
      Meat for the Grinder


      

      
      
         Flash Sentry had eaten at Quesedillaz many times before, but rarely at a table where everyone else could see, and never with a flaming-hot girl. He was regretting his order of spicy, because there was plenty of heat as it was.



"I, uh," he said, fumbling for small talk, "I'm kinda surprised you were into the movie. Didn't peg you as a hero-fic type."



Sunset Shimmer smirked from behind her burrito. "Right, the firehead who wears leather and drives a motorcycle couldn't possibly have any interest in action."



"That, uh, that's not exactly what I... um." He took another bite to stall.



"It was your first time, right?"



"Burk—"



She gave a sly grin. "The bike, I mean. Or did you think I meant letting your girl drive? You know, you won't last long if you're this easy. I mean, to tease."



"Hey now, that's not fair. Besides, uh, I bet this was the first time you'd gone out with a guy with blue hair!"



"You've got me, there," she said, chuckling.



His phone chimed. He reached into his coat pocket.



"Ah-ah," she scolded. "You're on a date with me, remember? Anything on your phone can wait."



He chuckled nervously. "R-right. It's, uh, just a text anyway. It can wait."



She pouted, clearly playing it. "Are you suggesting that anything someone else could be texting you is more important than the girl in front of you?"



He stole another bite and chewed thoroughly, working very hard to keep his eyes where they belonged.



After a moment, she gave another self-indulgent laugh, then sighed dramatically. "Well, I suppose it is rather cruel to force you to abstain so soon. Go ahead and check it, I won't mind."



"You're sure?" He said, hand already instinctively moving a few inches toward the pocket.



She leaned halfway across the table and shook her head and shoulders playfully, as if nuzzling. "Would you prefer I change my mind?"



He tore his eyes from below her chin. "Uh, okay, sure. When you put it like that..." The phone came out, glowed, went back in. "It's Pierce, my friend. Asking how the movie was."



Still from over the table: "Is that so?"



"And how the date's going."



She beamed at him. "And how is it?"



His eyes had to shift again. "Huh?"



"The date. How's it going?"



"G-great." He started for another stalling bite. Could you, uh, sit back again, please?"



"Hm?" She blinked, as if just becoming aware of herself. "Oh, of course." She beamed again and slowly sat back. "Good friend of yours?"



"I guess so," He said, surprised at the interest. "We've known each other since elementary."



"Is he a rock musician, too?"



Flash laughed. "No! Dude is completely tone-deaf, and a classical buff besides. Nah, we bond over sports and video games."



"Vidya games?"



"Yeah! He's more into RTSes and has this totally weird fixation on Tetris – seriously, never mention it around him unless you want a half-hour essay. But we mesh when it comes to fighting games. Both of us suck at 'em, though."



"I'd like you to show me sometime."



"What?"



"Show me these games. I'd like to see."



He gawked at her, as though she were some space-alien. Or maybe Eve. "For real?"



"Totally."



"Y-yeah, sure! I mean, since you're intersted, and all."



"You're surprised?"



"Well, a little. I mean, most girls think 'video games' and turn the other way."



"So... You're saying that I shouldn't be interested in these games with you?"



"No! I mean, yes? I mean... I mean, I think it's totally cool that you're interested."



She chuckled as if she'd won a small victory.



"You're teasing me."



"I'm a girl," she retorted. "I will always tease you. But..." She leaned forward a little and twisted her shoulders just so. "...I am also interested. It's our next date."



"C—cool." He took another bite for safety, even if the spices only made him sweat more.



"You, ah, got the bill, right?"



He looked at her abruptly. "Huh?"



"Isn't that the deal? The man pays?"



"Uh, yeah..." He sweated some more. He looked around anxiously and suddenly became aware that they were the only two diners left in the restaurant. "Why do you ask all of a—"



She huffed, visibly agitated. "I have a ten-page geology paper due tomorrow, I completely forgot." She flashed an apologetic smile. "Sorry to cut things short, but I have to run. But we have our next date, right?"



"Y—yeah, I guess—"



"Thanks, you're the best!" She mimed a kiss at him. "I'll text you later, okay? Thanks for the night out. I had a really good time."



She was gone with a wave.



"Right..."



After a few more bites, Flash realized that he'd also have to pay for a taxi back home.



His phone buzzed, and out it came. Pierce again.



Yo buddy ur quiet. Hows it going? Gonna score or something?




Flash sighed, unsure himself of what had just happened.



I'll tell you when i know

      

      
   