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         Vinyl and Octavia stood in the endless white void, staring up at the message hanging in the – for lack of a better term, given their current location – air above them.
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“That’s not very helpful,” Vinyl said.



Octavia nodded. “Agreed.”



“Yo!” Vinyl shouted, turning to face the vaguely defined space that would normally be reserved for the fourth wall. “What are we supposed to be doing?”



While it would have been narratively appropriate for her voice to echo back – emphasizing the vast emptiness around them – the void lacked the acoustics required to do such, leaving only suffocating silence in the wake of her voice.



“Don’t think you’re being clever!” Vinyl yelled, her ears rotating and twitching in anticipation of some sort of dialogue-based answer that would never come. “Bite me. We know you’re there!”



The silence answered her outburst.



“No it didn’t, jackass.”



Again, the endless white yielded nothing. To the casual observer, Vinyl would have seemed quite mad, wasting her time screaming at nothing.



Vinyl glared. “Don’t you start with me, you lazy motherf—”



“That’s enough, Vinyl,” Octavia interrupted, cutting off the rather rude and inappropriate level of profanity. “It seems there’s no story planned. At all.”



The unicorn sat back on her haunches and threw up her hooves. “Then I refer you back to my first question: what’re we supposed to do?”



“Figure it out ourselves, I suppose.” 



That certainly sounded like a good idea. After all, wasn’t it a common bit of advice to just let characters to write thems— 



“Fuck that!” Vinyl snapped as she leaped back to here hooves, this time successfully indulging what many would consider inappropriate language for a pony. “We are not doing his job for him. If he wants a story, he’s going to have to contribute something!”



Vinyl really was being quite unreasonable and far too loud. If this was how she wanted to act, was it really any surprise that it had become so popular to put her in a non-speaking role?



Octavia put a restraining hoof on the unicorn’s chest. “There is no point in getting worked up, Vinyl. It is quite evident that we are not going to be getting much help.”



“And you don’t think that’s a load of bullshit?”



“Oh, it most definitely is,” Octavia agreed in a most unreasonable fashion. “As is someone who refuses to contribute in a meaningful way, but insists on interjecting opinions that are, frankly, unwanted,” she added, her eyes narrowing in a rather menacing way. 



A scary way. 



A way that indicated it was definitely time for the narrative to move on.



“Anyhow,” Octavia said, “the fact of the matter is that sitting around a vast, empty, white void is terminally boring. And I’m sure you agree, yes, Vinyl?”



“Well… I mean, yeah, but still,” she muttered, waving her hooves at the void all around them, “I just think it’s bullshit that we’re being forced to deliver when we’ve got nothing to work with.”



“Oh, I wouldn’t say we have nothing to work with.” Octavia smiled. “After all, we have a dialogue, no?”



Octavia really was the smarter of the two ponies. 



“I guess we do,” Vinyl said, surprisingly choosing to ignore that.



“That said, I do believe a little action would suit the situation as well. Thankfully there are many things to do with two ponies.” Leaning close to her lover-friend-roommate-rival-occasional sibling, Octavia whispered something. Unfortunately, it was too quiet for Vinyl to hear, forcing Octavia to raise her voice and repeat—



“Bullshit! I heard it just fine! If you wanted to know what we were going to do, maybe you should’ve come up with.” Vinyl beamed. “Anyhow, that sounds rad, Octy. And gets two birds with one stone. Let’s do it!”



“Then it’s settled: we have something to do. Which resolves our admittedly minor conflict, thwarts our antagonist,” Octavia smirked as she finished, “and ends our obligation to be here.” 



Which, for better or worse, was true.
      

      
   