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		Description

Found as an infant, Hugstrong always knew he was different from other ponies, he was destined to be a hero to the world that wasn't quite ready to accept him. He will have to come to terms with being different in ways he never asked for and being used as a tool for purposes he never understood. An RGRE fic. Mostly a wholesome coming of age story with occasional darker themes. Sex tag is mostly for themes and jokes and less for graphic material. Violence tag added for references to violence. My first fanfiction on this site.
Inspired by the works of 2Merr, Anonpencil, LittleBigPony, and others whom I shall add as I remember them.


Anything that needs an M rating will be relegated to separate stories.
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		Humble beginnings



The filly’s hooves thundered through the brush, the tangled branches and thorns of the idyllic forest attempted to pull at her mane and tail as she struggled to make her way back to her home. Her lungs ached from the attempts to quiet her breathing, the moist air of the forest carried the scent of earth and grass. Her village was close but she dare not use the hoofpaths back into it for fear her pursuer would spot her on the open path. She could no longer see her pursuer but she knew it couldn’t be far behind her. The avian denizens of the forest which so often sang at seeing her had grown quiet in the presence of such an unnatural being.
She briefly considered attempting to lay low and wait for the creature to pass but quickly rejected the thought, her olympic blue coat and white/blue mane and tail, while a point of pride for the filly, would do her no favors in hiding. She would simply have to outrun the thing and try to lose it in the tight thicket. She only hoped her aching hooves wouldn’t give out before she could reach home and the safety it held. Light filtered through the treetops above her casting golden light and varying levels of shade throughout the grove; it would be quite beautiful if she weren’t fleeing in a mad panic.
As her ears flicked back and picked up the snap of a twig behind her, her worst fears were confirmed.
It had found her.
It was close.
The filly redoubled her efforts, pushing her screaming legs to their absolute limit as she tore through shrub and vine alike attempting to escape the clutches of the creature she could almost feel on her flank. Now losing all sense of subtlety she forwent her quiet breathing and careful path-finding, panting loudly whilst charging headlong through a small creek. The presence of the creek meant she couldn’t be more than 100 meters from home, her hooves splashed only once as she galloped over the familiar water source. She could see the edge of the forest and through it the barest edge of a wooden beam she knew to be the corner of her house.
Her hooves hadn’t yet touched dry ground before she heard the thing splash it’s way through the water and saw the afternoon shadow of the creature loom over her.
She had only a split second to close the distance between herself and the rapidly approaching treeline and so made the decision to turn slightly towards a gnarled and ancient oak near the edge of the forest. Leaping over its roots that twisted upwards and outwards like grasping hooves, she barely squeezed through a gap in the offending roots and branches earning herself a scant few meters over her pursuer whose prodigious size meant it had to rush around the great oak. It also earned her a small scrape below her horn as a thorned vine she hadn’t  seen scraped above her left eye. But she pressed on through the tight treeline and over the short grassy hill and finally to the threshold of her home and she knew that leap had made all the difference. Placing her hoof against the weathered oaken door of her home she drew in a shaky breath tasting the dryness of her mouth and heavy tongue and finally released her call of victory and defiance, a call that would let the beast know she had bested him and he would not have his prize today, a call that would embody the strength of this young mare and allow all to know of her triumph over the beast.
“Safe!”
Hugz finished jogging the last few meters to the large, lavish home and found his hands on his knees as he tried to find his breath. The somewhat lanky biped sweating lightly in the cool air and desperately trying not to look at the cocky young unicorn. His denim overalls were heavily stained and covered in a layer of grime.
The unicorn in question had assumed a bipedal stance with her front hooves held victoriously over her head. A stance the human often found himself in upon his own glorious victories. She was mocking him. Again. 
“Behold, the great and powerful Trixie has bested you in this trial of speed and agility”. She attempted to mask a shuddering breath with a cough before shining one of her front hooves on her chest fluff and holding it away from her to casually examine. “Although I suppose there was never any doubt.” 
Hugz merely lay down on well-trimmed and soft grass of the yard before waving away her show of poor sportsmareship. “You only won because I can’t fit through all those trees, if it was a long run I’d have won because I have really, really good ‘stanima’” Hugz insisted while displaying his own brand of poor sportsmareship.
