Turntable Turnabout
A Rainbow Dash/Vinyl Scratch (DJ P0N-3) Shipfic
Part I


Rainbow Dash gave a sigh, a hoof holding her head up as she slowly nursed at her drink, a tall, fruity drink – every color of the rainbow staggered atop each other within the clear glass. It was a creation of her own, one the bartender had aptly named a “Rainbow Smash”, given it's rather high content of giddykick within it. Now on a normal night at this club (the Frenzied Foal, as it was called), this would have appeared to be an ordinary scene for the multi-colored maned filly, but tonight was especially different. How so?

She was here.

Vinyl Scratch, stage name DJ P0N-3. From the moment Dash had laid eyes upon her at Rarity's impromptu talent show she had been utterly smitten. Scratch was punky. She was laidback. But most of all, she was cool. Well all that and she was utterly stunning in the sky blue mare's eyes. Even now, through the slightly blurred haze of her beverage's intoxications, Dash found that she could not bring herself to tear those eyes off of those fuchsia-tinted goggles, that rhythmic bobbing of her head as she pumped out that heavy, rumbling bass through the clubs speakers almost hypnotizing to the pegasus. Thoughts raced through Dash's head. What would her friends say? Here she was, a mare, falling head over heels over another mare. It was weird. It was definitely not the norm. Would they accept her? Should she keep it a secret? Rainbow gave a frustrated growl as she buried her head into her hooves. Maybe it was just the giddykick meandering its way through her system. No, it's not. You didn't have any before or at that stupid fashion show when you first saw her. Dash grumbled at her mutinous thoughts, before turning her eyes back up to the stage. Scratch's shift was ending, the white-furred pony giving the final few spins on her turntable before strike a pose, the gathered crowd letting loose with a raucous round of applause and cheering. “Thank you Ponyville! DJ P0N-3 is outta here!” Rainbow Dash gave another little sigh. Another night spent wallowing in her own turbulent feelings. Digging into a small leather pouch upon her side, she placed a few coins upon her table as payment, before downing the rest of her drink and heading out of the club.

As she stepped out of the stuffy heated air of the club, Rainbow Dash gave a sigh, spreading her wings wide. It was a brisk spring night...not too cool, not to cold, just the right amount of a breeze. Wind caressed through the feathers of those instruments of flight, ruffling the tips ever so slightly as the blue pony began to take the strides forward to launch her into the air, but was stopped short by a voice piercing the silent night.

“Hey-hey, it's you! 'Mad Dash!'”

Oh no. It couldn't be. Fate wouldn't be this cruel, would it? The blue mare turned her head towards the sound of the call-out, eyes widening as she swallowed hard. Yes, it would be. “Uh..h-hey, Scratch. Great show tonight! It was really really...cool.” She managed to sputter out. Come on Dash, get it together. You're tough! You're cool! You're one of-no, you ARE Equestria's best flyer! Some stupid little crush shouldn't be getting the best of you! It seemed her body didn't agree with that line of though, instead balking back, wings folding back against her sides as she gave a sheepish little grin. The goggle-wearing pony only gave a chuckle in return, striding up to the cobalt mare and giving a little shrug. “Eh, same old same old. Spin some tunes, crank up the bass, and the cuh-rowd goes wild, baby!” Dash smiled again, awkwardly, forcing her wings to spread themselves again, the pony fighting to hide the pinkish hue of a blush rising to her cheeks. “Y-yeah, it was great! But uhm, I gotta get home now, I have uh...stuff! Stuff to do. Okaybye!” She darted, more out of embarrassment than fear, giving a powerful flap of her wings, and arcing into the air.

It was at this point that Dash realized a painful life lesson about inebriating substances.

She didn't so much as crash as she decided to introduce the ground to her face. Blurred vision and lagged motor skills from the giddykick running through her system sent Rainbow Dash into a hard bank left, giving an awkward yelp as she met the ground with a hard smack. Scratch was there in an instant, because what kind of pony would anyone be if they didn't help out another in need? As the DJ pony helped the winged one to her feet, she looked over the now bruised pegasus, eyebrows raised in concern. “Yo, hey, you okay? Had a little too much to drink tonight, huh? Hahah!” Rainbow Dash merely frowned, shaking her head. “No, no I'm fine! Perfectly fine! I can handle my liquor, honest! *hic!*” A few sparkling bubbles slipped from her mouth, the blue mare gazing at them with half-lidded eyes before they popped. Scratch shook her head, chuckling softly. “Nuh-uh. I know when a pony's had too much of the fun stuffs. Aaaand, I'd feel terrible if I let you go on and find out you went crashing into Celestia's observatory or something. C'mon, my house isn't far from here, you can crash on the couch!”

Dash paled. Sleep? In Scratch's home?! That blush returned in force, the blue mare struggling to come up with a protest, but the insistent nudging to her side from the goggled pony ceased any of that. “C'mon lazybones! You got four hoofs, you can walk it!

This is either the worst thing that has ever happened to me or the best thing. Oh, Celestia give me strength...
