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		Description

Step into the thrilling world of "Pathfinder's Adventure: An Apex Legends Story," where the boundaries of reality are tested and unlikely alliances are forged in the face of danger.
When the intrepid robot known as Pathfinder finds himself trapped in a mysterious vortex, he is thrust into a world beyond imagination. Disoriented and alone, he is discovered by the courageous trio of Applebloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle, who take it upon themselves to keep Pathfinder safe from the unknown dangers that lurk in their midst.
As Pathfinder grapples with the strange new world he finds himself in, he is determined to be a hero and help those in need. But his noble intentions soon attract the attention of a group of ruthless adversaries, who see Pathfinder as a valuable prize to be captured at any cost.
Now, as Pathfinder and his newfound friends navigate the treacherous terrain of their world, they must stay one step ahead of their pursuers while uncovering the secrets of Pathfinder's origins. Along the way, they will encounter a colorful cast of characters, face thrilling challenges, and embark on an epic quest that will test their courage and resilience.
But as the stakes grow higher and the danger mounts, Pathfinder and his companions must band together like never before. With the fate of their world hanging in the balance, they must confront their fears, harness their strengths, and stand united against the forces of darkness that threaten to engulf them.
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		Chapter 1 New pals! (Edited)



Amidst the chaos of fire and destruction, the vast expanse of space presents itself as a mesmerizing sight, adorned with what appears to be a rocket. Countless robotic arms dart about in every direction, their metallic forms glinting in the scattered weaponry strewn across the debris. Amidst this scene of wreckage emerges a solitary blue robot, drifting gracefully into the endless expanse of the unknown. Its screen flickers momentarily, the once-piercing red eye gradually fading into darkness as space carries it towards a destination it yearns to call home, where friends await.
Pathfinder’s Adventure an Apex Legend story 

Nearly a year ago, Kings Cannon stood as a paramount location for Hammond Robotics. What purpose did it serve? Speculations abound. Some suggest it was a clandestine testing ground for nuclear weaponry. Others argue it was a haven for the wealthy elite to indulge their desires. But before any conclusions could be drawn, the abrupt sound of a gunshot reverberated through the air, interrupting the train of thought as a lifeless body collapsed, weapons clattering to the ground before the MRVN.
He picks up the weapon and inspects it, murmuring "Triple take, exciting," before securing it on his back and commencing his exploration of the building. Spotting some cells, he replenishes his energy, discarding the empty ones before delving into a medical pack for a battery charge. Suddenly, the echo of gunfire pierces the air, prompting the bot to instinctively seek cover before reaching for his radio.
"Friends, I've encountered some potential enemies nearby. Mirage, Bloodhound, where are you?"
"We're on our way, Pathfinder. Sit tight," reassures Mirage over the crackling radio.
Pathfinder settles against the wall, his new weapon at the ready as he surveys the vicinity. In the distance, a skirmish rages, nearing its conclusion. Before long, the shrill sound of an alarm rings out, signaling a shift in the situation.
"Attention, two squads left," announces the automated voice.
"Two left, it's us or—" Mirage's voice abruptly ceases as the sharp sound of an E.M.P. detonates, casting a drone into existence before Pathfinder's eyes. The drone buzzes around the area, surveying its surroundings, just as the doors burst open with force.
Reacting swiftly, Pathfinder kicks out a window and propels himself out with his grappling hook, evading incoming gunfire. "Getting shot at, friends!" he shouts as he crashes into a nearby building, scrambling to his feet. Before he can make another move, a deadly scythe halts his progress.
Out from the shadows emerges Revenant, his menacing figure holding the weapon with a grip that spells danger. With an ominous crack of his robotic neck, Revenant stands before Pathfinder, an enigmatic threat lurking in the darkness.
"Hello, Marv," Revenant taunts, his voice dripping with malice as he swings his scythe. Pathfinder narrowly dodges the first strike, his agile frame attempting to evade the relentless assault. However, his escape is intercepted by Octane, blocking his path.
Surveying the situation, Pathfinder desperately seeks an alternative route, his optics scanning for any sign of opportunity. Spotting a potential opening, he moves to exploit it, only to be thwarted once more, a searing pain shooting through his arm as a bullet finds its mark. Collapsing to the ground, he gazes up to find himself surrounded by the trio, their menacing presence closing in on him.