“That isn’t a word” asserted Trixie.
“Is too”.
“No it isn’t”. 
“Yeah it is, my mom says all good athletes have lotsa stanima” Hugz insisted while rolling onto his stomach to rest his forehead on the cool grass.
“You’re thinking of ‘stamina’” insisted Trixie as she lay herself horizontally atop her friend’s back. He wasn’t a particularly clever conversationalist but he was pleasantly warm and she was more than happy to take advantage of his position to avoid getting her coat any dirtier than it already was. 
“You’re a stamina, you silly pony” Hugz grumbled into the grassy ground. He wasn’t thrilled about the very warm pressure on his back but cuddles were always appreciated and it would be more work to make her get off him. 
Trixie snorted softly at his half-hearted attempt at a verbal jab before drawing a breath in a hiss as she immediately stood up in response to the hot stinging in her left eye. She hadn’t noticed the little trickle of blood that had made its way down her forehead and was now spilling into her eye. 
Before she knew what was happening she had been hoisted into her friend’s arms and he was off, running towards his house down the street from her own. All sign of his fatigue gone as his unusual gait had her bouncing up and down against his narrow chest. She was surprised that he could carry her with his somewhat lacking musculature. While he was already about a head taller than most adult ponies, he was also quite a bit lighter. Nevertheless she was rushed through the threshold of his home before she could even really think about the growing ache from her forehead and the spreading warmth around the pain. 
“MOM! TRIXIE’S HURT AND NEEDS HELP” yelled Hugz as he skirted through the sparsely furnished entryway room and into the kitchen/dining room dodging half unpacked boxes as he did so. His surprised mother nearly fell off her chair in surprise.
Ms. Harshwhinny had been having a pretty good day, all things considered. She had finished unpacking all of the living room decorations and furnishings, having to draw on her glut of trophies to make the fireplace mantle look more lively and spreading her meager non-competition based decorations around to give the illusion that she had other hobbies besides an unhealthy competitiveness, and it almost worked, that was pretty cool. Mayor sickle had acquiesced to her demand that she be placed in charge of the approaching running of the leaves and the subsequent celebrations, that was very cool. She had even flirted with some visiting wonderbolts who had reciprocated her advances with some good-natured lewd talk, that was EXCEPTIONALLY cool. Spitting out her tea all over her just-cleaned table and nearly falling out of her chair when she saw/heard her human son yelling about his hurt filly friend who was steadily dripping blood from her forehead onto the clean floor, that was most definitely not cool. But Ms. Harshwhinny was not the type to delay when foals needed her. She unceremoniously leapt from her chair and grabbed the first aid kit she kept hanging on a wall hook in the kitchen, before making her way into the living room. 
“You will lay her on the couch and elevate her head this instant!” Ms. Harshwhinny shouted to her panicking son. 
When she made her way back into the living room with a cup of water from the sink she was proud to see that Hugz had obeyed without delay. She gently moved him aside and began to look over trixie.
“Ms. Harshwhinny Trixie is fine she just scratched her forehead a little” trixie calmly explained now that her mind had caught up with her.
Ms. Harshwhinny immediately began using a cloth to dab away what would be a surprising amount of blood to anypony not familiar with the intricacies of unicorn anatomy. Trixie was correct, the scratch was hardly anything to worry about but Ms. Harshwhinny knew better than to underestimate a wound near the horn, it’s intricate structure making it a hub for blood vessels. She would of course not tell any of this to Trixie who should be kept as relaxed as possible. She leaned in and softly whispered to Trixie.
“I know that, miss Trixie, but let me just clean you up to calm down Hugz, he’s pretty concerned”. True to his nature Hugz was babbling incoherent questions about his friend and was on the verge of tears.
Trixie grinned at their little deception and calmly allowed Ms. Harshwhinny to clean up her scratch and place a small absorbant pad on the cut as well as a wrapping of gauze to hold it in place, Ms. Harshwhinny calmly explained the process to both of the foals and asked them both questions throughout. She asked trixie to keep her from passing out in the extremely unlikely case of a concussion and Hugz in the very likely case he would pass out from freaking out about his friend. Once Trixie was properly bandaged Ms. Harshwhinny left to gather both a doctor to confirm her work and Trixie’s parents in order to assuage any worries they might have after Hugz was seen panicking and running with their daughter in his arms. She left strict instructions for Hugz to keep watch of Trixie and make sure she stayed awake. The boy shook like a leaf but took to his duty immediately, asking Trixie nonstop questions about her time at her new school. With that Ms. Harshwhinny was off like a shot.
