Octavia in front of him now she is without a doubt Depress and In Pain will she ever recover from the Pain or will she Meet someone else with the Exact pain.
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A Day with Vinyl Scratch

Vinyl's mind was a whirlwind of questions that night in the club: What are feelings? What are emotions? What is love? These thoughts echoed through her, a haunting reminder of her recent heartbreak. She couldn't shake off the guilt, the sense of loss that clung to her like a shadow. To clear her head, or perhaps to drown her sorrows, she found herself here, amidst the pulsating beats and flickering lights.
As she sipped her drink, her gaze drifted across the room. There, in stark contrast to the club's vibrant energy, was a man engrossed in a book, earplugs firmly in place. It was an odd sight, intriguing yet out of place, much like her current state of mind. She gave it no further thought, her attention quickly swept away by the rhythm of the music and the sea of faces around her. Among them, she noticed three guys eyeing her from across the room. Their looks were all too familiar, the kind that spelled trouble. Vinyl wasn't in the mood for any of it. Her recent heartache had left her with little patience for flirtatious games, even though she'd recently embraced her bisexuality with open arms.
As the trio approached, Vinyl could almost script the banal pick-up lines they were about to deliver. Their confidence was palpable as they took seats next to her, ready to unleash their charm. But Vinyl was armed with indifference, her mind already forming retorts to their predictable advances. She turned to face them, her expression a mix of weariness and defiance, bracing herself for the inevitable 'What's up, hot stuff?' or some equally unoriginal line.
“Hey there, hot stuff. What's a girl like you doing in a dive like this?” The first guy drawled, his voice dripping with a confidence that bordered on arrogance.
Vinyl's response was instinctive; a smirk played across her lips, betraying her amusement at the predictability of it all. She decided to entertain their approach, at least for the moment.
“Oh, just enjoying some quality alone time,” she replied, her tone laced with a hint of sarcasm so subtle it was almost missed. “You know, typical girl stuff, all by myself.”
The man seemed oblivious to the sarcasm, or perhaps chose to ignore it. “Oh, I see. How about I buy you a drink? My treat,” he offered, with a confidence that suggested he was used to getting his way. The other two, mere shadows behind their more outspoken friend, nodded in agreement, their smiles aimed at Vinyl, a mix of anticipation and admiration.
Vinyl weighed her options. A free drink was tempting, but did she really want to engage further with these guys? She eyed them, her mind racing through scenarios, calculating her next move in this all-too-familiar game.
Vinyl mulled over the offer briefly. "Just a drink, nothing more," she thought, watching the man stride confidently to the bar. As he disappeared into the crowd, her gaze drifted left, landing once again on the solitary figure with the earplugs. He was still there, engrossed in his book, seemingly oblivious to the pulsating beats and the swirling mass of club-goers.
She found herself puzzled, almost irked by this anomaly. "How can anyone focus on reading in this chaos?" she wondered, her curiosity piqued yet mingled with annoyance. The very sight of him, so absorbed in his own world amidst the club's frenzy, was strangely unsettling. She turned away, trying to shake off the feeling.
Her attention was soon reclaimed by the return of the guy from earlier, drinks in hand, wearing a smile that somehow made Vinyl feel uneasy. “Here you go, as promised,” he said cheerily. “Name's Flash, by the way. And you are?”
Vinyl took the offered drink and, in a swift motion, emptied the glass. She set it down with a definitive clink and met his gaze. “Vinyl Scratch,” she replied, her voice steady, revealing nothing more.

