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		Description

When a major magical mishap leaves Discord homeless and seemingly without his powers, he gets it in his head that he can simply stay with Twilight until he has somewhere else to go. He's rather insistent, too.
But hey, having an annoying and presumptuous roommate that causes ridiculous and unpredictable things to happen all around them simply by existing can't be all that terrible, can it?
...on second thought, maybe don't answer that. Just pray she doesn't end up falling in love with the fool.
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		Leaving the Stove On



Twilight had never really been one for relaxation during the day, not when there were rigorous hours of studying and work ahead of her. She scowled at the sunlight that crept through her library windows, never able to find a seat that wouldn't eventually become basked in the irritating glow of day. 
Twilight loved Celestia for many reasons, but that insufferable glare definitely wasn't one of them.
So it was that she played a game of musical chairs all on her own, moving from one side of the table to another over the course of a few hours as she poured through various tomes, reading, sorting, writing notes, grinning at each new discovery...
Only the sun seemed to be following her a bit too closely today. She'd ignored it at first—well, tried to—but it was becoming more apparent with each shift of her head that she simply couldn't escape that little sliver of blinding light like she should've been able to. She got up. She moved across the room. She placed a book right in front of her face if only as a last resort, not liking how smudged together the words looked right next to her muzzle, but even still, the light persisted.
She'd finally had enough. She set the book down with a groan, peering up at the window to see just what had been causing her such distress over the last thirty minutes.
Something rather peculiar looked back at her. Ever seen a draconequus holding a hand mirror clinging to your window, threading light through? It stunned Twilight to silence for a moment, and she might've admired Discord's determination, his perseverance in pranking, his innovation with the bouncing of the light.
She might've if she wasn't absolutely livid, and if she hadn't just found her breath. "Discord!" she yelled, picking up a book in her magic and unceremoniously hurling it at him. It was a hardback, it could take it. He couldn't. "What the hell do you think you're doing?!"
And then something happened that perplexed Twilight. She was basically over the window hanging by now, that was pretty normal by Discord's standards. No, what confused her was the fact that he didn't turn the book sailing at him into a dove. He didn't teleport out of the way. He didn't split his own body in half to avoid it. 
No, that book hit him square in the chest, causing him to keel over at once, dropping the hand mirror. 
Twilight felt kind of guilty afterwards, especially when he started coughing from the blow, shakily rising to his feet. She'd made a habit of throwing things at him because not once had anything ever hit him, but this was probably just a trick. It was Discord, after all, how could a book have seriously hurt him?
That said, it was a pretty big book... propelled by an alicorn's spell... Force equals mass times accelerati—oh god did he just spit blood on the floor?
Twilight rushed over to check on Discord against her better judgment, half-expecting him to turn the pair of them upside down or inside out or... that was about it. Twilight didn't have a very active imagination. 
Discord finally stood up right as Twilight reached him, patting himself down and sputtering out a last couple of coughs. "My, Twilight, looks like we're both excellent at greeting one another. Sorry about all that up there," he pointed to the window behind him, which had claw marks on the accompanying wall from where he'd been perched. "I just couldn't think of how to approach you. It seemed the best way to go about it at the time."
"Couldn't you have just said 'hello'?" Twilight said with grit teeth, though she knew the venom in her tone was offset by that small measure of concern. Feeling concern for Discord, what an odd experience. She could bet he was reveling in it right now.
Though saying that, he didn't appear to be particularly bothered either way. Moreover, it seemed as if something was actually playing on his mind, if the way his eyes shifted and the pause on his lips before speaking were any indication. "I'm... not good at going to others for help. I once asked Fluttershy to help me pick out an outfit, it took six weeks, four dimension hops of thought, and a long conversation with Celestia before I finally decided I'd ask her by painting my question on a herd of elephants and taking her to Zebrica. Of course, when we got there, none of the elephants were standing in their correct positions, their choreography was off, and frankly, they had awful bowel control."
Twilight had started off listening, but quickly drifted into a state of utter confusion. "So... what I'm getting from this is that you need something? And you thought the best way to get my attention would be to glare light in my eyes for twenty minutes?" 
