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		Description

Discord, retired General for the Solar Army, lives alone in his apartment next to one that seems perpetually empty. 
That is until Fluttershy moves in, and the two slowly become friends. 
Just as they begin to border on something more, war comes back to Equestria's borders. Discord finds himself back in his former position, in peril and on the verge of having to reveal one of his deepest secrets. With Tirek on the rise and the country - the person he loves coming into danger's grip, he may have no choice.  But there are secrets even deeper than his, ones that could change the tide of history. 
Fluttercord
(Death and Violence in later chapters and some flashback things, but nothing too crazy. Additionally, warnings for PTSD in later chapters as well)
(back at it again even though FCAAU is unfinished, but this has been sitting part written on my drive for two years now.)
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		Bunnies and Newspaper



The apartment next door to him always seemed to be empty. Strangely void of life in the almost begrudgingly vibrant neighbourhood Discord vaguely called home. He would look over at the vacant balcony next to his and wonder how no one even looked at the place. It was small but nice; a good apartment for anyone starting up on their own. But it remained empty.
That is until one early Spring morning when he noticed a small glass table and a multitude of plants sitting all around the small space.
"Well it's about time someone rented the place," he muttered, sipping over-sugared coffee from a probably dirty cup. 
That someone came in the form of a petite, pretty young lady carrying a wicker chair onto the balcony: willowy and slender, but with lean muscles and light pink hair tied back in a high ponytail. She wore a green T-shirt and light brown cargo pants, and a small white bunny followed behind her. Discord blinked, making sure his eyes didn't deceive him. The girl had disappeared, but the chair, plants and the white rabbit remained. The rabbit, though tiny and fluffy, was legitimately glaring at him. 
He had been to Tartarus and back and that was the most unsettling sights he had seen; he couldn't look away. So he and rabbit stayed locked like that for what felt like at least five minutes before a soft voice broke the stare-down.
"Angel! Be nice," the young woman said, gently scooping him up. Angel shot him one last glare before nuzzling under her chin, causing her to giggle before turning back to Discord. "Sorry about Angel! He can be a little bit...aggressive sometimes."
He hummed in response, nodding his head. They stood there in silence for a minute, her shuffling her feet slightly, and shifting the bunny in her arms, and him waiting for her to continue. When she realized he wasn't going to say anything, she blushed, and quietly spoke again. 
"My name's Fluttershy. I, um, just moved in, but that's probably obvious, isn't it?"
"A little bit," he replied. "I'm Discord. I'm your neighbour, obviously, um..."
He paused. He never had introduced himself to anyone in the building personally, and he had no idea how to continue.
"Er...Welcome to the neighbourhood, have fun, don't grow any weed unless you share it with everyone else, and um, be careful with the plants? Have a good day bye." 
And he ducked back inside and smacked his forehead with a hand. 
"Nice going, Dipcord," he hissed, levitating the cup over to the sink."You royally screwed the pooch on that one. Don't grow weed? Did you seriously say that to her?"
As he spoke to himself with increasing levels of embarrassment and beratement, he quickly dressed into a shiny, almost costume-like tuxedo, complete with a satin top hat and cape. Grabbing his box of tricks, he quickly headed out the door, not bothering to lock it. People knew better than to break into his rooms. He considered teleporting to the event he was heading to, as his moped was unfortunately in the shop after an incident with a pothole, but opted for a taxi instead. 
'Easier that way,' he thought, hailing a cab. As he boarded and sped away, Fluttershy stood in her apartment, full of boxes, plants, and furniture, and laughed at her first encounter with her neighbour. 
"That was cute," she giggled. "Maybe this will be alright, huh Angel Bunny?"
The rabbit gave as noncommittal a response a bunny could give before curling up into his little bed, leaving her to unpack, though he wouldn't be much help anyway, tiny paws and all.
By the time everything was mostly squared away and her bed was set up for the most part, it was almost nightfall, and Fluttershy, though it was a nice night, curled up in bed and simply passed out, clothes and all. 
Discord came back into his own apartment around the same time, tossing the hat, cape and jacket onto a chair. As he opened the balcony door, he tossed his tie behind him and unbuttoned the first few buttons on his shirt before stepping out into the cool darkness of the night. The city lights were dim, making the stars and moon stand out against the inky blue sky, providing the light that the street lamps didn't. He leaned against the railing and scanned the skyline, eyes roaming from the party district with its neon signs to the bourgeoisie historic district with the creamy marble buildings. And just past he could see the palace,  golden and bright like a beacon. He turned his head away, eyes settling on the next door balcony. It looked like someone had transplanted a section of the woods onto the concrete and metal platform, and it unsettled him for a  moment, not used to the vibrant young splashes of spring; it was strange to see life in that barren spot.  Discord yawned, rolling his shoulders, and after casting one last glance at the skyline, headed back into his dark apartment.  