“Well, that’s a unique name. How about we take this party back to my place?” Flash suggested, edging closer to Vinyl. His hand found its way to her hip, an unwelcome advance that made her recoil instinctively.
“I don’t think so, buddy. I just met you and…” Vinyl’s words trailed off as a wave of dizziness overtook her. The pulsating music of the club, once a rhythmic backdrop, now pounded in her ears like a relentless storm. The room seemed to tilt and sway in a nauseating dance.
Flash leaned in, his voice a sinister whisper. “Looks like you’re not in a state to decide, are you? Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of you.” His smile, now more a predatory leer, sent a chill down Vinyl's spine.
Panic gripped her. Her body felt heavy, unresponsive. “What did he put in my drink?” The thought screamed in her mind. Fear coursed through her veins, her thoughts racing with the horrifying possibilities of what might come next. In this moment of vulnerability, Vinyl’s thoughts spiraled, reflecting on her life's choices and wondering if this was some twisted cosmic retribution.
But deep down, a part of her refused to give in to despair. In her fogged and fearful state, Vinyl knew she had to find a way out, to escape the grim fate that seemed to loom over her.
“Excuse me, gentlemen,” came an unexpected voice, breaking through the escalating tension.
Vinyl, her mind clouded and her vision blurred, struggled to focus on the newcomer. It was the man with the earplugs, now standing right in front of her, his presence a sudden beacon of hope in her haze of fear. Flash turned to face him, a smirk playing on his lips.
“Beat it, kid,” Flash sneered dismissively.
The newcomer, unfazed by Flash's contempt, stood his ground. “I'm afraid I can’t do that,” he replied calmly. “You see, I couldn’t help but notice the unusual addition to this lady's drink. It appears you’ve orchestrated quite the situation here.”
He held his book close to his chest, his demeanor exuding a quiet confidence that seemed out of place in the chaotic backdrop of the club. His intervention, unexpected and bold, shifted the dynamics of the moment.
Vinyl, despite her dizziness, felt a flicker of hope. This stranger, who had seemed so out of place with his book and earplugs, might just be her unexpected savior.
Flash's smirk morphed into a menacing glare. “Oh, you noticed? Well, let me make this very clear—leave now, or you'll be the one waking up in a hospital bed,” he threatened, his voice laced with hostility.
The man with the book, however, remained undeterred. “Actually, I believe it's you who might find themselves in that unfortunate situation,” he retorted calmly, his eyes steady and unblinking.
The tension in the air was palpable as Flash and his friends rose to their feet, positioning themselves aggressively in front of the newcomer. “Let's settle this outside,” Flash spat, motioning for his friends to follow.
The man turned to Vinyl, who was still grappling with the effects of the drugged drink. He gently placed his book beside her. “Could you watch this for me until I return?” he asked, a hint of a smile playing on his lips. Despite her dizziness, Vinyl couldn't help but chuckle at his unexpectedly nerdy request amidst such a serious situation.

The man who had intervened wore a simple blue checkered shirt, black jeans, and a pair of glasses that seemed to magnify his determined eyes. As he walked away to confront Flash outside, Vinyl couldn't help but doubt his chances. To her, he appeared as a stereotypical nerd, ill-equipped for a physical altercation, a well-meaning but misguided hero in a situation that was quickly spiraling out of control.
Immobility clung to Vinyl like a heavy shroud, the effects of the drugged drink rendering her helpless. Despair crept in as she contemplated her fate, the grim possibility of awakening to a nightmare too horrid to fathom. "Is this my punishment?" she thought, a tear slipping down her cheek. The weight of her past actions, the loss of a cherished friendship, pressed heavily on her heart.
"What is love? What are emotions? What are feelings?" The questions that had haunted her at the beginning of the evening circled back, now more poignant than ever. Answers seemed elusive, lost in a haze of regret and confusion.
A whisper escaped her lips, barely audible amidst the din of the club. "I'm... sorry... Tavi." It was a plea, an apology, a cry for forgiveness from a friend long gone. Vinyl's world, both internal and external, seemed to be collapsing, leaving her to grapple with her emotions and the unforgiving reality of her situation.

