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		Description

Meet Vinyl Scratch, a young woman with hopes to become a great DJ while dealing with a slew of problems, ranging from financial to psychological. And she's doing pretty well...until life puts a brutal stop to all her plans, making her a mess and throwing her life into chaos.
And speak of the devil, the Lord of Chaos needs a subtle way to create and feed off chaos. He needs a scapegoat, some sort of distraction or shield to draw attention away from his activities.
Life sets the stage for them to meet, and what follows is a series of twists and turns, questionable situations, which will leave them both changed for better or for worse.
************
This is a dark fic, but still has bits of comedy in it. Set as Human and Teen, but might bump it up to Mature. This is still Equestria, but with several elements from our world such as cars, clubs, drinking and several more things...
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		A Chance Meeting


			Author's Notes: 
Hello there, reader! Thanks for giving this story a shot!
Just a heads up: I'm writing this in the hospital, so there might be some errors here and there even though I go over the chapters from time to time, so feel free to point out any faults [image: :twilightsmile:]



"I'm gonna need another pint over here, barkeep."
"Sure thing Vinyl, although I've never seen you drink this much before."
"Yeah well that's my business, isn't it?"
The barkeep stopped moving around behind the counter to look at her for a moment, wiping clean the glass with a deadpan stare and an eyebrow raised. Vinyl Scratch covered her face with her hands, sighed in frustration, then set her hands down on the counter and looked at the barman with a tired expression.
"Sorry about that, Quick Service, that was totally uncalled for. Dick move on my part. Can I still have that pint, please?"
He looked at her for two seconds, then nodded in satisfaction and pulled down the lever so that the cider could pour smoothly down the glass he had simultaneously stuck at an angle against the tap. Once he reached the correct amount - with just a tiny bit over the limit out of pity on the tired girl - he set the glass in front of her and slapped his towel over his left shoulder. He didn't comment on her aggressive comment and chalked it up to personal problems, since she was usually a good customer. Payed on time, was always polite, and never caused trouble in the bar, which made her good in his books.
"That's three bits, please."
She wordlessly reached in her jean pockets for the required amount, and dropped two more in the tip jar on her left. He clicked his tongue with a smile and a wink, while she raised her glassed in salute with a smile, before turning to attend to his other tasks as she took the first sip of yet another pint.
Vinyl Scratch sat at the counter of her favorite bar, wearing a dark blue hoodie with black jeans and white sneakers, cradling her glass as music played in the background unheard by most of the customers. It was located between an old apartment building and a bike shop, a solitary red door with a black sign that read The Fringe above it in red letters being the only distinctive feature. Once opened, you just had to walk down a couple of metal stairs to reach a relatively small bar, with dry stone walls reminiscent of a wine cellar surrounding red couches and low black tables. There, customers from all backgrounds - geeks, goths, regular looking people as well as those with nicer shirts and shoes - mingled and laughed, the atmosphere always relaxed and cheerful and the prices fair.
But tonight, Vinyl Scratch was not feeling the good vibes. She wasn't feeling much, really, just the cold from the glass and the feel of the smooth wooden counted beneath her elbows. She loved this place, she really did, but tonight she was only there for the drinks. Normally she would have stayed in her apartment to deal with what she had learned - which she did, for about an hour and a half before going to the bar - but with her roommate gone to visit her parents until the end of the week she couldn't handle the emptiness of her home.
She was a young woman of twenty four years old, standing at five 5.3 feet tall with electric blue hair, pale skin and blood red eyes. She was quite proud of her body, especially her legs and hips, with just a bit more curves than many women thanks to the swimming she did, and she was not unhappy with the lean muscle of her arms and her flat stomach. She didn't consider herself a model or a really hot chick but according to many men, women and her reflection in the mirror, she was worth a second look in the street and a damn! She ate right, she exercised, didn't smoke or do hard drugs and she only drank occasionally. Overall, she was in good shape.
And yet that didn't count much anymore, because she had learned just a few hours ago that her heart was starting to weaken considerably. 