The next morning, Discord walked back into the same space, armed with a newspaper as a shield at his side.  He could barely read the print though- not that there were many prints he could read without turning the words upside down - it looked like someone had very easily failed, or at least barely past graphic design. It was better than it was when it started, admittedly…at least it was all the same font. He blinked a few times, the bright early morning sun blinding him for a moment as his eyes adjusted. He cast a quick glance over at the neighboring balcony, per the norm with his mornings, only to snap his attention back when he noticed Fluttershy sitting on the small wicker chair, trying to make out the uneven font herself.  Discord saw her glance out the corner of her eye at him, and she jumped, letting out a startled little squeak as the paper fell to her slippered feet. 
“O-oh! Discord! Good morning,” she chirped with a shy grin, gathering the paper up quickly. He nodded, all but flopping into the settee he managed to squeeze onto the porch.
“I do apologize if I startled you, Fluttershy,” he replied, flicking open the paper upside down as purposefully as he could manage without tearing the pages. Learned that the hard way. 
“Oh no no, it’s fine,” she said softly. “I’m just a little bit of a jumpy person is all.”
“Oh? I’ll be more cautious next time,” he said, throwing her a grin from above his paper. Fluttershy smiled in turn, before tilting her head in confusion, examining his paper. 
“Are you reading the paper upside down?”
“Hmm?”
“I don’t mean to be nosy! Just...I can barely read this right side up, how can you do it like that?” she said, voice growing quiet. Discord shook his head, lowering his paper.
“I can barely read it this way, but I have a thing with my vision, it’s actually a little difficult to explain... it’s just harder to read the “normal way”, so I had to figure out something else and upside down worked! It’s not that bad in the long run,” he explained with a wave of the hand. “Illustrations look a little weird, I’ll admit.”
She giggled behind her hand, but quickly coughed, looking away. Discord smiled, the only thought in his head that he got her to laugh, and that it was kind of adorable. 
“Sorry! I didn’t mean to be rude,” she murmured, tugging at a lock of hair. 
“You weren’t. I was, in fact, trying to make you laugh,” he replied, and a look of relief flooded her features.  
“Well, thank you!” she said, quickly glancing inside her apartment. “Oh my! It’s getting late- I have to go! I hope you have a nice day, Discord. Bye!” 
She quickly waved before ducking inside. He waved back, before looking down at his own watch that haphazardly hung from his belt. 
Half past one. 
Of course, that was completely false; it was more along the lines of seven or eight. The old clock never gave the correct time-usually about six-ish hours ahead. Or behind. Discord shrugged, slipping it into his pocket, and folded up the paper into a long paper plane. With a flick of the wrist, it sailed over the barely awake street below to land on the building across from him. 
Whatever kind of paper it was, it sure as sugar was aerodynamic.
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		Potion Sellers and Magic Tricks



“Potions seller- I need your strongest potions!” 
The bell hung on the door clattered and clanged as Discord threw open the door to ‘Supernaturals: Natural Remedies that Are Simply Super (Inc.)’. Zecora looked up at him from a customer with a wary look.
“You are not strong enough for my potions. I suggest you look for other options,” she replied, handing the customer their bag. They quickly exited, skirting around Discord before closing the door. 
“Hello, my dear Zecora. How are you today?” Discord said, hopping onto the dark wooden counter. 
“I am fine. Busy, but fine, friend of mine,” she said, opening her cash register. “And you? What have you been up to?”
“Well you simply will not believe what has occurred,” he said, crossing one leg over the other, leaning back closer to her. “ You know the apartment next to mine?”
“Yes, the one that’s empty all the time.”
“Not anymore! Yours truly has a neighbor,” he said, pointing to himself with an elegant hand. “Cute little thing. You would scare the hell out of her.” 
“You were awkward in front of her, were you not?” Zecora replied with a smirk.”That tends to happen quite a lot.” 
“I never!” Discord exclaimed in mock indignation. “But yes, that was in fact what happened. But when we spoke this morning I was, in fact, better. I even made her laugh so there.” 
He stuck his tongue out at her for a moment, to which she scoffed. 