A sudden crash from the club's window jolted Vinyl from her despairing thoughts. She looked up in disbelief as Flash's body came hurtling through the air, landing with a thud near her. The clubgoers, lost in their own worlds, seemed oblivious to the chaos unfolding around them.
The man with glasses, the unexpected hero of the night, approached with a calm but commanding presence. He grabbed Flash, lifting him effortlessly, and slammed his face onto the table to meet Vinyl's gaze.
"Now, as we discussed. What do you say?" he demanded, his grip firm on Flash, who trembled uncontrollably.
"I'm sorry... I'm so sorry for drugging your drink and... for what I was planning to do. I'm a complete asshole. Please, don’t hurt me..." Flash stammered out, his voice a mix of fear and regret.
"Good boy," the man said and released him, allowing Flash to slump to the floor, unconscious. He then turned to Vinyl, offering her his hand. "Let me take you home."
Vinyl recoiled instinctively, fear and suspicion clouding her judgment. "Is he just another predator?" she wondered, her mind racing. But there was something in his eyes, a sincerity that seemed genuine.
"Don’t worry, I have no intention of harming you. Please, let me help you," he reassured her, his voice gentle yet firm.
With no strength left to resist and her body still betraying her, Vinyl accepted the stranger's help. They slowly made their way out of the club, her reliance on him a stark contrast to her usual independence.
"So, where do you live?" he asked as they stepped into the cooler night air.
"Just down the street," Vinyl replied, her voice still weak. "It’s an apartment. Look for a music note in the window. You can't miss it."
The walk seemed to stretch on, each step a struggle, but after twenty long minutes, they finally reached her place. She fumbled with the keys, her hands still trembling, and unlocked the door. The apartment was quiet, unsurprisingly empty. Octavia’s absence was a silent reminder of the broken friendship that haunted her.
Once inside, the man carefully set Vinyl down on the sofa. Without asking, he moved to the kitchen, returning moments later with a bottle of water from the refrigerator. His actions, considerate and unassuming, offered a comforting presence in the stark loneliness of her apartment.
He approached Vinyl and handed her the bottle of water. "Here, drink this. I’ll be on my way now. Just rest, okay? That toxin should wear off in about eight hours, if I'm not mistaken," he said, making his way to the door.
Vinyl's curiosity piqued. "How do you know it'll wear off in eight hours?" she asked, a hint of suspicion in her voice.
He paused, glancing back at her. "Flash mentioned it when I confronted him outside. But that’s not important right now. What matters is that you're safe," he replied, his tone reassuring yet distant.
"WAIT!" Vinyl’s voice cracked as she called out, the urgency in her tone stopping him in his tracks.
He turned, facing her. She was still sitting on the sofa, a mixture of confusion, relief, and a thousand unasked questions reflected in her eyes.

"Before you go, could I at least know your name?" Vinyl asked, her voice soft but earnest.
He paused at the doorway, turning back with a slight smile. "It's Sky," he replied.
As Sky opened the door, a rush of cool, damp air filled the room. It was raining heavily outside, the kind of downpour that blurred everything beyond the windowpane.
Vinyl hesitated for a moment before speaking up. "You can crash at my place for the night. I know we've just met, but it's the least I can do to thank you," she offered, her voice a mix of gratitude and cautious trust.
Sky seemed to weigh her words for a moment. "Um, thanks. I guess I'll make myself at home," he said, settling into a chair across the living room from her. He opened his book again, resuming his reading as if the storm outside and the turmoil of the evening were mere background noise.
Vinyl watched him, a silent question forming in her mind. Why was he so absorbed in his book, especially after everything that had happened? His calm demeanor and the ease with which he returned to reading were both intriguing and baffling to her.

Vinyl, attempting to lighten the mood, quipped, "Hey, why were you in the club with a book? Aren't you supposed to party like crazy in there, not read like a boring grandpa?" Her remark elicited a genuine laugh from Sky, breaking the tension in the room.
"Actually, I'm not much of a club person. My friend dragged me there, but I found the music and the crowd quite overwhelming. So, I came prepared with earplugs and a book," he explained, holding up the book for her to see.
"That's a good idea. Maybe I should borrow those earplugs sometime. My roommate loves to nag," Vinyl said with a playful smile.
"Oh? And where is your roommate now?" Sky asked casually.
The smile vanished from Vinyl's face as she turned away, a pang of sadness visible in her expression. Sky immediately realized he had inadvertently touched a sensitive topic.
"Look, I'm sorry if I crossed a line there," he quickly apologized, his voice filled with concern.