"You're all alone," Revenant sneers, his blade raised menacingly, casting a shadow over Pathfinder's vulnerable form.
As the tension reaches its peak, a sudden loud noise reverberates from outside, drawing everyone's attention. "That is where you are wrong," Pathfinder declares, determination flashing in his optics. "I am not."
In a dramatic twist of fate, the door bursts open, revealing Mirage wielding his Eva 8 shotgun. Octane reacts swiftly, firing his Wingman, but his aim is deceived by a cleverly placed Mirage clone. Caught off guard, Octane is struck from behind, Mirage's voice echoing, "You got bamboozled."
Crypto turns to see Bloodhound raising the axe, poised for action, before he swiftly takes out the threat. Revenant, sensing the tide turning against him, frantically scans his surroundings for an escape route. However, his gaze ultimately settles on Pathfinder, who confidently dons his boxing gloves.
With lightning speed, Pathfinder launches into action, delivering a rapid series of jabs and hooks, culminating in a powerful uppercut that sends Revenant crashing to the ground, defeated. As the dust settles, the trio stands triumphant, their unity and skill proving victorious in the face of adversity. Victory is theirs, earned through teamwork and determination.
"Ha! That's the game, baby!" Mirage exclaims, his hands clapping together enthusiastically as Bloodhound dutifully cleans the axe. Pathfinder approaches Mirage, extending a hand for a high-five. With a resounding clap, their hands meet in celebration before they stride out of the building.
"Drinks on me," Pathfinder declares, prompting Mirage to inquire about the venue. "You know the place?" Mirage asks.
"Always our favorite bar," Pathfinder’s screen responds with a grin.
As they await the arrival of the ship, Bloodhound passes by, summoning their trusty companion, Arthur the crow. Mirage approaches, extending the invitation, "You want some drinks too, on a sweet victory?" he offers.
"No, the Allfather does not allow me to be drunk," Bloodhound responds firmly, their hand gently caressing the crow who regards Pathfinder with a cold, piercing stare, poised for attack. Pathfinder braces himself, fist clenched, anticipating the bird's move. However, with just a single stroke on its head, the crow's demeanor softens, and it turns away, taking flight as the wind shifts.
As the crow departs, Pathfinder relaxes, exhaling slowly. The tension dissipates, replaced by a sense of relief. The trio stands together, unified by their victory and the bonds of friendship, ready to embark on their next adventure.
The ship looms into view, a beacon of hope amidst the chaos. However, their moment of triumph is interrupted by the blaring alarm and urgent warning: "WARNING! Wild time vortex detected. Leave the island immediately," the announcer's voice echoes through the air.
With a shared understanding, the trio nods in unison and springs into action, sprinting towards the awaiting ship. Each step is filled with purpose as they race against time to escape the impending danger. Their determination fuels their speed as they make a mad dash towards safety, leaving behind the tumultuous island and the mysteries it holds within the swirling vortex.
Mirage dashes into the hangar, swiftly unlatching the hatch as Bloodhound follows suit. "Start the engine!" Mirage's voice reverberates with urgency as he yelps, feeling the ground tremble beneath him. Gravity begins to shift, pulling at Mirage as the swirling vortex draws near.
Pathfinder hurries into the ship, but his attention is drawn back as he sees Mirage being dragged towards the vortex. "Hang on, pal!" he shouts, firing his grapple in a desperate attempt to save his friend. Mirage seizes the lifeline, scrambling up the rope until he's safely aboard.
"Okay, let's get out of here," Mirage declares, but Pathfinder's voice cuts through the urgency, "Mirage?"
Turning to face Pathfinder, Mirage's eyes widen in realization as he notices the grapple line tethered to nothing. Panic sets in as the vortex's force intensifies, pulling Pathfinder towards its ominous depths. "Hang on, buddy!" Mirage shouts, gripping Pathfinder's arm tightly.
"Bloodhound, we need to move NOW!" Mirage's voice echoes with urgency as they brace themselves for a daring escape from the clutches of the relentless vortex.