It had all started a couple of weeks ago, with some bouts of quickened heartbeats and a shortness of breath. Since she wasn't fooling around with anybody when it happened, she chalked it up to a bad reaction to the cold Autumn weather - which sucked, because it was her favorite season - or strain from too much effort after or during her exercise. And then, as the days went by, these occurrences were more frequent, and stronger, until she collapsed in the kitchen just a day after her roommate had gone to visit her parents, feeling very warm and shaky. She had gone to the doctor's office within the hour so that he could arrange to have an X-Ray photo of her chest area the next day.
And so it was that on a fresh Thursday night, just a few hours after she left the doctor's office, that Vinyl Scratch was trying to stop feeling so raw when she learned that her heart was very much not okay. From the storm of thoughts that swirled in her mind, she could remember some explanations about how stress might have worsened her condition, how rare it was that young people were affected by this plight, and how the use of magic affected hearts that were weak from birth. She didn't really want to remember at the moment, she just wanted to take a break from life for a bit after the sucker punch it had thrown her.
Now one thing to understand is that Vinyl was a reasonable person, even though she was easily stressed out. She had seen enough different things in her short lifetime to know that life in general was unpredictable, above concepts of justice and injustice, and unstoppable. She knew one could scream and shout and kick at the cruelty of life and the world only to get nothing in reply. There was no explanation, no fixed reasons, and that the whole shebang ran on impossible odds and absolute certainties happening. So she knew that when life had thrown this news to her face that them's the brakes, and that she had to roll with the punches and deal with it, and move on.
But she couldn't. Not at that moment, and not for a while if things didn't get better.
She had planned to open up her own private mechanic practice - since she absolutely loved cars -  and maybe make it big if her music got noticed. She wanted to be a mechanic, no doubt about it, but if push came to shove she would drop the cars and get on stage. She had worked hard for the past four years to get enough money to pay the rent, eat right, get some decent equipment to make good music, keeping some on the side to help bump up her savings for her store and get a nice car of her own.
But nope, said life, your weak heart has to start acting up now. Sure the doctors can slow down the process, but you're pretty much done now am I right? Four years of work; boom, gone, because you've got to pay so your heart doesn't shrivel up and die as fast. Plus if you're sick you can't work or study right, so yeah, there goes that. The treatment cost should take a chunk out of your savings, and I wonder what everyone else will think? Yes, let's wonder how mom and dad will react...oh, Goddesses, just...why?!
She gently put her forehead against the counter and pressed hard on it, gripping her hands into a fist and fighting to hold back the tears as much as possible, or at least enough so that the rest of the bar wouldn't pick up on it and star asking how she was doing and giving her shallow tips and generic words of support. She didn't need any of them and yet so couldn't stand being alone. She had to roll with the punches and stuff, but that was proving to be extremely hard at the moment.
"Life got you down, huh?"
She looked to her right to find a rather exotic looking guy sitting next to her. He seemed to be really, really tall - roughly 6.3 feet tall, if she had to guess - and he was dressed rather strangely. His skin looked like it was very lightly tanned, his jet black hair was a spiky mess and a long thin nose set the frontier between his bright red eyes. He had a five o'clock shadow on that strong jawline, which shifted with his small smile, and she decided to quickly check him out. 
He didn't seem too thick, but by his large shoulders and his exposed arm she guessed he had the build of a climber, or maybe a swimmer. She looked at his exposed left arm, the lean muscle showing thanks to his rolled up sleeve. He wore a black long sleeved shirt except his right sleeve was red and let loose, and his baggy pants were the color of sand. His shoes were dirty white sneakers, and she decided she should definitely get to know him.
"Something like that, yeah. What's your name, tall, pasty and handsome?"
"This handsome 'pasty' devil, as you say, is called Deep Chord. I got here just a few moments ago and when I saw you there all by your lonesome I thought to myself 'I need a drink, might as well chat her up while I'm at it'," he said, sipping from the dark green beverage in his pint.
She laughed a bit at his strange approach, slightly confused as to how he got that drink without her noticing. It occurred to her that she might have had a pint or two too many.
"Anyway, I just thought I could rescue you from the seat you seemed to have been glued to and invite you to join me on my couch over there," he said, pointing to one of the larger couches in the bar that was completely free with his pinkie, still holding his pint.