"No, she's at her boyfriend's house," Vinyl replied, her voice tinged with a mix of resignation and sorrow.
She continued, a nostalgic smile briefly crossing her face. "My roommate's name is Octavia. We've been sharing this apartment for a while now. At first, I thought she'd be this stuck-up person bossing me around, but slowly, I found myself falling for her."
Vinyl chuckled as she recalled a particular memory. "I remember once I accidentally broke her cello, and as a punishment, she dragged me to an opera-musical. It was pure torture," she laughed. The laughter, however, was short-lived, as her expression turned somber.
"But every moment with her felt right. I felt comfortable, safe... like I could trust her with my heart. So, I decided to confess my feelings, to tell Tavi how much I loved and admired her, how I wanted us to be more than friends," she said, her voice quivering slightly.
A tear escaped her eye as she recounted the fateful day. "When I finally told her, her answer was a simple 'no'. She wanted to remain just friends. I even planned a special date right here in this apartment to confess my feelings. After I kissed her, she left, went straight to her boyfriend's place, Logan. I followed her, just to make sure she was okay. Logan invited me in for dinner. I accepted, hoping to maybe mend things, but the dinner was just a painful reminder of what I couldn't have," Vinyl explained, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.
The floodgates opened as Vinyl's emotions spilled over. "I didn’t really care about the dinner. All I wanted was a moment alone with Tavi to talk, to explain. And then, I saw my chance when she went into the kitchen. I just... I couldn’t help myself. I kissed her again. My feelings for her were overwhelming, I love her so much!" she exclaimed, her voice cracking with intensity, tears streaming down her face.
"The worst part was, Logan saw everything. He didn't say a word, just walked to his room. Tavi tried to follow, to talk to him, but he wouldn’t respond. Then, she turned to me, her eyes filled with anger and hurt. She slapped me," Vinyl paused, choking back sobs, "and asked how I could do such a thing. She said she could never forgive me for what I had done. I... I’m so sorry, Tavi!" she cried out, her eyes bloodshot with grief.
Vinyl's pain was palpable, each word a testament to her heartbreak. Sky, witnessing her breakdown, felt a deep empathy for her. The tears rolling down her cheeks spoke volumes of the love she held and the loss she felt. He sat there, quietly absorbing her story, understanding the depth of her anguish.
"I know how you feel, Vinyl," Sky said softly, moving to sit beside her.
"NO, YOU DON'T! MY CHEST HURTS, MY HEART IS BROKEN BY SOMEONE I LOVE! YOU DON'T KNOW ANYTHING!" Vinyl's outburst was a raw expression of her anguish. Tears streamed down her face as she pleaded, "Please, make the pain go away."
Sky gently wrapped an arm around her, offering a shoulder for her to cry on. Vinyl looked up at him, noticing a warm, empathetic smile on his face that inexplicably soothed her.
"I had a relationship once, with a woman named Sofia. She cheated on me, used me for my money, and then left, saying I was too weak, calling me a loser," Sky shared, his smile tinged with sadness. "I was planning to confront her, but instead, I caught her with my best friend. It was too much to bear, seeing them together."
He let out a small, resigned chuckle. "So, I do understand heartbreak, Vinyl," he said, a single tear escaping his eye, mirroring her own pain.