"I mean, it worked, didn't it?" Discord defended, grin on his lips. Twilight raised the book again without second thought, and instantly Discord flinched back, waving his hands. "Wh-what I mean to say is, it's rather difficult for me to do things in an orthodox way, as I'm sure you're aware. Heck, even talking to you so plainly right now feels like a form of sacrilege. So, what comes next will be even harder, and I'd appreciate it if you'd make it as easy for me as possible."
The smile that was about Discord for a moment was gone. He looked very sincere, and of course, Twilight had dropped the book. Discord wanting anything at all spelled trouble, Twilight knew that, but there was some curiosity to her that she couldn't help but satisfy. What did someone like Discord need that he was having such trouble asking about? Probably something ludicrous, of course, but it was still more than worth finding out. "Okay," Twilight nodded, backing up a little. "What is it that you're looking for? I'll listen."
"Right. Well..." Discord began pacing back and forth, rubbing his hands together. His posture was almost completely straight, his hands fidgety and tail swaying in a repetitive motion. "How do I put this..." he bit on his lip, then licked around them, then bit his tongue and yelped a little. "You know how it's a bad thing to leave the stove on, Twilight?"
"What am I, six? Everyone knows that, Discord." Twilight rolled her eyes. She knew this was going to be something ridiculous.
"Well, apparently I didn't," Discord replied flatly, his eyes locking with hers.
Twilight was all of a sudden a little more concerned, eyes wide. "Whose house did you blow up, Discord?"
"Not house, dimension, and the answer is my own."
"Wh-wha... how? How in the world would you even manage to do that?" Twilight shook her head rapidly, turning away. "No, this is just another one of your silly jokes. I don't believe it."
"Twilight, am I honestly the type of draconequus to make jokes about something like this?"
"Yes!" Twilight answered, splaying out her wings. "You're exactly the type to, and you know it!"
"Then if that's the case, you should be able to tell when I'm being serious," Discord countered, his hands against his sides. "And I am deadly serious right now, so much so that it's actually beginning to ache a little."
That... made an odd amount of sense. Still, even if that was the case, the notion that Discord could have destroyed his own dimension... it was ridiculous, inconceivable! "So, if that's the case, what can you do to fix it? Also, how in the hell did it happen?" 
"I literally left the stove on."
"That's ridiculous." Twilight set about tidying away her books, using her magic to place them in shelves and making notes of which she'd need again later. Clearly, this silliness needed to take precedence. 
"Consider that while your stove operates in Fahrenheit, Twilight, mine does so in megatons. One click of my fingers and the place was gone without a trace. I'm not sure how to bring it back, as this has truly never happened before. Honestly, I'm... frazzled." He frowned, as if it was a word that he hadn't said in a long time. "This is all quite new to me, and I'm not entirely sure where to go from here."
"And let me guess," Twilight said with a slight smirk, the gears in her head already turning. "You came to me because you thought that with my magical knowledge, I'd be the one who would be able to help you bring your home back?"
"No," Discord replied, dashing her confidence entirely. "No, I came to you because—and forgive me if I've taken a little while to get to the point but this is difficult—I need you to..."
Twilight leaned in closer, eyelids fluttering as she blinked through her wonder. "Yes? What is it?"
"I need you to... be open to the idea of cohabitation while I'm without a home." Discord hid behind his hands for a moment, as if he was worried about Twilight throwing another book.
But she was too dumbfounded to manage even that. "L-living together?" Discord nodded. This did nothing to assuage her bafflement. "Why?! Why not Fluttershy? Why out of all of the ponies in Equestria would you choose me to want to live with?" Twilight couldn't believe it, this had to be some kind of joke, there was no way that he honestly, seriously thought this was a good idea, was there?
"Well, naturally, Fluttershy was my first choice," Discord intoned, tapping a talon against his chin. "But I'm worried that spending every day around her would finally drive her to snap and attempt to kill me... and I'm rather powerless to do anything about that right now."
"And what makes you think I wouldn't do the same?!" Twilight huffed as she walked over to her chair, sitting down and taking a deep breath. "It's hardly as if you've tried to ingratiate yourself to me, now, is it? You've just waltzed in here and expected me to give you somewhere to crash!"