Usually, she would politely say no and either talk to him from the safety of her seat and make him stay next to the counter or get him to let it go and leave. But he was strange in an exotic fashion, charming, and quite frankly rather attractive, plus she already had a few drinks in her, so why not? She felt strangely drawn to him, and she didn't really care why.
"Sure thing, smooth talker," she replied, getting up to walk ahead with just a tiny bit of extra swing in her hips. He joined her, grinning, and somehow no one bothered them during the few hours they conversed, the drinks coming surprisingly fast but hey, she wasn't complaining. Looking back at that night, Vinyl didn't remember much of what they talked about, and it took her a long time to decide whether it was a great or horrible decision to make his acquaintance. 
************

Around two AM they climbed up the steps in an alcohol-induced euphoria, making her attention span and memories - as she later realized - very hazy. She did definitely feel the fresh air as they stepped out on the street, heard the roar of an engine and the sound of a party blower, and felt her whole body shudder violently before she passed out.
************

When Vinyl Scratch regained consciousness, she formulated one thought before opening her eyes.
Vinyl Scratch vs Hangover: still eluded, still undefeated.
She wanted to revel in the feeling of having escaped nursing a hangover once again in her whole life, but the sounds and sensations that reached her made her train of thought go way off the rails. She slowly opened her eyes to find herself in the passenger seat of a large car, with a large brown hoodie zipped down to form a blanket that covered her from her neck to her knees. She looked outside through the windshield to find that she was speeding down a damaged concrete road, illuminated by the headlights and the occasional flash of lightning on the horizon and above her. What appeared to be purple sand blew around and past the car, the only sounds to be heard were the purr of the engine and the wind whooshing by, as well as the sound of sand rushing across the vehicle.
"Oh good, you're finally awake!"
She looked to her left and choked on her own saliva, that being the only thing stopping her from shouting in surprise and terror as she saw what was for all intents and purposes a demon driving the car. He was watching her with large yellow and red eyes, grinning widely while letting what appeared to be his right arm - a lion's paw - rest on the steering wheel, his body ridiculously large and grotesque.
"Sorry about bumping into you like that, I guess I got a little carried away. Welcome to my machine."

	
		Bumpy Road



Vinyl Scratch loved cars, and as such she knew pretty much every - or most - rules when it came to the driver. Drivers drive, that's all they do. They keep their eyes on the road at all times, the only exception allowed being a quick glance at another part of the car or to reach for an item nearby if there's no one in the passenger seat, and the glances mustn't exceed two seconds. The driver can eat and drink while driving - except for alcohol, of course - and has more pull over the choices related to the radio and music more than anyone else, except for the car's owner but that's a whole other debate. All of this Vinyl knew, as they were natural and easy rules to elaborate that most drivers could agree on or bend a little.
She did not care about any of these rules, however, when she set her back against the door and kicked Discord in the side of the head with both feet. 
"OW, motherfu-!"
Discord's scream of pain was interrupted as the world outside spun much too fast and in too many directions. Discord's head was thrown forward and he bashed his forehead against the steering wheel, which caused his antler to get stuck there. Vinyl was stuck in her seat, hyperventilating and watching the deep purple world outside turn darker and darker, and she noticed ice forming on the windshield. After a few seconds of dizziness, Discord struggled to free his antler until he simply willed it to be immaterial, thereby allowing him to regain control of the vehicle. 
He immediately wrenched the wheel to the left, using his lion paw to shift to the highest gear and his cloven hoof to hit the brakes while willing another gear stick, located right next to the usual one, to make a ninety degree spin. The car - a 1932 hot rod  - immediately drifted in the air to the left, only to fall off whatever invisible surface it was on and back down to the ground. Gritting his teeth, Discord spun the wheel as if he were sailing a boat, the car slowly spinning on itself until it hit another imaginary slope that seemed to form a slope. He shifted into the highest gear and put the pedal to the metal, using his talons to slap a lever next to the wheel upwards. The car drove full speed down the invisible slope, shifting towards the right as it approached the ground and drifting to a stop once the desert ground stabilized itself.