Trixie calmly listened and answered questions as her friend jabbered on constantly about nothing consequential and barely held himself together as he grew more and more panicked as the minutes without his mother’s guidance ticked by. She barely noticed his increasing panic due to his unfamiliar facial expressions and lack of moving ears to indicate mood, but the bright red face and shifting eyes eventually gave him away. It hadn’t been five minutes of this before his fear was grinding on her nerves.
“So I was wondering how somepony even gets into a school for gifted unicorns, do you even have to be a unicorn because that makes sense bu-” Trixie silenced the panicking human by shoving her hoof in his mouth.
“Trixie appreciates the sudden interest in her schooling but she could really use a glass of water. Be a dear and get her one, would you?” 
Hugz barely registered her words before he was in the kitchen getting a cup out of the cupboard and filling it from the sink. That same cup was only half full by the time it reached Trixie, the other half of the water ending up on the floor, Hugz, and at least one splash on Trixie’s face as Hugz attempted to bring the cup to her lips. Trixie gave him a deadpan look before she batted his hands away with her hooves gripping the cup in her magic and draining it slowly. Out of the corner of her eye Trixie saw that Hugz was now sitting on the ground. His eyes were downcast and lip quivered. This was her first time seeing this reaction from him but it was easy to deduce that the human was coming down from his panic and about to break down. The things I do for this colt, she thought to herself.
“Hugz, The great and chilly Trixie is really cold and demands your assistance” she said, grabbing his immediate attention.
Hugz jumped to his feet and made to run towards the hallway before Trixie put a hoof out to stop him.
“Make sure to get a big blanket” she quickly added. 
He nodded and hastily made his way out of the living room and towards his closet to gather the requested blanket. Trixie took this opportunity to turn on her side and scoot against the couch, making as much room as possible. She also made sure to get comfortable as it was unlikely she would be moving anytime soon. 
Scant moments later Hugz announced his presence by flicking the large, quilted, green blanket over Trixie covering her up to her neck. Trixie responded by grabbing hold of the corner of the blanket in her magic and lifting it up, exposing herself to the cold, stale air of the house. 
“Get in”, she plainly commanded.
“My mom said I have to keep watch over you” Hugz insisted while fidgeting with his hands, the prospect of cuddles already breaking his fragile will.
“The soft and cuddly Trixie demands immediate snuggles in order to warm her up, you may continue your questions once you are under the blanket” Trixie insisted while patting the soft cushion next to her for emphasis. Hugz began to formulate an argument but Trixie glared at him until, with much trepidation, he sat on the edge of the couch and inched himself under the blanket. Trixie pulled her friend close, resting her head on his arm as he wrapped himself around her and ran his hands along her back in the petting motion that came so naturally to him. Soon they were face to face with Hugz nuzzling the top of her head and taking great care to rest Trixie’s horn on his cheek and placing a hand on the back of her head so she couldn’t suddenly jerk her neck(he had learned early on about the dangers of unicorn cuddling). The all too familiar cuddle position had been assumed and escape was now impossible for both. Impossible for Trixie because the human had a death grip for a hug, and Hugz because he just couldn’t find it in himself to end an embrace before its time.
Trixie nearly smugged herself into the stratosphere as her plan came to fruition. Now that Hugz was performing his namesake he rapidly calmed himself and melted into the embrace. Trixie had to contain a giggle as her friend pressed his face into her shoulder and sighed, he was a good friend and everypony agreed that he was simply adorable but he wasn’t exactly known for his ability to stay calm under pressure. That was okay though, she would take care of him.
“Hey, Hugz?” Trixie half questioned and half addressed the human.
It took a moment for the rapidly calming Hugz to respond, already nearly asleep in his friend’s embrace he opened a single tired eye, “hmm?” he finally mumbled through Trixie’s fluff.
“Thanks for taking care of Trixie today, she- I appreciate it” Trixie whispered into the thick black locks of her friend  “It means alot to Trixie that you care so much about her, and it’s really sweet of you to worry so much but I’m gonna be fine” Trixie sighed deeply “You’re my hero”. 
Hugz didn’t respond, now being thoroughly asleep he wouldn’t awaken for quite awhile if Trixie had to guess.
“Eh? I guess Trixie will tell you later” Trixie whispered as she snuggled down further. She too succumbed to sleep not long after.
     *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

