Filling in the Missing Beats ÷ Chapter I
‡ By Small Talk ‡ 
The floor was quickly filling up, igniting with the sounds of hoof steps and loud clops as the ponies began to dance and move to the music. It was this--the amazing feeling she received when she saw everypony drawn onto the dance floor, like parasprites to a bucket of fresh-picked apples. It was the sense of being loved for what you do--that was what drove Vinyl Scratch to do as she was doing now. Something tugged at her heart, but she ignored it as she turned up the bass.
“Bump up the bass~” A robotic voice sounded, followed by the whir of disks on the turntable. The thumping of the bass was the very heartbeat of the building. Vinyl Scratch brought life back into a dead-silent club as DJ P0N-3. She smiled, her soul washed over with euphoria.
Across the room, ponies sat at the bar. It wasn’t the greatest thing, but the sounds blasting around them and the air vibrating their ear drums more than made up for it. Some ponies were already giddy from multitudes of drinks. As the night wore on, the alcohol coursing through their bloodstream brought out more of their inner pony. Others just sat and chatted over the thumping of the bass, enjoying a few drinks sparingly.
This went on for hours, ponies dancing, getting giddy, enjoying the night life. Most of them, at least. “Thank you, Ponyville~!” Vinyl Scratch yelled into a microphone, her soothing yet eccentric voice overlaid with the robot effect she always used. Both sounds meshed together to ultimately get the crowd cheering. She stepped down from the booth hurriedly and walked outside through the back exit. The crisp yet chilling night air felt delightful, especially compared to the muggy, heavy air that clung to her coat inside that crazy club.
Vinyl sighed. The emotions welling up inside her contradicted the false smile she wore as she trotted past a couple of ponies, who squealed with joy. Once out of sight and out of ear shot, Vinyl flicked up her glasses revealing her stunning ruby eyes. But they were soon swelling with crystal-clear drops. Her tears ran slowly down her cheeks, lightly discoloring her face in a trail of dampness. Vinyl made her way along the outskirts of Ponyville, stopping when she had reached her home.
It was silent as she walked in. The quiet was cut with the subtle sound of the door closing followed by a broken sob as it escaped Vinyl Scratch’s lips. She sank down onto her chair in the den of her house, sitting in dark and deafening quietness which was irregularly interrupted by soft whimpers and cries when they managed to break free from her quivering mouth. “I just wish that I didn’t have to deal with this anymore!” She yelled as she hurled a small lamp across the room, the magical glow from her horn revealing a distraught looking unicorn before the room faded back into blackness.
Vinyl woke with a start. She had fallen asleep in the small room, still in the chair. She lay curled up tightly as she felt a chill run down her back, the cold night lashing out at her. She shivered, getting up to walk to the bathroom. Vinyl turned on the water, letting it run into the tub. “A warm bath should help soothe me.” The steam rose from the surface of the water, fogging the bathroom with a lukewarm mist. She wiped away the condensation that had accumulated on the mirror, peeking at her reflection. It stared back at her with puffy, bloodshot eyes. Her twin in the glass looked nothing like her normally happy, spunky, cool self. Instead, she saw a miserable pony, messy and looking like she had cried all night.
Stepping into the clear bath, the warmth flooded through her. It brought a light tingle to her chilled hide. Clinging to her like the atmosphere of the place she had been last night, and soon the thoughts from before had entered her head again. I just want to be a normal pony, just once. I’m so sick of playing as ‘DJ P0N-3.’ I want to be the one, the one who goes to parties and raves, enjoys dancing with friends, while somepony dishes out music for me to listen to, to love… Vinyl Scratch was crying once more. Ugh… Stop this Scratch, you’re cool, everypony loves who you are, so just… Stop… A deep sob ripped through the air. Crying…
Vinyl Scratch went to the bar she had just played at the night before. It was late in the day, Celestia’s sun was just starting to set in the evening sky. She sat and ordered a shot of “anything to drown out her thoughts.” Anything to get my mind straightened out. She turned her head to see somepony walking in, almost dropping her glass. The pony had walked over to her, taking a seat next to the unicorn. Rainbow Dash shot a glance and squealed, realization washing over her.
“I’m your biggest fan!” Both ponies said in unison, laughing as they realized what had just happened.
Rainbow Dash spoke up first. “My biggest fan? I never knew I actually had fans!” She looked excited enough to burst, and nearly bounced off of her stool as she quickly downed the shot the barpony had given her; the usual, a shot of Kickback.