As Pathfinder's grip weakens, Mirage desperately struggles to maintain his hold, but it's futile. He locks eyes with the blue robot, its expression devoid of emotion. Pathfinder's screen flashes a happy face, a stark contrast to the gravity of the situation. "Well, I guess we won't have drinks," Pathfinder remarks with a touch of melancholy.
"No, don't say that," Mirage pleads, fighting against the overwhelming force pulling his friend away.
"Elliot... it's okay," Pathfinder reassures him, his voice calm despite the imminent danger.
With a heavy heart, Mirage watches helplessly as his best friend slips away into the swirling vortex, offering a thumbs up in farewell. The ship's door seals shut as it begins to ascend, leaving Mirage frozen in place, unable to move. He casts a sorrowful glance back at Bloodhound before turning away, the weight of loss heavy upon them both.
The news of Pathfinder's disappearance spells trouble for everyone involved—the games, Hammond Robotics, and especially for Mirage and Bloodhound. A legend has vanished from their midst, leaving behind a void that may never be filled. What would Hammond do in the wake of this tragedy? The future is uncertain, and the ramifications are sure to be profound.

In a universe where star ships are merely a figment of imagination, magic reigns supreme as the ultimate source of power. Yet, this arcane force remains shrouded in mystery, known to only a select few in this world of ordinary humans—or so it seems. Unbeknownst to many, there exist beings far more potent than anyone could imagine, waiting to be unveiled.
The scene unfolds within a classroom, where the mundane act of a book slamming onto a desk sets the stage for something extraordinary. "These are our new books we'll be reading from now on, class," the teacher announces, flipping open the pages to reveal the contents within. As the teacher launches into an explanation of world history, the three young girls in the room can't help but sigh in exasperation, their anticipation growing with each passing moment.
Seated to the left is a fair-skinned girl adorned in the finest school attire, diligently attempting to focus amidst the teacher's monotonous lecture. To the right sits an orange-skinned girl, her vibrant outfit a stark contrast to her messy purple hair. She fidgets restlessly in her seat, the desire for excitement evident in her demeanor. And in the middle, a young girl with a red bow nestled in her hair, her blue overalls and cheerful yellow-and-white striped shirt providing a hint of whimsy amidst the dull classroom setting. Despite her best efforts, she struggles to stave off the allure of sleep, her eyelids growing heavier with each passing moment.
"Hey, Apple," whispered the orange-skinned girl.
"Yeah?" replied the yellow-clad one.
"I'm bored," she groaned in frustration.
"Scoots, can you stop complaining!?" admonished the white-skinned girl in a hushed tone.
"Is there a problem, you three?" The teacher's voice cut through the whispered conversation, prompting the girls to quickly shake their heads in denial. "Good. Now then, open your books to Chapter 1..." With that, the teacher moved away, leaving the trio to their studies.
However, as soon as the teacher was out of earshot, the three girls resumed their chatter, their voices filling the room once more as they continued talking on and on, their attention drifting away from the pages before them.
"Okay, so what should we do after school?" Yellow asked, breaking the silence once more.
"We could play in the arcade," Orange suggested enthusiastically.
"Or maybe take a cool walk in the city, who knows, maybe something exciting might show up," the white-skinned girl proposed, her eyes gleaming with anticipation.
"Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, care to explain why you interrupted my class again?" The teacher's voice was stern, his foot tapping impatiently on the ground. The three girls flushed with embarrassment as the rest of the class snickered at their predicament.
"We, uh, sorry, sir," Apple Bloom stammered, her cheeks burning with shame.
"We were, uh, trying to find the page," Scootaloo chimed in, attempting to come up with an excuse.
"Yeah!" exclaimed Sweetie Belle, nodding in agreement.
The teacher raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms over his chest. "You're saying you can't find Chapter 1?" he questioned skeptically, eliciting laughter from the rest of the class. The three girls exchanged sheepish glances before sighing in resignation.
As one of the kids pointed and laughed uncontrollably, the trio couldn't help but feel their cheeks flush with embarrassment. With heads bowed, they waited anxiously for the class to end, feeling the weight of their classmates' laughter bearing down on them.
"Oh boy," the three muttered in unison, their spirits sinking with each passing moment. However, their discomfort was soon alleviated as the teacher intervened, calming the class down and redirecting their attention back to the lesson at hand. Relief washed over Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo as they realized that the ordeal would soon be over, and they could escape the scrutiny of their peers.