Breathing a sigh of relief, Discord engaged the hand brake and pulled a toothpick out of thin air, sticking it in his mouth before before turning to face Vinyl with a growl, who was frantically pulling on the door handle.
"What the hell was that - No, don't!"
But before he could finish his warning Vinyl pushed open the door, leaving the purple sand and the howling wind to rush inside, blinding Discord for a few seconds. Meanwhile Vinyl took a few steps forward and was about to throw up when she felt the most horrible chill rush up her spine, feeling horribly warm and cold all over before actually throwing up, then collapsing in said vomit. When Discord pulled the door closed, he rubbed his eyes and spat out sand before looking outside and seeing Vinyl on the ground. He then sighed explosively, collapsing back in his seat.
"Great, and now she's dead again. This is going to eat up a whole day again, I swear..."
************
Vinyl Scratch awoke to the sounds of grumbling and the clanking of metal, feeling completely numb. Her eyes snapped open, knowing she had been rendered unconscious but feeling as though the transition between now and then had been instantaneous. She tried to move, but found that none of her limbs would obey her and that she couldn't look down to see if she was attached. Her erratic breathing caught Discord's attention, who grunted before walking over to her. He tapped his foot on the ground once, disappearing in a flash of light before the same young man from the bar stood in his place and knelt before her.
“Alright, I'll let you move again if you promise to be good,” he said, no amusement present in his voice. “Close your right eye if you understand me.”
She did so immediately, and once he was sure she was focused he snapped his fingers to release her. She remained were she was, back against the front left wheel of the car, moving her fingers and toes then slowly lifting her feet and arms. He went back to work under the hood of the car.
“Try anything and back down you go, by the way. Fixing this takes a while and I have stuff to do so we'll have no more of your hysterics. Plus your little stunt left the engine quite startled, so this whole thing has left me quite ticked off."
Vinyl listened to him while moving her body, scared once she realized that he could get really angry the moment she tried anything. She stood up, looking around them. They appeared to be standing on top of a rocky hill, where nothing stood out in the miles of flat desert land that surrounded them except for a few other hills and a massive city that took up quite a bit of land, even though they were very far away. She then turned to watch him work, illuminated by the large setting sun, scratching her thumb with her index out of nervousness.
“You're Discord, aren't you?” she asked in a small voice.
He glanced at her, a tiny smirk forming before he went back under.
“That's right. What else do you know about me?”
“Not much. Just what I heard on the news, and that you're...good now, apparently.”
“I suppose...but if I was you wouldn't be here.”
Vinyl stayed silent after that, trying to remember everything she could about him. He had escaped from his stone prison about two years ago, barely escaping defeat at the hands of the Elements of Harmony, popping up here and there to spread chaos before disappearing. That is until he was captured, then pardoned by the princesses who assured the nation he was safe and nice. She couldn't remember many details, but that about summed it up.
“Well, that's what the news will tell you anyway. Can't trust the media, man!” he said, chuckling as he reached for a wrench in his pocket. “But there's more to it than that, and that's why you're here.”
He closed the hood of the car, wiped his hands somewhat clean, then pulled a chocolate bar out of thin air and snapped his fingers to make fire spring from the tip of his thumb, inhaling deeply as he sat on the hood of the car. He then looked at her, and patted the space next to him while offering another bar. She climbed up next to him and looked at it questioningly.
"You can also eat it, just so you know,” he said, sarcastically. 
She rolled her eyes, then took a bite and looked at the horizon. There was a very soft breeze, and she looked down at the town below. She couldn't exactly tell if there was any activity from where she sat, but she could see impossibly tall buildings reaching far higher than any other she had seen, and some smoke seemed to be rising from several parts of it. Then, a thought suddenly struck her.
“Oh my goodness I flirted with you, didn't I?” she asked, feeling her face get very warm. 
He laughed jovially, then popped the remaining bit of chocolate into his mouth.
“Yes you did, and I don't blame you. I mean look at me, I'm a stud! And my oh my, are those cheeks red or what!” he said, waggling his eyebrows while grinning. 
She looked away from him, annoyed at how her face seemed to be getting even warmer, how he was teasing her, and embarrassed when she remembered what she thought of him at the bar. Then the obvious question came up.
