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		Description

When anon woke up he didn't expect an adorable yellow pony to stare at him in his bed. Scratch that, he didn't expect a talking yellow pony in his bed.
Now what will they do? 
Decided to do write something cute instead of whatever the hell my other story is. I might write some stuff here whenever I feel like I'm too burnt out from my other story. 
Romance in this story is a big maybe.
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		Chapter 1 A pony in my bed



Anon, full name anonymous. Is a security guard at a huge grocery store near his apartment. His life is pretty monotonous but its his life. It does get boring quite often but he hasn't done much to change it. Its a good thing that he won't need to do anything for it to change, just how he likes it. 
A groan escapes anons throat as he fiddles with his keys. He quickly fishes them out of his pocket and inserts it into his front door. The key slides into the lock smoothly but when he tries to turn it the key won't budge. 
"God dammit. Fucking door. Open the fuck up." He grumbled under his breath. "All I want is to grab a fucking beer and have some pizza. Is that really too much to ask?" 
With a few more minutes of fiddling with the lock and yanking at the door handle, it opens. The sight that greets him inside is horrendous. Dirty clothes strewn all across the floor of his living room, empty cans of beer completely covered the surface of his small dining table and empty pizza boxes were stacked up on each other. 
His apartment consists of three rooms, the living room, bedroom and a singular bathroom. It wasn't much but it was home.
Anon kicked off his shoes and left them near the front door. He then went straight for his kitchen where his eyes locked onto the greatest invention of mankind, the fridge. 
A small hint of a smile creeped up on his lips as he opened it, only to nearly instantly fall to a frown as he gazed at the insides of his precious cold friend. 
The only thing that stared back at him was a singular half empty ketchup bottle. 
"Shit. I knew I forgot something. No fucking beer. Great. Just absolutely peachy." Anon groaned as he shut the door to his fridge. 
He pulled out his phone and checked the time. It was near midnight, his late shift today seemed almost unbearably long. 
Anon pinched the bridge of his nose in slight frustration. "I should just go to bed." 
He left his keys upon the kitchen counter and slowly shambled his way to the bathroom, where he quickly brushed his teeth. The man staring at him in the mirror had short brown hair, brown eyes, a bit of scruff on his chin and small bags under his eyes that told to the whole world how his sleeping schedule looked like. 
He ran his fingers through his hair making the already slightly messy hairstyle more of a birds nest. 
With a sigh he turned his attention away from the mirror and walked into his bedroom. He didn't even bother taking any of his clothes off, he simply stopped at the foot of his bed and flopped face first into it. His face impacting his pillow. It had just the right amount of softness while also being firm enough to be comfortable. 
"I can't wait to repeat the same day again tomorrow." Anon crumbled sarcastically into his pillow.
And there he stayed until his room was filled with the sound of quiet snoring.