five minutes later

 *~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

Ms. Harshwhinny thanked Dr. Full dose for her quick response. Thankfully it was as both Trixie and Ms. Harshwhinny had suspected and Trixie had only a minor cut that just so happened to be in a heavily veined area. Ms. Harshwhinny saw Dr. Full dose out the door before returning to the two foals cuddled up on her couch. It was unfortunate both the Lulamoons were out of town on business, she had half a mind to drag them back by the tails, leaving a poor, defenseless filly alone at home over the weekend was unacceptable in her eyes. She made up her mind to insist the filly stay with her until her parents returned. But for now she needed to find and unpack her camera. The two were wrapped around each other on the couch and Ms. Harshwhinny was hard pressed to think of anything cuter than the sight. Hugz had had a difficult time adjusting away from the Canterlot doctors who thought he might be some kind of alien monster and instead being surrounded by ponies who at first thought he was some giant, adorable pet. So seeing him finally having another pony to care about was a pleasant feeling if a bit sad in a way she couldn’t quite understand.
Ms. Harshwhinny leaned in and nuzzled both of the foals in her living room, neither waking from her gentle ministrations. “I’m so proud of you for making a real friend, my special little colt. And thank you for being there for him Miss The Great and Powerful Trixie” she gently cooed. 
Ms. Harshwhinny took more pictures than she really knew what to do with, but her favorite one she quickly dried and placed in a frame on the mantle, packing away one of her old tennis trophies. She would have a serious talk with Hugz about obeying her orders during emergencies but for now both of the foals needed some rest, so she quietly went about turning out all but the kitchen lights and setting to work on dinner.
Yet outside the window the real monster of the forest watched Hugz with interest. Not yet little guy the creature thought to itself before sliding away into the forest, unseen by anypony
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		A New Day



Ms. Harshwhinny awoke to the jarring ring of her doorbell. With a heavy groan, she lifted her head from its place on  stack of half-filled papers and took stock of her surroundings. Through her kitchen window she could see the barest hints of the early morning The left half of her face was warm and a little numb from falling asleep at the kitchen table. And while she couldn’t see herself, she was fairly certain she looked a mess. With aching hooves and a stiff neck, she made her way from the comfort of her table and towards the cold front door. 
For a moment she looked longingly at her coffee pot and the liquid gold it would contain had she only a few minutes to prepare; alas the doorbell had already been rung and common decency dictated she answer it immediately. 
Ms. Harshwhinny opened her front door, and with as chipper an attitude as she could muster, said, “This had better be worth my time, I’m a very busy mare.”
The door finished swinging open as Ms. Harshwhinny rubbed the sleep from her eyes, revealing a pale green pegasus with a light gray mailpony uniform, an ice cream swirl of pale mane atop his head, and the barest hint of a moustache. He looked fear-struck at the mare’s words and held a medium-sized, brown package in front of him like a shield.
“P-package for Ms. Harshwhinny from Canterlot?” he squeaked out from behind his cardboard aegis.
“I’m going to go ahead and guess the Princess sent this and you’re going to tell me why.” Ms. Harshwhinny nearly spat out the word ‘princess’. 
The stallion’s eyes widened and he frantically shushed her, apparently forgetting his fears for the moment. “Shhhhhhh! I’m under direct orders not to let anypony know about this delivery. How did you even know?” 
Ms. Harshwhinny stood up to her impressive full height and leaned towards the panicky pegasus while dropping her voice as low as it would go. “I can see into your worthless heart and judge its intentions.” 
“R-Really?”
“Yes, really,” she lied. In truth, the color of his uniform indicated he was a Cloudsdale mailpony. Cloudsdale currently being in the opposite direction of Canterlot from Rainbow Falls. This, along with the early hour, seeing as pegasi don’t normally fly at night, left her to conclude he’d been brought to Canterlot and sent directly to Rainbow Falls first thing in the morning and very few ponies had control over multiple mail systems. But there was no reason he needed to know all that, better he just thought that she was scary. 
“Now do I need to sign for this?” she asked.
The stallion seemed eager to be as far from this imposing mare as possible and merely shook his head, mumbling something about paper trails and hoofed her the box before launching off in the direction of Canterlot. 
Ms. Harshwhinny chuckled at the stallion’s antics and made her way inside, shutting the door behind her and placing the package on the kitchen table. She would open it soon...after she finished filling out a few more applications, “priorities, filly, priorities”.