"Where are we?"
He glanced at her from the corner of his eye, then looked up to the sky while scratching his chin. Instead of answering, he jumped down from the hood and stretched.
"You know what? Staying still like this is making me itch, so let's get going!"
Without budging he teleported them back in the car, Vinyl bouncing in her beige leather seat while Discord snapped his fingers. The beast of a car roared to life, engine roaring and exhaust spitting fire like a dragon's nostrils, before it took off with screaming tires and a cloud of purple dust. They drove down the rocky hill, bumping and skidding down the road until they reached flatter land and drove towards the setting sun, the city slowing sliding out of vision on their left.
"You wanna hit the town? See all the 'hip joints', as they say? You know what I haven't seen them in a while, too, so..."
"Nah, I don't, actually," she muttered. For some reason, the sight of that town - although familiar, somehow - made her feel very uneasy, like a serious wound that you both want to stare at and look away from. 
“Alright. So like I said, there's another side to the story the newspaper tell you. After I...got away from the Elements, I was not in the best of shapes. I mean, it's a good thing I'm a super powerful being otherwise I would have died instantly rather than being stoned forever. Good times...Anyway, I had to lay low and get my strength back. I had limited powers and options, but I did what I could and only created chaos in focused bursts here and there just to speed my recovery up by a few centuries. 
“And then I got caught because – according to the news - I got too cocky, can you believe that? How can I not get cocky, I'm a frickin' beast! So anyway they strap me into a straitjacket, stuff a gag in my mouth, chains, cuffs, et cetera. And I'm forced to kneel before the princesses, so mad I tried to eat through my gag when Celestia decided we should take a trip to Ponyville. I was really surprised, meanwhile Luna just wanted to throw me into the deepest pit Tartarus had to offer.
“So we went to Ponyville, after much bickering between them, and I was shown to the Element bearers. I still remember their faces when she told them she'd decided that Fluttershy should try and reform me. Can you believe it?”
“You know Fluttershy?” asked Vinyl, finishing her chocolate.
“Well yes, everyone knows Fluttershy because she's a national hero. So can you believe it?”
“Dude, I know Fluttershy too!”
“What did I just say? Also can you believe it?!”
“No I mean she's a friend, and no I can't believe it, there, happy?” she snapped, annoyed by his antics.
“Very much so, and how in the world are you friends with Fluttershy?” asked Discord, turning towards her.
“Well,” she said, scratching her head in deep thought, “I won't go into details, but she actually let me crash at her place for a few weeks when things were rough and she's pretty cool. I mean things were a bit awkward sometimes when I tried to strike up a conversation because she's...well, shy, but it was cool to just hang out and be calm sometimes. She's pretty cool and nice is what I'm trying to say.”
“I know, she's the best right after me isn't she?” he gushed, then turned back to the front of the car and let his arm hang out the window. “Why hasn't she told me about you?”
Vinyl went silent for a few seconds, picking at the side of her thumb with her index.
“Well I've been busy and it's been a while since we hanged, so...you know, we haven't had the chance and stuff...”
He turned his head to watch her, an eyebrow raised. 
“Uh huh. Anyway, moving on; so the thing is she actually managed to get to me, and we've been friends ever since. I mean it was really annoying and hard at first – I was annoyed at how much of a doormat she was, she couldn't deal with my attitude at times, I got so mad at her bunny I tried to eat it once but she stopped me with a chair, classic stuff - but we got past the bumps and it was nice for a while...and now I'm kinda close to relapsing, so to speak.”
He pulled a toothpick out of thin air, then stood very still for a second after leaning towards the windshield, before he continued.
“The thing is I feel like this whole friendship thing is holding me down. I mean, every single time I do something a bit chaotic someone's there to complain. 'Discord, you have to stop teleporting us without warning; Discord, you can't just make it rain chocolate even though the kids love it; Discord, you can't turn the grass blue even though there's nothing wrong with it!”
He hit the steering wheel with his fist, releasing his frustration with a strong sigh then patting it and whispering apologies.