Discord sighed, taking a seat on the floor beside her, though with his height, he still sat just as tall as she did. "You're right, Twilight, I may have been a little presumptuous, but I don't know where else to go! I'm alone, confused, without my strength—and we're friends, aren't we?"
He was pushing the right buttons. Discord must've known that Twilight would never actually call Discord anything other than a friend, because at this point it'd be a lie, but the idea of living with him?! "Well, what if I say no, and that you'll have to just take your chances with Fluttershy?"
"In which case, despite the fact I didn't want to, I'll have to invoke this..." Discord turned to face Twilight, and began to read in an overly official tone. "My Equestrian loyalty card currently has five stamps. It says in the small print that I get the sixth after destroying a threat to Equestria that is equal to or greater than myself. By stripping myself of my powers, I think you'll find that I just did. With six stamps, that entitles me to either a free coffee, a royal pardon, or a room with my favourite purple know it all for the next six to twelve weeks. I think I'll choose... all three."
Twilight narrowed her eyes. "Discord, that's a blank piece of paper."
"Actually, you're only half right. It's blank on one side, but the other side is the foreword to one of those books you had on your table earlier."
"Discord!" Twilight snatched it up from him and set about trying to find the book it was meant to be in. A quick magical fix later, it was back to normal, and Twilight let loose a breath of relief. 
"I know, I know, I'm not making a wondrous first impression, but that will improve! I swear on my honour as the Lord of Chaos."
"I didn't realise you had honour," Twilight remarked in spite, neurosis leading her to check all of the other books she'd had out earlier for signs of damage, levitating them down and flicking through them one by one.
"And I didn't realise that there was anything more adorable than watching you in your natural habitat. Tell me, is book throwing a native greeting in the land of book, book, book?" Discord seemed more than happy to test her despite his predicament, it almost made Twilight wonder just how much of a chance he thought there was of her saying no to him. 
"No, but we can make it a special one just for you if you'd like," Twilight retorted, a grin on her lips despite herself. Even when Discord was being utterly facetious, he could still manage to drag a laugh from a pony. That was something he did well, at least, even when Twilight did want to murder him.
"Anyways, if you and your little bowlcut wouldn't mind going and clearing out your bedroom, I can begin making myself at home. I take my eggs with the shells, I have to bathe fourteen times a day or else I'll become too clean, exposing me to your furniture for too long may cause it to grow limbs, and we'll definitely need separate toilets because—oh, you know what? I'll just write you a list. You like lists, don't you, Twilight?" He peered at her out of the corner of one eye, waiting for her to break.
All of the insults and assumptions he was making, and Twilight still couldn't help but answer him like a reluctant, petulant foal. "Yeah I like lists," she mumbled, pouting, but deep down inside, she knew that reading a guide on caring for a draconequus sounded way too interesting to pass up. Stupid interesting Discord. "But that doesn't mean I'm letting you stay here!"
"That's fine, Twilight, dear, I imagined there'd be some resistance at first. After all, I'm probably the first male other than Spike or an ancient Pillar of Harmony to step into this castle since it was founded, I imagine it's all very confusing for you." Discord put on caring airs as he spoke, and they almost made Twilight slump her withers and relax, but all too soon she caught the implication behind his softly spoken words.
Twilight soon turned a very distinct shade of pink."Hey, what's that meant to mean?! I've had stallions in here before, sure I have!"
"Oh, really? How scandalous. Such as whom, if I might be so bold?" Discord diverted his full attention to Twilight, which was to say that he actually had two eyes resting on her now.
"No, you can't ask!" Twilight said, looking away from him and flicking her mane. "I mean, yes, I had a stallion in here and... Uhh, it was the mailpony! He had to come in and grab a pencil to sign for a delivery because his had snapped and—" she was cut off by the sound of Discord's chuckles, which only made her wish for the floor to swallow her. "Hey, that counts!"
"I'm sure it does, Twilight. Anyways, I don't wish to keep you, so I'm going to go and find my way around the place. Feel free to brew me a drink while you wait. I take two teaspoons of coffee in my sugar. No cream."