“Of course! You’re one of the best fliers ever! I’m surprised the Wonderbolts haven’t recruited you yet! Ever since I moved to Ponyville, I always see you flying around on my way to the club here! I even catch you napping every now and again~” Vinyl Scratch teased, punching Rainbow Dash lightly, laughing like a frivolous schoolfilly. 
“You’ve watched me fly before?” Rainbow Dash blushed slightly, thinking of the awesome DJ pony watching her, and being a fan. She even compared her to the Wonderbolts! But hey, she was Equestria’s number-one flyer! “Whoa, wait. You said you caught me sleeping?”
Vinyl Scratch giggled, blushing lightly behind her trademark glasses. “Yeah. Kinda cute when you sleep, Dash.”
Did she just giggle? Wait, she just said I looked cute! Rainbow Dash reddened deeper, looking away from Scratch, who acted as if it were nothing. “Heh… Thanks, I guess…. But hey, when’s the next time you’ll be here again? I’d love to watch those mad skills of yours in use!”
Vinyl looked down at her hooves, “Not quite sure, but I’d love for you to come watch. I could probably get you back at the tables with me, if you’d like…” So much for trying to get my mind straightened out…
Rainbow Dash looked at Vinyl with glee. “I’d love to join yo--hey, you okay?” She instantly disregarded her thoughts of seeing the pony jockey. Vinyl Scratch sat there, looking dejectedly at her hooves, sniffling.
“Uh… Y-yeah! Don’t worry ‘bout me, just make sure you can come see me sometime this week. Talk to one of the bouncers, let ‘em know your name, they’ll let you back…” Vinyl hopped down from her seat, head hanging low as she sulked out of the bar.
“Hey, wait up!” Rainbow Dash called after Scratch, turning to pay the barpony for her and Vinyl’s drinks. She rocketed out of the door, stepping in front of Vinyl Scratch. “Stop. What’s wrong? You look like you just lost somepony!”
“It’s n-nothing…” Scratch lied. She let out a soft sob, then collapsed in tears. “I’m just tired of seeing everypony enjoy themselves while I’m stuck providing the entertainment. I want to be a normal pony. I want to be the one listening, drinking, dancing to the music. Feeling the music… Enjoying life like an average pony, ya’ know? I can’t stand the night life anymore, Dash! Not as DJ P0N-3, I can’t. I just want to live it for what it’s worth… I don’t even have somepony in my life to enjoy it with! Somepony who I can enjoy being with. Somepony who can enjoy being with me…” She looked up to Rainbow Dash, her glasses had fallen from her soft face, revealing watery, crimson eyes, reddened even more from her crying. “I don’t have anypo-”
Vinyl was cut off as Rainbow Dash put a hoof to her mouth. “Stop it… Listen. If you want, take a break from it all! If those ponies were really your fans, really enjoyed you for your music, they’d understand if you wanted to relax, enjoy yourself for once.” Dash lifted Scratch up, and stepped closer, almost face to face with her. She blushed, “Plus… What if… What if I…” Rainbow Dash’s mind was ablaze with thoughts of the pony in front of her. Vinyl wasn’t a fillyfooler, but… At least they could be friends?

Scratch gazed into the winged pony’s deep maroon eyes, her thoughts racing. Should I? What if... No... Scratch, you’ll never get anywhere if you keep over-thinking like this! A few seconds ticked by. Cool ponies don’t think, they act!
Rainbow Dash gasped as Vinyl Scratch pushed against her. Their lips met softly, and Dash simply melted. Her heart fluttered wildly as she pushed back into the mare. Vinyl quickly broke away, blushing furiously. “Could… You be with me?” She looked down, tears beginning to well up in her eyes. I‘m so stupid! Dash wouldn‘t want to be with me, she isn‘t into mares! She‘s too cool to be with me! Too cool to be a fillyfooler! “I’m sorry... I just want--”
“Yes… I could, no, I will be with you… As long as you let me.” Rainbow Dash brought a hoof to Scratch’s chin, lifting her face up, looking into her eyes. They were so deep, you could get lost in them… The pegasus couldn’t get the thoughts of the unicorn out of her head… She leaned in, kissing Vinyl Scratch tenderly. The kiss was, however, short-lived, Vinyl stepping back.
“How about you come stay at my place tonight?” Vinyl offered, smiling. She kissed Dash on the cheek, grabbing her hoof and leading her off across Ponyville.