“So yeah, those were really not the best of times. I mean I'm okay with being nice and everything but I can't stop being me. Plus I may have been pardoned but no one really believes me. Those who are closest to Fluttershy always look at me with suspicion, either clear on their face or hiding in their eyes, but I can see it. And people in general are afraid or passive aggressive jerks – that I would get back at within reason – so yeah, more on my plate. Basically I'm trapped, and I get the feeling things could get ugly if I don't do something soon.
"So, after a particularly annoying day I - "
"Wait, just a sec. I want to know where we are," she asked, crossing her arms.
"Oh yeah, that. Well after I hit you with the car outside the bar I got us to this dimension so I could resuscitate you. Had to do that twice after you almost kicked my jaw off by the way, so you're welcome," he replied, nonchalantly.
For a few seconds she just stared at him, then the shock of his statement caught up to her. She began to sweat, and her feet shuffled almost on their own as she ran her hands through her hair.
"What? Wait, I died? You killed me?!"
"Yeah, sorry about that," he said, not looking very sorry.
"And now I'm alive? Right?! How...what?!"
"Woah, calm down now. And if you really must know it's a mix of this place's atmosphere and a bit o' magic on my part."
"No wait, no! That doesn't work! You can't bring back the dead!"
"...But I can. And I did, so yeah," he replied, looking at her incredulously. "What's the big deal?"
"No you can't dammit! You can't just kill me and bring me back like that!" she yelled, shaking her head furiously.
"Says who?!" he snapped, "I'm Discord, and I don't give a damn about what you think I can and can't do!"
She was about to answer, spluttering in frustration and fear, when he blocked her mouth with his palm.
"No, wait. Shut up for a second. Don't move."
Discord leaned towards the wind-shield, looking up at the sky with his hands folded over the steering wheel, before kicking the door open and stepping out with his hands in his pockets. He sniffed the air a few times, lifted a finger as if he were testing the wind, and spat on the ground, watching the saliva solidify just before it hit the floor.
"Ah, crud. We gotta go," he grumbled, scratching his chin and stepping back in.
"What's going on?" asked Vinyl, trying to see what was wrong with the outside world.
"It's the end of this world as you know it," he sighed, turning the key in the ignition then turning to look at the backseat from where he pulled out a black leather coat, "and I feel great," he added, with a wink.
"Who are you talking to? What's going on?!"
"No one important, and I just told you. Let's go!" he replied, shifting to the highest gear and slamming his sneaker-clad foot down on the accelerator.
The car roared to life, almost rearing back before speeding forward with a trail of dust behind it. The world became progressively blurry as it started shaking, making the car rock along with the Princess Celestia bobble-head that had appeared on the dash board. Discord started laughing, louder and louder, as he slapped his knee over and over and played with the levers and knobs of the car over and over.
"You're insane! Screw this, just stop playing around and let me out of here!" yelled Vinyl, desperately clutching her seat-belt and hitting his arm. He just looked at her, amused.
"Oh yeah, you want out? Sure, just a second."
He put the car in reverse, then wrenched the wheel to the left and pointed to the outside. Vinyl screamed as she watched the land behind them - or rather in front of them, as they were now driving backwards - freeze. The ground cracked and fell down to the center of the planet, mountains crumbled to the ground as gigantic ice cubes and several massive winged creatures fell from the sky before shattering into tiny pieces. In the distance, the city basically exploded. 
"What the hell! Discord, what the fuck is going on?!" she screamed, hyperventilating.
"Like I said, the world is ending. Big freeze, all that jazz." He said, picking the dirt out of his fingernails with one hand and reaching for her door handle with the other.
"What the fuck are you doing?!" she yelled, slapping his hand away.
"Well you said you wanted out, so I'm just helping out. Unless, you know...you want to live?" he asked, looking at her innocently.
"Yes! Please, dammit, get us out of here!"
"You sure? I don't think you're thinking straight," he chuckled, barely holding back his maniacal laughter.
"YES!"
"Alright, fine."
He spun the car back forward, and pushed a button behind the rear-view mirror. The world seemed to turn dark, and the next thing she knew Vinyl was staring down at the planet, watching as the entire globe quickly froze over, turning white as the stars dimmed down. The sun, as impossible as it seemed, turned into a gigantic ball of ice that glowed a ghostly white. 