The Right Honourable Heir Apparent Marchioness to the Northern Equestrian Marches,
It is with a heavy heart that I inform you that the medical practitioner, Dr. Lancet, assigned to the wellbeing of your charge, has ceased employment to the crown. As your charge cannot be without the medical care, I have assigned another professional to his case. I assure you that Dr. Scrutiny is more than qualified for the position and has thus been assigned to the case. She has been made aware of the delicate nature of your situation and has been sworn to secrecy. 
She believes it vital that she perform her own baseline health, and psychological readings of your charge. Contained within the package this message was received with, you will find a number of questionnaires and surveys for both yourself and your charge , a pair of tickets for the Express Pegasus Chariot Service to take you to Canterlot, and the usual set of medications— both normal and “red”. I hope to see you both in my throne room within 24 hours, preferably during the day.
From the desk of Princess Celestia Monarch to all of Equestria, and transcribed by her trusted scribe, Raven Inkwell.
P.S.  Tell Hugz “Auntie Celestia says hello”
P.P.S. That is a royal order, Ms. Harshwhinny


Ms. Harshwhinny inhaled through her nose, held the breath, and rubbed her left temple with a hoof before releasing a sigh that threatened to wake everypony in a mile radius. She placed the letter on the kitchen table and decided to cope in the healthiest way she knew how: put off her responsibilities, find a hayburger in town, and cheat on her diet . She was getting her purse off the wall hook by the front door when a small yawn came from behind her. 
Hugz stood behind her in the hallway, clutching his stuffed rabbit to his chest and rubbing sleep from his eyes. He hadn’t dressed yet and stood there in his midnight blue onesie. It was still far too early for him to be up and he showed it through his slouched shoulders and the little sway that kept him off balance. 
“Can I go with you?” he mumbled.
Ms. Harshwhinny thought it over but decided against it. “I’m sorry, Hugz, but Mommy is going out and you should really get some more sleep. It’s gonna be a long day for us.”
“Please, can we go for a walk?” he pushed out his lower lip in a pout. Hugz turned on the puppy dog eyes and drooped his shoulders comically. “I just want to spend some time with you since you were so busy yesterday,” Hugz said with a little tremble to his voice.
Ms. Harshwhinny knew he was playing it up, she knew he needed more sleep, she knew he was gonna cause some kind of trouble if he went outside this early. And she knew that she couldn’t resist him when he looked at her like that. His childishly small eyes and perhaps overzealous pout tugged at her heartstrings like nopony’s else ever could.
“Okay, Hun,” she relented, “we can go for a nice walk around the town.”
“Can we get something to eat at the bakery?”
Ms. Harshwhinny narrowed her eyes at her son. “Oh is that your game, huh?” she said with a playful smirk and an accusing poke in his chest. 
Hugz looked away and tried to suppress the mischievous smile tugging at his lips. “...maybe a little, but I do want to go on a walk”.
Ms. Harshwhinny felt a warm glow in her chest as she shook her head. “You know that you’re going to cause trouble for a whole lotta mares with those puppy dog eyes one day.”
Hugz knelt so they were eye-to-eye, and buried his face in her familiar chest tuft. He closed his eyes and let the warm honey scent of his mother surround him. The soft hairs framed his face and muffled his words slightly. “They already cause you trouble, Mommy”.
Ms. Harshwhinny snorted a little at his mischievous attitude. She was definitely going to have to talk to him about putting his face in the tufts of mares soon. For a colt it was an entirely innocent gesture, and one that the neighboring ponies had warmly accepted, but she worried that he might try such a thing on an unknowing mare who didn’t appreciate the intimate gesture or worse; one who appreciated it a little too much. Besides that, it was entirely possible his species went into puberty at this age, late as it was. She would bring up having "the talk" with Dr. Scrutiny.