“If you just came to to shoot the breeze and harass, I may just ask you to leave, or I might just kick your-”
“Okay, okay,” Discord said, interrupting Zecora’s threat. “Do you have any lily and fern leaves in stock?” 
She raised an eyebrow. “As if I would not.” She disappeared behind a richly patterned curtain in the back of the shop, and returned a moment later with two small crates, placing them on the counter beside him. 
“And I would never doubt you,” Discord replied, picking up a few pale lily petals, rubbing them between his fingers while reaching for a small cloth bag underneath the counter.They smelled perfectly sweet and were soft to the touch. “These are fantastic, despite it being early spring.”
“I have my ways, despite it not being the lily’s days,” Zecora responded with a smile, plucking a bag from the counter and began filling it with fern leaves. “So, you seem to like your new neighbor. How much do you know of her?”
“Well, not much so far,” he replied, staring a rather large petal discriminately before stuffing it in his bag. “She has a small, aggressive rabbit named...Angel? Yes, Angel. And she’s jumpy sometimes. But she seems sweet. I doubt we’ll keep talking past the first few weeks of her living here though.” 
“What makes you think that?” Discord responded to her question with an incredulous look, before pointing at his face. 
“Because it’s me. Duuuh- I thought you knew me, Zecora,” he said, sharply tying the bag closed. She laughed, handing him the bag of ferns. 
“And yet I still speak to you,” she chuckled, picking up the containers, placing them on the shelves lining the wall behind her. 
“Um, harsh,” he drawled, hopping off the counter. “See you later, gator. I expect your strongest potions next time.” 
“Again, you are not strong enough for my potions. And in a while, crocodile.” 
---
Discord quickly tied off the small, leather sachet of lily, fern, and a few other items, and tossed it into a kitchen drawer. Closing the drawer with a quick hip-check, he made his way over to his balcony, tired from his two performances that day. He flopped onto the couch with a yawn.
“Oh! Hello, Discord!”
He slowly turned his head to the right to see Fluttershy sitting on her balcony too, gently stroking the bunny in her lap. 
“Hello to you as well,” he said with nod, not really sure how to continue any sort of conversation.  New neighbors were a strange thing. Fortunately, she was the one to continue. 
“So, um, how was your day?” she asked. Discord shrugged - he still had no idea how to to really interact with her. He was very used to being a hermit, more or less, and the skills of speaking to and even befriending other people evaded him. 
“It was alright, I suppose. I had to work two shows in a row, but other than that…,” he said casually. She hummed, and looked at him curiously.
“Shows?”
“I’m...I’m a magician, actually,” he replied. She grinned from ear to ear.
“Really? That sounds so exciting!” she exclaimed. “Can I see a trick? I mean...if you want to. Two shows does sound like it would be tiring.”
“Pish posh, I’ve done more in a day,” he tisked, moving closer to her balcony. Despite actually being rather exhausted, Fluttershy seemed interested, and as if he wouldn’t jump at a chance to show off.  “How much are you willing to pay?” 
“Um...I have-,” she replied with a slight frown, patting her pockets, much to the irritation to Angel.
“I’m kidding, I’m kidding!” he quickly reassured her, leaning over the railings.”Now, you don’t really seem like a rabbit out of a hat kind of person, also I lack the hat so... how about fresh flowers instead?”
He pulled a bouquet of daisies from his pocket, much to her shock and amusement.  She gently placed Angel on the ground and moved closer. She felt the petals, finding that they weren’t silk, but in fact real.
“How...how did you…,” she stuttered as he handed her the flowers. 
“A good magician never reveals his secrets,” he replied with a smirk. “I suggest getting those in water soon, but they should last a few days, I think.”
“Thank you,” she said, burying her nose into the flowers. “I’ll be right back!”
She was back in a few minutes, tying her her long hair back in a tie, revealing a small golden embroidered paw print on her shirt, followed by ‘Canterlot Animal Care’. He hummed.
“Canterlot Animal Care?” he murmured.
“Huh? Oh! Yes,” she replied looking down at her shirt, as she sat down, scooting the rabbit to the side on the cushion. “I just started there! I’m a veterinarian. I used to work out in Ponyville, but I moved to be closer to my friends, plus there’s so many animals in the city to take care of...and if I’m needed there, it’s not the longest trip in the world!”  she smiled, and he found himself oddly charmed. 
“What do you think of Canterlot so far? It’s only been two days, am I correct?” 
“I’ve, um, actually been here a month? I was staying with a, uh, friend while I was looking for a place,” she replied, looking down at the bunny. He frowned slightly. 