"Man, that was embarrassing," Sweetie Belle remarked, her disappointment evident in her tone.
"Totally," Scootaloo agreed, sharing in the sentiment.
"If only something out of the blue would happen," Apple Bloom mused, voicing the hope for a change in their luck as the three girls found a spot to sit.
Just as they settled in, Scootaloo's gaze suddenly shot upward. "Holy moly, what's that!?" she exclaimed, her voice filled with astonishment. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle followed her gaze, their eyes widening as they too spotted something descending from the sky.
As a deafening crash resonated nearby, the trio froze in shock, their hearts pounding with trepidation. Moments later, the air filled with the piercing screams of frightened children, their voices echoing in the distance.
Scootaloo sauntered up next to Apple Bloom, a mischievous grin on her face. "Wow, Apple Bloom, you wished a little too hard on them—"
"That wasn't me!" Apple Bloom interrupted, her voice laced with urgency as she denied any involvement in the unexpected turn of events.
"Oh, hello... sorry," a male voice apologized, his presence unexpected as he attempted to rectify the situation. "Hey, high five, anyone?" he offered, his tone lighthearted despite the chaos unfolding around them.
Before anyone could respond, more screams pierced the air, intensifying the sense of confusion and panic. The trio exchanged bewildered glances, unsure of what was happening, but a sense of foreboding lingered in the air.
Suddenly, the shrill wail of the fire alarm shattered the uneasy silence, signaling danger and prompting a frenzied rush as children scattered in all directions to escape the impending threat.
As chaos ensued, a flash of movement caught their attention, and something crashed through the window, landing in the nearby bushes with a resounding thud. Gasping in shock, Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle turned to each other, their expressions mirroring a mix of fear and curiosity as they awaited the unfolding of events.
With determination in their eyes, Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle huddled together, their resolve solidifying as they invoked their self-proclaimed "Super Investigation Activate" protocol. Taking cautious steps forward, they approached the bush where the mysterious object had crashed.
As they drew nearer, the bush rustled, indicating movement within. Anticipation hung thick in the air as they braced themselves for whatever lay ahead. Gradually, a towering metal figure emerged from the foliage, its imposing form contrasting sharply with its surprisingly cheerful facial screen.
A sense of awe washed over the trio as they gazed up at the giant mechanical being, its big red eye fixating on them with a curious intensity. Despite the initial shock, they couldn't help but feel a spark of excitement at the prospect of unraveling the mystery before them.
"Hello!" the mechanical being greeted, its voice reminiscent of the one they had heard inside the building.
"Uh, hi," Apple Bloom responded tentatively, offering a hesitant wave. The metal creature reciprocated the gesture before turning its attention to the other two girls. Sweetie Belle was hiding, her curiosity outweighed by fear, while Scootaloo stood tall, her determination evident.
"Did you jump out of the building?" Scootaloo asked, her voice steady despite the lingering uncertainty. The metal entity looked up and then back at her, nodding in confirmation.
A mixture of awe and apprehension washed over the trio as they realized the magnitude of the situation. They were face to face with a mysterious being, one that had seemingly defied gravity and leaped from the building. With more questions than answers, they braced themselves for the next revelation.
"That. Was. COOL!" Scootaloo exclaimed, her excitement palpable as she began to geek out over the unexpected encounter. The blue mechanical being displayed its happy face screen once more in response to her enthusiasm.
"Why, thank you, strange alien. My name is Pathfinder. What is yours?" Pathfinder inquired, his tone congenial.
"Scootaloo," she responded, a grin spreading across her face.
"Sweetie Belle," Sweetie Belle chimed in, her initial fear giving way to curiosity.
"Uh, Apple Bloom," Apple Bloom added, still processing the surreal situation.
"I'm so happy to meet you three! You are now my new pals until I find my way home," Pathfinder declared warmly, his words imbued with a sense of camaraderie and gratitude.
"No way... you're from another planet?! Cool!" Scootaloo exclaimed, her excitement reaching new heights at the thought of befriending an extraterrestrial being. Turning to Apple Bloom, she couldn't contain her enthusiasm. "Hey, let's take him to the treehouse!" she suggested eagerly, her mind already racing with possibilities.
