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		Description

Discord's just gotten back from hopping around reality in a bad state.  Near death, he is wheeled into the Canterlot hospital, barely clinging to his last shreds of life.  And his day has only started getting complicated.



Written for The Discord/Celestia Group's massive, group-wide writer's collab, which can be found here.  So go there for more Sun Goddess/Chaos God action, or maybe even join up and contribute!  The story has a link to the thread!
My prompt was "Children."  I wanted to do something besides the usual "Slice of Life" images that prompt might summon, and this is what popped up.
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I need twelve cc’s of Grimroot here!  Stat!
We’re losing him!
Discord tried to open his eyes, and immediately a jet of light stabbed right into his brain, slamming through his skull like an icepick.  Grimacing with pain, the draconequus squeezed his eyes shut again, allowing the voices to continue echoing through his head.
I am NOT going to be the doctor who lost the Prince!  Now get me another freakin’ IV bag!
Sighing, he knew he couldn’t keep this up.  The ponies were probably super worried at this point.  They were stupid like that: worrying about a being who, not two years ago, had plunged their world into a chaotic hell for his own entertainment.  Then again, they could just be worried about how their pretty little princess might react to being told her special somepony was six feet under.  Heaven knows he’d be scared out of his wits in that doctor’s shoes.
Okay…okay…I think he’s stable now.
Celestia and Luna, that was close.  How did he do this to himself again?
Apparently, he snuck off to some universe full of Eldritch abominations just to see how many he could take on at once.
Maniac.  What’s the Princess see in him anyway?
The draconequus allowed a tiny smile to play on his lips at the memory of the doctor’s words.  Though he’d only been semi-conscious at the time, his memory was still a steel trap.  Tell ya what, doc: if you ever figure it out, let me know, ‘cause Heaven knows I can’t piece it together.  He opened his eyes again, slowly at first, then bolting wide open once he saw who was sitting next to him.  He immediately scolded himself for being caught so off-guard.  It was her nature, after all.  
Princess Celestia had seen better days.  Her mane didn’t flow in some ethereal, non-existent wind as it usually did, and her coat had lost some of its luster, but it was still unmistakably her lying there, face in her hooves as if she’d fallen asleep while crying into them.  Probably did, silly pony, he mused, smiling gently as he reached out a talon to stroke a few, ragged strands of mane.  Alright, let’s get this over with.
The moment his eagle-like talon made contact with one of the locks of rainbow-colored mane splayed out over the bed, she jerked awake, bolting up straight and gazing down at him with exhausted, yet still vibrant, vermillion eyes.  His little smile turned into a grin.  “Just so you know, the answer is seven,” he rasped, his dry throat constricting with every word.  “I can take on seven Eldritch abominations at once.  It’s probably more, but one of the sneaky jerks got up behind me.”
“You IDIOT!”  She screamed, throwing her hooves around his shoulders and showering him with kisses.  “You idiot, you idiot, you stupid, moronic jerk…”
“Hnnngh…” he groaned as her grip tightened.  “The ribs, Tia!  I’m no expert, but I’m quite certain the prescription for fractured ribs is not big, tight hugs!”
“Sorry!”  She gasped in a near-panic.  “Are you alright!?”
“Yes, yes, just fine…”
“Good,” she said, her look darkening.  Suddenly, her hoof lashed out and socked him in the jaw, nearly breaking it (again).
“Ow, what the…”
“On a whim!?”  She gasped angrily.  “You flew into a universe filled with creatures specifically created to rip every other being in reality to shreds on a whim!?”
“I got bored,” he shrugged nonchalantly, wincing a little with the pain in his shoulders.
“Discord, you can’t keep doing this!”  She screeched.  “You can’t keep doing stupid, reckless things just for the sake of doing stupid, reckless things!”
“And why not!?”  He snapped, sitting up in bed.  His mismatched, red eyes glared into her watery lavenders.  “It’s my nature, Tia!  You knew that when you married me!”
“Well then, you need to control your nature!”
“Control…chaos…” he sighed and laid himself out on the bed.  “I can’t believe what I’m hearing…”
“You have responsibilities now, Dissy!  As a Prince of Equestria, you are obligated…”
“Oh please, Tia, I may be a prince in title, but we both know that’s just a fluke of semantics and royal marriage laws,” he turned over in his bed, facing away from her.  “We know the ponies would never accept a draconequus on the throne, much less actually allow him to do anything.”
She bit her lip, vermillion eyes filling with pain.  Eventually, she took a deep breath and sighed, visibly bracing herself.  “Then do it for the sake of your unborn children.”
He whipped around in the bed, nearly fainting from the shock and sudden movement.  “You’re…”
She nodded slowly.  “I found out right after you left.”
His head reeled, eyes spinning in his sockets.  “Holy poop…” he managed to squeak.
“It’s twins, Discord, and based on their development, they’re going to be out in just a few months.”
“A few months…” he gasped, eyes twitching.  “Does anyone else know?”
“No, no, just me, the doctor, and now you.  I wanted you to be the first.”  She explained, biting her lip.
He breathed slowly, trying to keep his nerves calm.  Oddly enough, this was the first time he’d had to do so in months, the other time being that night when he’d gotten down on one knee and asked the mare in front of him to spend the rest of eternity at his side.    He'd been such a sight then, all quivering and shaking like a high-schooler asking the lead cheerleader to prom.  At least half of him expected her to say no.  The lower half, to be precise, and then that half had gotten into an argument with his arms who were dead certain she'd say yes, and then his chest had tried to moderate like it was an episode of Springer, and then by the time he actually walked up to the Princess, got down on one knee, and popped the question, his neck had gotten in on the action.
Needless to say, the night had ended with her forehooves wrapped around him, her screaming and crying "YES!  YES!  YES!" over and over again, him wearing the biggest grin ever, and his legs a few bits poorer.  But that wasn't now.  Right now, he had just learned he was a few months away from a little him running around, calling him daddy.
“This is…huge.”  He stammered.
“Yeah.”
“Like, really huge.”
“Kids usually are, Dissy.”
An awkward silence fell between the pair, Discord just trying to process what was happening.  Kids meant no more flying around on a whim.  Kids meant staying close by.  Kids meant long, sleepless nights and parent-teacher meetings and cribs and cheesy books and cheesier movies with cheap character tie-ins and…
Celestia gazed down at him, more concern in her eyes than when he’d first woken up.  “Discord?”
Kids from the Princess of Harmony and the embodiment of Chaos… a smile cracked his lips.  How wonderfully chaotic.  “We can name one ‘Chubby’.”
She stared at him, then immediately burst out laughing.  “You are SO bad!”  She guffawed.
“You love it,” he chortled, pulling her onto the bed next to him and nuzzling her neck.
“No, I love you,” she whispered, leaning in for a quick kiss on his forehead.
Any other time, he would have stuck out his tongue and scolded her for being so cliché, but for reasons he would never quite be able to explain, he could only smile, plant a gentle kiss to her lips, and reply: “And I love you too, Princess.”

			Author's Notes: 
Changed it up a bit from the original.  I like this better :)
Again, here's the collab: http://www.fimfiction.net/group/1186/discordcelestia-group


	