Twilight simply watched, bemused beyond belief, as Discord did something that to her looked incredibly odd. He walked. Not on two legs like she'd seen him do a handful of times in the past, but on all fours, like a pony. As Twilight racked her brain, it became more apparent to her that he hadn't used a touch of his trademark magic since coming in to see her, at least to her knowledge.
If he wasn't telling the truth, he was doing a really good job of putting it on. But that still didn't mean that any of this was okay, or that she wasn't about to boot him out of the door! But then, could she really do that to a friend in need, if that's what he really was right then? A strong part of her said 'no', and she was beginning to realise that fact more and more with each passing second as she sat there, loosely entertaining the idea of seeing Discord every single day.
Twilight was distracted by her thoughts by a yelp and the sound of something crashing through wood, and she took wing instantly to find out what kind of trouble Discord had already managed to get himself into. 
This was without a doubt going to be a very long day.

	
		Will She Live Through This?



Twilight ran down the corridor with her wings tucked against her sides, ignoring the pants and the faint burn in her chest that only persisted because she really didn't get enough exercise. It was times like this that she began to despise the labyrinthine nature of her castle, all of its samey looking hallways and constant motif, how the heck was she supposed to tell where the commotion had come from?
And there it was again. Another bang! and the sound of splintering, cracking wood. She followed the sound with worry etched across her features, biting on her lip. When she finally found an open door, she stepped inside to her dressing room, only to find Discord standing in the corner on three legs, clutching a slightly bloodied hand in his mouth. 
Twilight looked at him in a panic, more worried about the second sight of blood about him in the last ten minutes than she was about what had happened. "Discord! Are you okay?!" she rushed over to him without waiting for a response, the burn of her chest mixing with the doubling of her heart rate as she began to pull splinters from his hand with a careful stream of magic. He whimpered a little at first, but braved it nonetheless as she pulled one, two, six small pieces of wood from his pawed hand. "What the heck happened?!"
Discord only pointed behind her. Twilight's eyes followed, until eventually they settled on the largest wardrobe in her dressing room, which now had a Discord paw-sized hole through it. Her eyebrows immediately knit together, and she dropped his hand as she wheeled back around on him, hot with anger. "Why would you do that?! You can't just come into my castle and start breaking my possessions!"
"It insulted me!" Discord protested, testing his paw on the ground, yowling a little, but still managing to walk. "I simply walked in here, looking for the little draconequus' room, and this rude thing told me to get lost! Naturally, I told it I already was lost, and then it said something rather rude about my mother." Discord inspected his paw, then looked at the wardrobe, and finally smirked at Twilight. "I think we both know who won that little debate."
"Discord, it's a Celestia-damned wardrobe." Twilight couldn't believe this, she'd panicked when she'd seen him hurt, but he was just... toying with her! Suddenly, a blush crossed her face. "And get out of my dressing room! You shouldn't be in here!"
"Well it's hardly as if you have signs on the doors," Discord said, and it was true. "Fine, I'm going to find somewhere to wash my paw up. I'll try not to tread blood all over your castle floors. No promises though." And with that, he left, just as he was told to.
Twilight sighed in exertion the moment he stepped outside, shutting the door behind him. If he'd seen her nightwear, or some of her more experimental attempts at Nightmare Night costumes, she wasn't sure she'd be able to live it down.
"For someone that acts as if they're not interested, you sure rushed to help him out earlier, huh?" Came a snide, slightly condescending voice.
"Oh, what do you know?!" Twilight snapped, spinning around to the door, expecting to find Discord on the other side. 
The door was closed. There was no one there whatsoever. Confused, Twilight wondered if perhaps Spike was in the room, or if Discord was somehow speaking to her telepathically. Anything that wouldn't confirm the ludicrous claim that Discord had made only seconds earlier.
"Over here, sweet flanks." Twilight listened out, she was sure she knew where the noise came from this time. And sure enough, it was emanating from the largest wardrobe in the room. Twilight then did what any reasonable and calm pony would do in such a situation.