"I don't think—" Apple Bloom began uncertainly, but before she could voice her concerns, Scootaloo was already on a mission.
"Come on, Pathfinder! We'll help you. Follow me!!!" Scootaloo shouted, her determination unwavering as she took off running towards the farm.
"Scoots!?" Apple Bloom called after her, torn between caution and curiosity. With a resigned sigh, she realized that Scootaloo's mind was made up, and she reluctantly followed.
"Hey, maybe it will be okay," Sweetie Belle reassured, walking alongside Pathfinder with a comforting smile. "Here, let's help by taking him to our treehouse," she suggested, extending her hand in friendship as they walked together.
Apple Bloom sighed, her initial apprehension gradually giving way to a sense of cautious optimism. "Alright, let's do it," she agreed, following closely behind Sweetie Belle and Pathfinder.
"Oh boy, I cannot wait to go on an awesome adventure!" Pathfinder exclaimed, his cheerful demeanor infectious as he followed his newfound friends into this strange new world, brimming with possibilities and excitement. And so, their journey began, a tale of friendship, discovery, and endless adventure awaiting them in the boundless unknown.

	
		Chapter 2 New world? (Edited)



As the trio guided Pathfinder towards their treehouse, the inquisitive robot bombarded them with questions.
"Are we there yet? Why do you all have colorful skin? What is this place?" Pathfinder queried eagerly, his curiosity seemingly boundless.
"Well, maybe we should ask questions first, Mr. Pathfinder," Sweetie Belle suggested diplomatically, attempting to maintain some semblance of order amidst the barrage of inquiries.
"Oh! Okay, then," Pathfinder acquiesced, albeit somewhat reluctantly, as they continued their journey.
True to form, Pathfinder's curiosity remained insatiable, his excitement palpable with each passing moment. Eventually, the trio reached a point where they felt compelled to ask their own question.
"What are you exactly?" they inquired collectively, turning to face the robot, their curiosity mirrored in their expressions.
"Hmmm, well, I guess I'm a Marvin with no true purpose anymore. I am just a happy guy!" Pathfinder responded cheerfully, his screen displaying his signature happy face.
"So, who created you?" Apple Bloom inquired, her curiosity piqued.
Pathfinder hesitated, his screen flickering briefly before displaying an unhappy face. "I can't truly remember her," he admitted somberly, his tone tinged with sadness. As they approached the treehouse, Pathfinder continued, his screen showing an even more sorrowful expression. "The one thing I know is that I saved the whole world by saving my family..."
The trio exchanged concerned glances, their hearts going out to their newfound friend as they processed his revelation.
"Do you have pals?" Scootaloo asked, seeking to change the subject and lift Pathfinder's spirits.
Pathfinder's screen soon reverted to its cheerful state, and he looked at the three with excitement. "I do! Oh man, you all will like them!" he exclaimed, clapping his hands together before pressing a button on his screen.
As the trio watched with rapt attention, Pathfinder showcased footage of his adventures with his pals.
"This is my best buddy Mirage," Pathfinder pointed at the paused screen, displaying Mirage in action. "We have known each other for a long time now."
Next, the video reversed, revealing Wraith amidst a flurry of combat. "This is Wraith. She's one of the best fighters I have ever met. She can do lots of things, but do be careful; she talks to herself," Pathfinder warned with a chuckle.
Continuing their journey through Pathfinder's memories, they watched as he introduced another ally. "And this is Caustic. He is a smart man with air and toxic gas!" Pathfinder explained as the footage showed Caustic manipulating his deadly chemicals.
With each introduction, the bond between Pathfinder and his pals became increasingly evident. As the sun began to set, casting a warm glow over the horizon, the trio marveled at the stories of friendship and adventure shared by their newfound friend.
As the realization of the time dawned upon them, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo exchanged hurried glances, realizing they needed to head home before their absence caused concern.
"Uh oh... I need to get home... my sister is gonna kill me," Sweetie Belle exclaimed, hastily descending the ladder with Scootaloo close behind.
"Here, let me call Applejack, and she can help take y'all home," Apple Bloom offered, reaching for her phone as she watched her friends make their way down.
Before she left, Apple Bloom turned back to Pathfinder, a warm smile on her face. "Path, stay here tonight in the treehouse... I'll get you a blanket," she reassured him before disappearing behind the curtains.