"So...what do you think?" asked Discord, resting back in his seat. When she didn't reply he simply glanced over and saw her cry, gripping her seat-belt and shaking, the only sound in the car being the chattering of her teeth. He looked at her for a few seconds with an expressionless face, then noticed the windshield was starting to get covered in frost. He turned on the ignition and pressed the rear-view mirror button once more, making a bright white tunnel appear before them, its warped edges flashing with electric blue waves. He drove down the invisible road and through it, leaving the universe to die.
************

The street below Vinyl's apartment was quiet as the hotrod appeared seemingly out of thin air, with waves of blue energy washing over it for a few seconds. The air was slightly cool, making steam rise from the car as the street lights shone their orange light down on it. Its occupants sat in silence, looking at the deserted street and listening to the sound of cars in the distance. Discord smoked a cigar, letting the smoke rise out of the slightly open window while Vinyl stared ahead, emotionally drained.
"Why did we meet?" she asked, not turning to look at him.
He remained silent for a bit, sucking on his cigar, and exhaled before replying.
"Not entirely sure, truth be told, but I do have plans for us. Nothing bad, trust me, but big plans which will mutually help us is all I'll say. I was going to get to that before we got rudely interrupted back there. I'll tell you tomorrow, when we're mellow again."
She let that sink in for a few minutes, feeling her body get heavier and heavier as the minutes ticked by.
"...What happened to the people in the city?" she asked.
"There was no one left there. Only machine people, with machine minds and machine hearts," he replied, blowing out some smoke.
"That place made me feel weird. Although not like you do."
He chose not to delve too deep into that answer, content in letting her come down from their recent adrenaline rush.
"With good reason. Different Manehattan from a different dimension, bound to make anyone from here feel spooked out."
She sighed, letting the truth of that statement pile on with the rest of the shocks she suffered in that short amount of time. Was it short? How long were they gone, and were they back? She didn't really care at the moment.
"We're back at your place, just so you know. Equestria, a few years into the Second Celestial Diarchy, dimension C-173."
"What does that mean?" she asked, replying almost automatically.
"No idea. Point is, you're home. It's been a few minutes since we left the bar," he said, looking at his wristwatch. 
"...Can you stay with me tonight?" she asked, turning to face him with humid eyes. She hated asking him for company - hell, she would have had difficulty asking anyone for that - but she felt as though he was the only one she could be around, and she couldn't stand the thought of being alone.
"...Sure thing."
She yawned before they got out of the car, walking up to the door of the building and up the stairs. They stepped into her home, went to the bedroom, and stood at the foot of the bed. He tried to go for the large comfy armchair behind the desk, which stood right next to her bed, but she gently grabbed his sleeve and tugged him towards the mat. He looked at her with an eyebrow raised, she shook her head. They stripped down to their underwear and got under the sheets, simply cuddling. 
No fooling around. Not tonight, at least...
They fell asleep quickly, their legs intertwined.
************

That's what she would remember happening, what she'd want to remember.
"...Sure thing."
She yawned, and he tapped her forehead with his index, making her slump forward. He got out of the car, then went around and opened her door. Picking her up bridal-style, he walked all the way up to her bedroom - the doors opening by his mental command - and stood at the foot of the bed. He flipped the covers over, meaning to set her down before noticing that her hand had clenched down on his black leather coat. She had a soft smile on her face, and her eyes moved slightly faster under the lids. 
Nice dreams, huh. Neat.
Once she was settled in, he sat down in the armchair and looked at her for a few moments. She looked very peaceful as the moonlight softly shone through the window, the dark blue sheets making her pale face look almost ghostly. He sighed, looking up at the moon and dragging his hand over his face, slowly. She turned over to the window, leaving him to watch her curves hugged by the bed-sheets. He shook his head, a little bit of smoke blowing out his nose, before standing up. Snapping his fingers to make her clothes take his place on the chair, he looked over her once before disappearing. A tiny cloud of dust was all that was left of his passage, and the fading sound of a car engine marked his departure.
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