She erected a shield around herself and backed up into a wall, chest heaving. "What the hell?!" She stared wide eyed for a moment, a few, as the thing remained inert, before it finally dawned on her. Twilight had seen this before, back when Discord was in the early stages of his reformation. Furniture coming to life and seemingly acting of its own accord, but it had never spoken.
"Ahem. I think the term you're looking for is who the hell. Mahogany, pleased to meet you."
Despite Twilight's confusion—and to be quite frank, fear—the pedantic side of her won out. "But you're not made of mahogany. You're made of oak."
The wardrobe's response was short and crass. "Have you ever met a prostitute named Diamond or Ruby? Bet she wasn't a crystal pony."
Twilight blanched, mouth agape. "Are you always this rude?"
"I mean, if the last two minutes I've consciously existed in are any indication, yes. Not very smart, are you, princess?"
Not lowering her barrier, but at least stepping forwards from the wall she'd almost morphed into in shock, Twilight shook her head. "I can kind of see why Discord punched you now."
"He should count himself lucky that I don't have arms! I was quite happy just being a dumb, inanimate object, and now I've been blessed with eloquence, thoughts, emotions... and for what, so I have to spend all day cooped up in a dingy room holding your lingerie in my body, waiting for one of you ugly cretins to walk in and disrupt my monotony?"
Twilight narrowed her eyes, stepping further forwards. "...did you just call me ugly?" Never mind the implications of what Mahogany was saying, that hit her right in the insecurity, and she wasn't exactly happy about it.
"Please, ugly is an understatement. I'd say you're not wooden enough for my tastes, but you're stiff as a board and just as flat to boot, I've seen more curves on a right angle, and don't even get me started on your mane, you big purple mess."
Twilight had never punched a wardrobe before. There was a first time for everything. She left a hole in the sapient object right next to Discord's. A little smaller, daintier, but there all the same. 
"Oh, how you wound me," Mahogany tittered, the drawers at the bottom of his body seeming to shift in a crude imitation of a laugh. "Don't blame me, blame Discord! I'm simply a manifestation of his magic, after all. If he hadn't been snooping through your clothes, I wouldn't exist to begin with."
"Wait hold on." Twilight opened up Mahogany without second thought, flicking through the garments on display. She'd been hoping that maybe she was misremembering, maybe she only kept dresses in here. But no, her worst fears had been realised in all of their risque, revealing glory. Twilight looked as if she'd just had a grenade full of red paint explode over her face. Her ears might have steamed if she was in a cartoon right then, but thankfully she wasn't, and that was impossible.
"Best you catch up with your roomie, chances are he's found your collection of adult novels by now." 
Oh gosh that wouldn't be good. "Discord!" Twilight took flight, leaving the weird construct and its two holes behind, rushing around the castle blindly in search of him. She tried to lock onto his magical signature, but couldn't feel anything whatsoever. This was so strange. He'd said he was without his magic, but if that was the case, how had he enchanted a wardrobe to talk?!
She wasn't sure what worried her more right now, his magic being on the loose around her castle, or the possibility that he might stumble onto something even more embarrassing than the cherry red number she had hung up in that wardrobe. She flapped with intensity, her speed picking up rapidly, and before she could decide where to check first, she began to smell something wafting from the kitchen.
Something that either smelled delectable or necrotic. She couldn't decide. 
Twilight either followed her nose, followed her disgust, or followed her need to find Discord. She found him in the kitchen, his ears steaming. Because apparently, that was possible for him.
"Twilight! You're just in time for coffee." Discord somehow spoke while his mouth was full of water, Twilight didn't question it. He reached forwards, pouring boiling water from his mouth into a pair of cups. She watched as wisps of smoke continued to drift from his ears. 
"Did you... did you just use yourself as a kettle?" Twilight felt faint by this point, finding a chair quickly and sweeping her legs off the floor before she could take another step into insanity and pass right out. Discord placed a cup full of dissolving sugar in front of her, and she eyed it extremely warily.
"Don't worry, I'm clean! No limescale." He showed his pearly white teeth as if to attest to this fact, and Twilight instantly started to ponder Discord's means of dental care. His teeth were actually impeccable. 