Left alone in the cozy confines of the treehouse, Pathfinder surveyed his surroundings with a sense of contentment. The tiny house felt strangely welcoming, and he found himself looking forward to spending the night there.
"Time for some sleep," Pathfinder declared, his voice soft as he powered off into sleep mode, the hum of the night enveloping him in tranquility. And as the stars twinkled overhead, Pathfinder drifted into a peaceful slumber, embraced by the warmth of his newfound home.
As Apple Bloom opened the door, she was met with Applejack's stern gaze, her frown deepening with concern. "Where were ya?" Applejack demanded, her tone firm. The trio exchanged nervous glances before turning back to face Applejack, their expressions filled with apprehension. "Well, I guess you saw what happened at school?" Apple Bloom began, her voice wavering slightly.
Applejack's gaze narrowed as she listened to Apple Bloom's explanation. "Well, we left school and made our way to the treehouse and hung out there," Apple Bloom continued, telling only half of the truth.
Applejack scrutinized Apple Bloom closely, sensing that there was more to the story than she was letting on. "Well, that doesn't explain why you weren't answering my calls!" she pointed out, her voice tinged with frustration. Apple Bloom glanced down at her phone and felt a pang of guilt wash over her as she saw the numerous missed calls from her sister. With a sigh, she realized that their escapade had caused more worry than she had anticipated.
"Oh, must have left it on silence," Apple Bloom offered weakly, hoping to deflect her sister's frustration. "Okay, sis, look, we weren't paying attention to the time... my friends need a lift to their house. Can you—"
"Fine," Applejack interrupted tersely before turning and striding out the door towards her truck. With a heavy sigh, Apple Bloom followed, her friends in tow.
As they piled into the car, Applejack started the engine and began the journey towards the city. Along the way, she couldn't shake the nagging feeling that something was amiss, but she pushed the thought aside, focusing instead on the task at hand: getting her sister and her friends safely home. And as they drove off into the night, the glow of the city lights guiding their way, Applejack couldn't help but feel a sense of relief that her sister was safe, despite the unexpected turn of events.
As daylight gently illuminated the horizon, Pathfinder stirred from his slumber within the cozy confines of the treehouse. Blinking his digital screen turned on, he surveyed his surroundings and realized he was still nestled within the comforting embrace of the wooden structure.
"Oh, good. I've had a good 8-hour sleep mode," Pathfinder remarked to himself, a contented tone in his voice as he stretched his mechanical limbs.
With a sense of rejuvenation, Pathfinder emerged from the treehouse, greeted by the warm embrace of the morning sun. As he stepped onto the soft earth of the farm, a feeling of curiosity overtook him, and he began to explore his surroundings with childlike wonder.
Happily wandering amidst the fields and barns, Pathfinder took in the sights and sounds of the farm, marveling at the simplicity and beauty of it all. From the chirping of birds to the rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze, every aspect of the farm seemed to fill him with a sense of joy and wonder.
With each step, Pathfinder embraced the new day with enthusiasm, eager to uncover the mysteries and adventures that awaited him in this strange and wondrous world. And as he continued his exploration, the possibilities seemed endless, promising a day filled with excitement and discovery.
"Hey, Granny," Apple Bloom greeted as she approached the table, her appetite piqued by the sight of breakfast waiting for her. Taking a seat, she began to eat her meal while Granny Smith hummed happily as she cleaned some dishes nearby.
But Granny Smith's humming abruptly ceased as she glanced out the window, her gaze fixating on something outside. "Hey... what is that thing out there by the farm?" she inquired, her curiosity evident in her voice.
Apple Bloom paused mid-bite, following Granny Smith's gaze out the window. Realizing what her grandmother was referring to, she quickly set down her fork. "I'll go see what it is... Be right back!" she exclaimed before bolting out the door, leaving Granny Smith momentarily surprised before she shrugged and made her way to the living room, content to wait for Apple Bloom's return.
"Path! Path!" Apple Bloom called out, catching Pathfinder's attention. With a wave and a happy face on his screen, Pathfinder greeted her warmly. "Hello, Apple Bloom—"
But before he could finish his sentence, Apple Bloom began to gently push him, her urgency evident in her actions. "Y'all can't be out here... You must go back inside the treehouse," she insisted, her tone firm as she attempted to maneuver Pathfinder away from prying eyes.