_____________________________________________

His bed was warm, unnaturally warm. It usually didn't feel this relaxing, but whatever was the cause of this just felt too good for him to open his eyes and check. A slightly fuzzy, warm and pleasant smelling thing rested in his arms. He sure didn't remember his pillow being this comfortable to hold. 
He pulled it closer to his chest and breathed in deep through his nose. He noticed the scent of flowers hanging in the air, or was it coming off from his pillow? Strange, he didn't remember applying any kind of perfume on his bed, or burning scented candles.  
He froze for a moment, his brain trying to come to a conclusion as to why he smelt flowers in his bed. Then he noticed something very weird. The thing he was holding seemed to be heating up, and was it moving slightly? 
This made the breath catch in anons throat, what was he holding? Suddenly he really didn't want to open his eyes. 
Another movement, was the thing breathing? Did a stray animal somehow brake into his apartment? No that couldn't be. None of his neighbors had any animals and this felt too big to be a flying creature that somehow broke through his second story window. 
His heart rate fastened as his brain tried to come to a reasonable conclusion of what he was currently sharing his bed with.
'I have to open my eyes. What if its something normal like a dog? What if its some kind of monster? No that can't be it. It just has to be my pillow that is somehow too warm.' Anons thoughts wrestled in his mind, screaming at him to open his eyes and see what he was holding, yet a part of him was scared to do so. 
'Fuck it, here goes nothing. Please don't be a flesh eating monster, or an angry dog.'  He slowly opened his eyes, what greeted him was two giant and terrified light blue eyes that stared right at him, a small portion of what seems like pink hair slightly obscured one of the eyes. 
"Holy shit!" Anon scrambled away from the creature, clumsily backing away until he accidentally fell off his bed, taking half of the blanket with him. 
Anon groaned in pain as he rubbed the back of his head. Somewhere in the middle of the fall he had closed his eyes, now that he opened them again, he could see the head of the once absolutely terrified creature looking at him over the edge of his bed in what seemed concern. Its adorable huge eyes stared into his. The first thing he noticed was that the creature in front of him had a very expressive face, as if it could understand what was going on.  
He slowly stood up from his very deadly fall and rubbed his head. As he stood up he noticed that the creature backed away slightly as he rose to his full height. 
His gaze then drifted to the pony currently lying in his bed. 
Now that he could take a full look at it he couldn't help but think of how cute looking this little thing was. It had a slightly curly pink mane that it used to partially hide it's face, yellow fur covered the whole thing except for the small picture of three butterflies that were located on its thighs and these hugely adorable eyes. His gaze then drifted to one odd thing that he noticed, the wings. 
'Wait what the hell is a pegasus out of all the the mythological beings doing in my bed?' 
It hid half of its face behind its slightly curly pink mane, one eye shyly looking at him. It didn't look as terrified as before, now it looked to be very shy instead. 
"Uhm. Hi?" He waved at the pony. She looked away and hid further in her mane. 
He sighed and crossed his arms. "Now, how did you get here?" He asked the question mostly to himself, he certainly didn't expect a response of any kind. 
A small squeak emanated from the yellow and pink pony, the squeak almost sounded like words. But that couldn't be it, right?
"What?" He dumbly replied, this in turn was followed with another squeak, but this time it sounded a lot more like it was talking. 
Anon squinted his eyes and slightly leaned towards the pony. "Did you just say something?" 
This time what followed wasn't just a squeak, but words. Actual spoken words coming from a mythical animal only known in fiction. 
"I- I don't know." A whisper escaped her lips, it was a very soothing and kind voice that could calm even the most angry of people. 
Anons jaw opened wide as he simply stared at the now evidently known female pony that currently was laying on his mattress, on his bed, on a Friday morning. 
"You can talk?!"

			Author's Notes: 
Sentences that look like 'this' is anon thinking. "These" are him talking. Just to clarify to anyone who didn't pick up on it.