Vinyl absorbed Sky's story, sensing the deep sorrow beneath his smile. His resilience, despite the pain, intrigued her. She wondered about him, about the roads they had both walked, and why fate had brought them together this stormy night.
As the rain outside ceased, signaling a break in the storm, Sky stood up to leave. Vinyl felt an unexpected twinge of disappointment. His presence, though brief, had been a comfort in her turmoil.
As he reached the door, Vinyl's impulse took over. "Wait!" she called out, her voice echoing with a mix of hope and apprehension. Sky paused and turned to face her. "Will I ever see you again, Sky?" she asked, her voice revealing her longing for another meeting.
Sky considered her question for a moment. "Maybe," he replied with a hint of a smile. "You can usually find me at Sugar Cube Corner. Sometimes I'm at the library. Who knows? Our paths might cross again."
Vinyl's question lingered in the air as Sky paused at the doorway. "How did you manage to beat those three guys all by yourself?" she asked, a mix of awe and curiosity in her voice.
Sky turned to her with a knowing smile. "That's a secret you might find out in time. Rest easy, Vinyl. Goodnight," he said, leaving her apartment and closing the door gently behind him. His departure left Vinyl alone, but with a newfound feeling stirring within her.
As she reflected on the evening's events, Vinyl realized that Sky had, in his own way, answered her longstanding questions. What is love, what are feelings, what are emotions? His smile, his kindness, his resilience—they had touched something in her, set her heart to a rhythm she hadn't felt in a long time. "I guess I'll see you soon, Sky," she whispered to the empty room.
THREE MONTHS LATER

The encounter with Sky had left an indelible mark on Vinyl's life. In the weeks that followed, her thoughts often drifted to that night and the mysterious man who had entered her world as quickly as he had left it. The pain of her unrequited love for Octavia had begun to dull, replaced by a cautious optimism and a curiosity about the future.
It was a day like any other for Vinyl, filled with her usual routines and the comforting rhythm of her music. As she strolled down the street, her eyes caught a familiar figure through the library window. A smile crept onto her face as she recognized Sky, lost in his book. She decided to have a little fun.
Sneaking up behind him, Vinyl wrapped her arms around Sky in a surprise hug. "Why hello there!" she exclaimed with a playful tone.
Sky jumped, a startled yelp escaping him, which promptly earned a 'shush' from the librarian. "VINYL!" he exclaimed, turning to face her, a mix of surprise and mild irritation on his face. "Don’t scare me like that! You know how I feel about being snuck up on."
Vinyl chuckled, enjoying the moment. "I know, I know. But guess what? My parents want to meet you! They're curious about everything concerning you. Isn't this great? You'll finally get to meet my folks, and we can make our relationship official," she said, her voice brimming with excitement.
Indeed, their relationship had blossomed over the past month into something stable and meaningful. The connection that began with an unexpected encounter had grown into a bond of mutual understanding and affection.
"Wait, aren't we already official?" Sky asked, raising an eyebrow quizzically.
Vinyl gave Sky a playful, mock-frustrated look. "You know what I mean. We're making it 'parent-official'," she said, emphasizing the last words with air quotes. Her tone softened as she leaned in and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. "Sometimes you're such a dork, but that's part of your charm."
Sky chuckled, a light blush coloring his cheeks at her affectionate gesture. "Yeah, yeah. I'll be ready to meet the folks later," he replied, returning his attention to the book in his hands.
Vinyl nodded, a smile lingering on her lips as she headed towards the library door. But then, just as she was about to leave, something prompted her to pause. She turned back to Sky with a curious expression.
"Hey, hun," she called out, her voice carrying a hint of playfulness.
Sky looked up from his book, his eyebrows raised inquisitively. "What's up, V?" he responded, curious about her sudden change in demeanor.
Vinyl's question hung heavily in the air, her eyes searching Sky's for an answer. "Will she ever forgive me?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
Sky exhaled softly, a thoughtful look crossing his face. He stood up from his chair and walked over to Vinyl. Gently, he placed a comforting kiss on her forehead. "If you two are truly best friends, then there's always a way back. Forgiveness comes in time, especially between those who genuinely care about each other," he said, his smile warm and reassuring.
Vinyl's eyes glistened with unspoken emotions as she wrapped her arms around Sky, drawing him into a heartfelt embrace. "Thank you, Sky, for everything," she whispered, her voice thick with gratitude.
Sky hugged her back, his voice soft yet firm. "No, Vinyl, thank you. Thank you for letting me be there for you, for letting me save you."
As they stood there, wrapped in each other's embrace, the world outside seemed to pause, if only for a moment. It was a moment of understanding, of healing, and perhaps, a new beginning.
THE END?
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