Snapping herself back to lucidity, she eyed the weird concoction sitting in front of her. To call it 'coffee' would be a lie, though it seemed to contain a little. She took a sip, and she was slightly ashamed to admit that it tasted like diabetic heaven, even if it was only to herself.
If anything, the sugar invigorated her enough to stop her from collapsing from exhaustion already. "D-discord..." She wasn't nervous, it was just the massive level of sugar in one sip that had given her the jitters, causing her to repeatedly tap her hoof against the table like an incessant fidget. "Discord, how the heck did you do that to my wardrobe?"
"Oh, you mean Mahogany?" Discord replied as if this was now suddenly a creature that was deserving of the respect a real name entailed. "It's like I said, prolonged exposure to certain furniture and household appliances can cause them to... change. Something to do with the intrinsic magic that surrounds my body—I've not read my user's manual in a while, so the details are a little fuzzy."
"Prolonged exposure?" Discord nodded his head. Twilight bore her teeth, which was less than threatening considering her lack of canines. "Why the hell were you rooting around in my wardrobe to begin with?!"
"I was looking for a magical land ruled by an oppressive snow queen," Discord said, straight-faced.
"I'm not even going to entertain that." 
"You don't need to, because all I found were a bunch of Starswirl costumes, Celestia cosplays, and your underwear drawer." Discord raised an eyebrow, inquisitive. "You do own an awful lot of thongs, princess. Why do you need them? I mean, apart from the fact you've never had a stallion in here—" Twilight growled at him, he continued undeterred. "—there's also the fact that ponies simply do not wear clothes. I can't see any reason for underwear. I'm the one that's not supposed to make sense."
Twilight couldn't meet his eyes, she couldn't believe they were talking about this! "L-look, they're Starlight's, okay?" This time, it wasn't the sugar making her stammer. 
Discord tilted his head. "One of them was embroidered with your cutie mark."
"Sheee... has a crush on me?" Twilight wasn't very good at lying, her voice went really high pitched and her words were especially elongated, but the biggest tell was the way she began to perspire almost instantly.
"And they were all monogrammed with your name, as well as tagged for what I can only assume was organisational purposes." Discord pulled a small, tight article of clothing from his mane and placed it on the table. "See? 'Property of Princess Twilight Sparkle. If found, please deliver to the Castle of Friendship, Ponyville.'"
Twilight stole a glance at the dark blue, skimpy bikini bottoms before snatching them up with a glare, hiding them in the first cupboard she could locate. "Don't go through my things! Or take them for that matter!" Her cheeks blazed crimson, and she batted him with a hoof. "Especially not... those things!" The moment she hit him with the hoof, right on his fuzzy, annoying chest, she retracted, sucking in breath through her teeth.
Discord looked at her curiously. "What did you do to your hoof all of a sudden? You seemed fine a moment ago." He stroked his chin, talons twisting through his beard, and all of a sudden, the pieces started to come together. "You flew here... I left you in the dressing room... You punched Mahogany too, didn't you?"
"I might've," Twilight grumbled, still not over his underwear theft, which he treated like the most platonic, usual, and non-creepy thing in the world. 
"Let me see your hoof," Discord said, and Twilight instantly recoiled. "Do you not trust me?"
"I... what do you want with it?" Twilight eyed him warily, looking ready to dash away at a moment's notice, or to fire a pretty offensive spell at him should he do anything else to try and rile her up. Slowly, she placed her hoof on the table, and for the first time saw herself the damage she'd managed to do. She too had a few splinters in there, and the fetlock looked slightly bruised. "You... you don't have any magic. What are you going to do?"
"You're right, Twilight." Discord brought his paw and talon together, cracking his mismatched fingers. "That said, I'm a little more dexterous than the average pony, mainly because of these." He gave his digits a wiggle. "Sit still." He didn't wait for her response, bringing his hands forwards and softly brushing them against her hoof.
His touch was... exceedingly gentle. Like nothing Twilight would've expected. She'd always seen Discord as a brute, yet he was soft and caring in his ministrations as he turned her hoof from one side to the other, examining the damage.
"It's mainly superficial, don't worry. Bring me over a bowl of water, some cotton swabs, and some tissue." 