She sat down on her haunches and pulled him closer running back of her hoof over his messy black mane. Hugz welcomed the change in position and allowed his chest to press up against his mother’s and let their hearts beat in time, the familiar pulse of one another’s heart becoming a natural and welcome rhythm.
Ms. Harshwhinny blew an errant strand of her mane out of her eye and laughed a little. “We need to get up if we’re going to go on that walk”.
Hugz barely moved his head to the side to be heard through his mother’s tuft. “It’s just a walk. It’s no big rush.” He turned his head back into the fluff and breathed deeply.
“Did you already take your medicine?” she asked.
“Yes, ma’am”.
“Red medicine too? It IS Wednesday.”
There was no response from Hugz.
“You know you need to take it before you eat anything else.” It was posed as a suggestion but was really an order. 
Ms. Harshwhinny gently removed the forlorn colt from her tuft and nudged him in the direction of his room. Hugz absentmindedly reached down and scratched behind her ear with his left hand. Forget the puppy dog eyes, his hands are gonna be his greatest selling point once mares find out what they feel like. He didn’t need to know that yet though. 
“I can never eat after I take my red medicine.” he knew full well it would change nothing.
“I’m sure you’ll find room once we get to turnover’s bakery,” Ms. Harshwhinny said, her nose wrinkling at the pungent smoky scent coming from the little red bag with “Health Hazard” emblazoned on the front in blocky, white lettering. While the red medicine made her understandably uncomfortable, she was well-traveled and had long ago dulled those prejudices around griffons and other carnivores. Besides, it was clear the Princess intended to continue his treatment by the new shipment in the package. There was no getting around it and no use getting squeamish. Dr. Scrutiny would know if he’d skipped out. 
Hugz detached himself from his mother and, rising to his feet, trudged towards his room looking for all the world like a lost soul set to fight a personal demon. Ms. Harshwhinny suppressed a giggle at her theatrical son. Hugz closed his bedroom door behind him and the house grew silent as Ms. Harshwhinny set about organizing the contents of the package into her medicine cabinet and onto her table.
Ms. Harshwhinny threw the questionnaires and tickets in her dusty, brown carry-on bag. I need a new bag, she noted to herself as she looked at the positively ancient suitcase. She pulled the bag with her through her home, gathering a final few items, such as a sturdy pouch containing a portion of her rapidly dwindling Bit supply and a bottle of sunscreen Hugz would need to apply if they spent any extended length of time outside. Eventually she came to the door of Hugz’ room, and knocked twice. 
“Make sure you finish any red medicine you have left, Hugz.” 
Through the door she heard something shuffle followed by a sniffle and a strained, “yes ma’am.” Ms. Harshwhinny could hear the tears in his voice and it broke her heart. She wanted to help him but couldn’t bring herself to open the door, to see him like “that” again. Her hooves had lost much of their pep as she trudged away from Hugz’ room and sat herself down by the front door. She could be furious with Princess Celestia later, she could be worried about bits later, and she could beat herself up over her own weakness later. Right now, her son needed her to act like a Celestia-damned parent and cheer him up. And so she decided that today would be about cheering him up, no matter what.

			Author's Notes: 
A big thank you to Horse Girls Are Watching for editing this chapter. It undoubtedly made this chapter a better work and myself a hopefully more competent author.


	images/cover.jpg