“So...like a boyfriend? Or something?” he asked, eyebrows furrowed. She gasped, face going red.”Girlfriend?”
“Oh no no no! It was simply a good friend of mine! We’ve been friends for what feels like...forever!” Fluttershy explained, holding a hand to her cheek. 
“I am very sorry,” Discord replied.” It just...sounded like that was the case? And I was about to give some good old-fashioned advice, which would have awkward and terrible from me. Trust me there.”
She giggled, flashing a bright grin, and he couldn’t help but laugh along too.  
“I hope Canterlot hasn’t been too much of a culture shock nonetheless,” he said, waving a hand at the city. “It’s a bit different from Ponyville, last time I checked.”
Last time he had been in Ponyville was at least 20 years ago, and it hadn’t changed from when he had been a mere cadet in the army years beforehand. The town seemed resilient to change, even in the post-war haven of Equestria, and all it’s post-war boom advantages. Discord wouldn’t be surprised if she was a result of it. 
“Initially? I’m still a little uneasy, all the noise and people... but I’m getting used to it,” she replied, scooping Angel onto her lap. “Plus I have all my girls here, not to mention Angel.” 
“That’s good. If need be, a taxi driver I know owes me a favor - if you’re uneasy he could give you a ride home whenever you need, “ Discord said. She grinned brightly. 
“Thank you very much! I’ll keep it in mind,” Fluttershy replied. “That’s very kind of you.”
“I do try,” no he didn’t - he never made much effort, “especially when trying to get onto the good graces of new neighbors.”
“You don’t have to! I already like talking to you - it’s nice to have a neighbor, actually! I lived outside of town, and didn’t have any,” she said, looking out to the street. “It seems like I have a lot.”
Discord coughed, very quickly putting down the happenstance blush that had spread - not now, cheeks! “Has Mrs. Doodle dropped by yet? Sweet lady, grouch of a husband.”
“Oh yes! She actually lived in Ponyville - I went to her wedding, and my friend Pinkie planned it. It was lovely,” Fluttershy laughed. “They actually told me about this apartment when I was just starting to move. Mentioned something about living next to a grouch on par with Crankee.”
She smirked at Discord, who looked aghast, pressing a hand against his chest. “How dare she! I am not that grouchy! I’m just tired.” 
“You’re not at all!” she reassured. “I’m glad you’re not either.”
There was a loud whistle from her apartment, slowly crescendoing into a screech. “Oh dear! The kettle - I forgot about it!”
She stood once again, placing Angel on her chair. “Would you like any tea? I would hate to be rude.”
“I doubt you could be, and yes, that would be lovely,” Discord replied. “Need a hand?”
“I’ll be fine! Just one minute!” she chirped, ducking inside. He pushed off the railing, stretching before quickly snapping his fingers, making a small plate of tea biscuits - the fancy kind Zecora got him from her home  - appear in his hands. He hoped Fluttershy like them, and that they went with the tea. Angel stared at him with an amount of surprise that he didn’t know could be possible on a bunny. He raised a finger to his lips, which slowly turned into a sly smirk. A minute later, Fluttershy returned to the balcony with two cups of tea in her hands. 
“I hope you like it! My friend, Twilight, got it for me. I’m not sure where, but I love it,” she said, offering him a cup. He gladly took it, and held out the plate of cookies. 
“I brought these in thanks,” he replied. “They taste a little like cinnamon, and probably half a dozen other things but, I’m not even quite sure where they’re from. I mean, my friend got gave them to me as a gift from her hometown, but I don’t know where that is - goodness now I’m rambling.”
She laughed again, framed in the setting sun, and he chose to ignore that his brand new, very young neighbor was very pretty. “Well, we have that in common!”
He nodded with a chuckle, and took a sip of his tea. “And similar tastes in tea as well. My friend Zecora - the one who gave me these biscuits - sells this blend in her shop...I actually need to get more of it.” 
“You can have some of mine! I have a huge tin of it,” she replied, also taking a sip. “I do really like it though.”
“I’ll very gladly show you her shop,” Discord replied. “Zecora’s an odd bird, I mean she puts up with me so…” He shrugged. “But she has the best teas in the city, in my easily biased opinion.” 
“I’m inclined to agree,” she said, nibbling on one of the cookies. “Does she sell these too?”
“No, I think there might be a ban on them here?” he thought out loud.”So we might be eating illegal contraband. Who knows!”
“Barely two months here and I’ve already met a supplier of illegal goods!” she mock exclaimed. “What would my friends say…”
This time, she got him to laugh.  
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