Twilight could scarcely believe that Discord was actually helping her with something like this. It seemed so... out of his element. "Why can't I just fix myself with magic, like I did with you?"
"Because, Twilight, dear. I didn't want to say anything at the time, but your means of operation was very... crude. The inside of my paw has been itching since your magic tendrils started rooting around in there. I doubt you want to feel the same." As he spoke, he kept both hands pressed against her hoof, and Twilight couldn't help but feel a little embarrassed by the perceived intimacy of the moment. It was nothing, obviously, but he was still holding her hoof, and that was most definitely a new feeling.
Not an uncomfortable one either, as he made sure never to apply too much pressure, nor squeeze. Once Twilight had levitated over the objects he asked for, Discord set to work. He fished out a couple of the smaller splinters from Mahogany, who Twilight was almost sure was barbed by now, and despite the occasional small flash of pain, it was instantly soothed by the feeling of warm water being pressed against her fur, brushing the skin beneath. 
Discord took his time with each cut and scrape, being sure to clean them thoroughly and make sure that Twilight was alright. Once he was almost finished, there was only one splinter left. The largest one. Twilight began to wonder if he'd been saving it for last. She wasn't particularly squeamish, and her pain tolerance had only gone up since becoming an alicorn, but there was still something that struck her as rather perturbing about the idea of watching this one be pulled out. She tensed up before she realised, and instantly, there was a paw on her shoulder.
"Relax. It'll come out easier if you're relaxed, and then we're all done." He smiled at her then, and it wasn't the same twisted thing she was used to, but rather reassuring. "Deep breath. We'll count it down together." Twilight nodded, not sure why she'd gotten worked up in the first place, and they began to count. "Three, two—"
Before the word 'one' could escape her lips, Discord pulled the shard of wood straight out of her, shocking her immensely. "Discord! You did it early!"
"Because I knew you'd tense up otherwise," he mused, proceeding to clean the final cut. "Didn't hurt as much as you expected though, did it?"
"Mmh, I guess." Twilight looked away from him, not willing to meet his eyes, and only looked back when she felt that his hands were gone. She'd gotten used to them being there. 
He walked across the room and came back empty handed, then turned in multiple circles as if he was going to find what he was searching for by radar. "Band-aids?"
"Top cupboard on your right." 
"Good book horse." He rooted around in the cupboard until he found them, then brought them over, beginning to peel one back.
Twilight shook her head at once. "I can do this bit myself." 
"If you insist, have fun." Discord threw an oven mitt onto the table before turning to leave, looking back once and calling to Twilight. "If you need me, I'll be in the library. I'm rather hungry."
The words essentially went over Twilight's head as she covered the small cuts, trying to make sense of the way that Discord had just acted. Never in her life had she known him to be anywhere near so caring. Did he feel guilty because she wouldn't have punched the thing if it wasn't for Discord making it? Or was it simply prolonged exposure to Fluttershy?
All she knew was that it was odd. Really odd. And she wasn't sure if it was a good or bad odd. Come to think of it, everything about today had been so. 
She glanced at the oven mitt. Was she... supposed to wear this? Twilight shrugged, snickering at the notion as she placed it over her injured hoof, fastening it at the end so it stayed in place. She tested her hoof on the floor, and it did feel a little more cushioned. That had to be the strangest support bandage she'd ever used.
Yet it still worked, and after a few steps, she could barely feel the bruise or fresh cuts she was pressing against. Strange minds could sometimes conjure brilliance, she supposed. Even if it was a rarity. 
It was only after a few more seconds of marvelling at the sheer lunacy of wearing an oven mitt around her castle that Discord's leaving words came back to her, hitting her hard. He was going to the library. Her library. He said he was hungry.
Come to think of it, what did Discord even eat? She'd only ever seen him drink a glass before, and that sugary drink he'd made her? He didn't even have one himself. Which could only mean... 
"DISCORD! I swear, if you're eating my books, I will make you cough every last one of them up!"
Twilight heard a loud belch in the distance. Twilight got incredibly worried and may have teared up a little. Sliding on her oven mitt, she took off in the hopes of protecting her precious library before it could be devoured completely.
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