	
		Chapter 2 A lost pony in my room



"You can talk?!" After Anon's outburst an awkward silence followed. 
To say that the pony reacted well to this was a complete lie. A look of fear crossed her face and she dashed to hide underneath his bed. 
"Shit." Anon spoke under his breath. His right hand rose up to rub the back of his head. 
"Hey, uh. You can understand me, right?" Anon winced slightly as a terrified and near silent "Yes." came from underneath his bed.
"I'm sorry for raising my voice. It's just-" He paused for a second, taking in a deep breath. "I've never met a talking pony before." 
He slowly crouched down and looked underneath his bed. There with some discarded and forgotten papers, sat the terrified pony, shivering as if it was thirty degrees colder. 
A sliver of those big blue eyes was seen through her mane, the way she looked at him of made his heart ache. 
"Hey, I'm not going to hurt you. Could you come out from underneath my bed and we can talk?" Anon spoke in the softest voice possible, while beckoning her to come out with his arm. 
Her face emerged out from behind her mane. A small "Okay." accompanied as she slowly backed out from under the bed and stood up. 
When Anon stood back at his full height he realized how tiny she actually was. She only came up to around his waist. It looks like he could easily pick her up. 
'She's the perfect size for a cuddle buddy.' Anon slightly recoiled at the thought. 'What? Where the hell did that come from? Also why the fuck am I not freaking out about the literal alien in my room? Have I finally lost all sense of reason? I really hope I am not currently dying on my bed and having a hallucination just before my death. Damn, this would be the weirdest before death experience in the history of every single dead person.'  And there his thoughts go, thinking about the weirdest shit while dumbly staring at the perfect cuddling sized pony. Damn dude, say something. 
Blinking way his confusing morning thoughts, Anon sat back down on his bed, facing his new impromptu guest.
"Uh... So, what's your name?" Smooth as fucking sandpaper.
The pony sat down on top of his bed, hooves resting underneath her. Anon really wishes that those hooves are clean but he doesn't ask. For all he knows it could be considered rude to ask that. He sure as hell didn't know.
It takes a few seconds before she answers, in this time her face had retreated behind her hair.
A whisper comes out from behind the pink mane. "I'm Fluttershy." 
This time it was loud enough that he didn't need to awkwardly ask her to repeat herself. It's always awkward to ask someone that.
"Fluttershy huh?" The pink mane bobs up and down a few times, which he takes as her nodding. "It's a fitting name." Anon gives her a reassuring smile. He isn't sure if she could even see it due to the obscuring hair and all that.
"Names Anonymous, but just Anon is fine." She answers with a single nod. 
"Where am I? If you don't mind me asking." Anon could see her eyes gazing all across his room. Damn he really wishes that he had at least some interesting furniture right now. He really should have gone to that IEKA store when he had the chance.
"Well, you're currently in my bedroom, in my apartment in the humble city of New Tavvloire." 
For the first time since she appeared in Anons bedroom she looked straight into his eyes. Then she slowly blinked. It's as if she'd never heard of New Tavvloire. 
She quickly averted her gaze. "H-How far are we from Canterlot?"
Anon shook his head. "I've never even heard of that place."
She went quiet and stared out of the only window in his room. A few clouds lazily floated in the air.
This let the room fall into an awkward silence, neither party uttering a single word. To be honest the air around Anon's bedroom was starting to become suffocatingly awkward. 
"So... Can you fly with those wings?" He didn't think this through, what if asking pegasi about their wings was similar to saying a girl had nice tits. Oh shit, of fuck. He really wished it wasn't anything like that. 
His face didn't betray his thoughts as the slightest hint of a smile still lingered on his face, he was trying his best at appearing nice and welcoming. 
"Uhm.. Yes, I can fly." Her tone has a bit more volume in it. It was still a whisper but he didn't have to strain his ears to hear her talk. 
"Have you ever flown over the clouds?" Of course she has you dumb ass, she can fly.
"Oh yes, many times. I've even lived up there." She replies with a small smile on her lips.
A confused look crosses anons face. "What do you mean lived?" 
"I lived up there when I was a filly but I moved over to ponyville a few years ago." 
Pony what? "Ponyville? Really?" Seemingly not noticing the slight humor in his voice Fluttershy continued.
"Yeah, do you know about it?" A look of hope flashed in her eyes. 
"No, never heard of it." And just like that the hope in her heart was shattered.
"Could I see a map of where we are? If you don't mind showing." She turned her head to face him yet again, those big blue eyes stared straight into his soul.
"Oh, uh yeah. Just let me get my phone." He reached over the bed and picked up his phone from the floor.
"What's a phone?"  The ball of adorableness asked. 
He held his phone up to her eye level. "You don't know what a phone is?" 
"Uhm, no. Is that a bad thing?" She looked down, her hair fell in front of her face. 
"Well no, its not a bad thing, just weird. Everyone has a phone these days, its nearly impossible to find someone who doesn't own one." He quickly unlocked his phone and opened his map app. From the corner of his vision he could see two pairs of blue eyes watching him as he tapped away at the aluminosilicate glass.
A slight frown appeared on Anon's face. "I can't find these Ponyville or Canterlot places anywhere." He turned his phone over towards Fluttershy.
As her eyes gazed across the unfamiliar piece of technology, she could read two white words written on a black background. "No results." 
She looked at Anon, a questioning look formed on her face. "I don't want to be mean, but are you sure that this thing is a map?" 
"A hundred percent sure. Its also a device that does many other things." He pocketed his phone. "Are you sure you're from Ponyville. I've never heard of it and neither has the entire rest of the world." 
"What do you mean rest of the world?" Her eyes followed the phone as it disappeared into his pocket. 
"How would I say this." He paused for a second, thinking of what words to use. "Humanity has explored every single landmass on Earth and they can store that information on a thing called the internet. I just used the internet to check if there is a place called Ponyville anywhere and it came out negative." Fluttershy's eyes widened in realization. 
She quickly dashed to the window and looked outside. Everywhere her eyes could see was an unfamiliar world. Weird boxes moved on black roads, more unfamiliar creatures like the one she was with, walked on sidewalks, multiple lamp like things flashed colors of red, green and yellow. It was all unnatural, different and most of all scary. 
Not to mention the dawning realization of the fact that she might be the only pony around. 
"Where am I?" Her ears pressed down to hear head.

			Author's Notes: 
The best time to write is when you're forgoing sleep.
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