Understanding the gravity of the situation, Pathfinder complied, allowing Apple Bloom to guide him back towards the safety of the treehouse. As they reached the shelter of the wooden structure, Apple Bloom breathed a sigh of relief, grateful that they had avoided any unwanted attention. And as she watched Pathfinder settle back into the treehouse, she couldn't help but feel a sense of protectiveness over her newfound friend, determined to keep him safe from harm's way.
"It's okay, I understand," Pathfinder reassured Apple Bloom as he made his way back to the treehouse. "I just wanted to get some fresh air. It's an interesting world out there, so much different from mine," he mused, his digital eyes reflecting a sense of wonder.
As Apple Bloom processed his words, a realization dawned on her. "Wait, are... are ya from a different world?" she asked, her voice filled with awe and curiosity.
Pathfinder responded with a cheerful thumbs up and a nod, confirming her suspicions. "Wow... Look, I have to go to school soon, but I'll ask more about this later... BUT stay out of sight until I'm back, okay?" Apple Bloom instructed, her concern evident in her tone.
Once again, Pathfinder nodded in agreement, understanding the importance of remaining hidden. With a smile, Apple Bloom closed the curtain of the treehouse and made her way back to the main house, her mind buzzing with questions and excitement about the mysterious visitor she had encountered. And as she prepared to face the day ahead, she couldn't shake the feeling that her world was about to become a whole lot bigger.
As Pathfinder gazed around the peaceful surroundings of the treehouse, his thoughts turned to his companions and the adventures they might be embarking on without him. His digital eyes followed the flight of a crow perched nearby, a silent observer of the world around them.
"I wonder what the others are doing?" Pathfinder mused aloud, a sense of longing evident in his voice. Despite the tranquility of the moment, he couldn't shake the feeling of being apart from his friends and the camaraderie they shared.
As he pondered the possibilities, Pathfinder couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement at the prospect of reuniting with his pals and continuing their journey together. With newfound determination, he resolved to wait patiently for Apple Bloom's return, knowing that their paths would cross once again, and their adventures would continue.

As Bloodhound returned to her room, the weight of the recent loss hung heavy in the air. The other legends stood in solemn silence, each processing their own thoughts and emotions in the wake of their fallen comrade.
Mirage, unable to bear the weight of the moment any longer, rose from his seat and moved to the counter, his movements heavy with resignation. With a sigh, he retrieved a beer from his ice chest and took a long sip, the cool liquid offering a brief respite from the somber atmosphere.
Leaning against the counter, Mirage allowed himself a moment of reflection, his mind drifting to memories of the fallen legend. Despite their lighthearted demeanor and occasional antics, they had been a beloved member of their team, their absence leaving a noticeable void among their ranks.
As Mirage contemplated the fragility of life and the fleeting nature of their existence, he couldn't help but feel a sense of sorrow mingled with gratitude for the time they had shared together. And as he stood in quiet contemplation, he found solace in the simple act of raising a toast to their fallen friend, honoring their memory in the only way he knew how. As Mirage's words hung in the air, the other legends listened intently, their expressions a mix of surprise and curiosity at this revelation about Pathfinder.
"Well, not love love, like a close feeling to someone," Mirage clarified, sensing the need for clarification. He continued, recounting a conversation he had with Pathfinder about happiness.
"After she left, he was still happy... I asked him, 'How can you be this happy?' And he replied with, 'I have all of you still here with me,'" Mirage explained, his voice tinged with a hint of sadness as he looked down at the floor.
The weight of Pathfinder's words resonated with each of them, reminding them of the strength of their bond and the importance of their camaraderie. Despite the challenges they faced and the losses they endured, they found solace in each other's presence, a source of comfort and support in times of need.
As they reflected on Pathfinder's unwavering optimism and resilience, a renewed sense of unity washed over the group. Together, they would honor their fallen friend's memory and continue to face whatever challenges lay ahead, knowing that they had each other to lean on in both good times and bad.
As Octane approached with a chuckle, he added his thoughts to the conversation. "You know, he is one fearless bot I have ever seen," he remarked, his admiration evident in his tone.
Wrath nodded in agreement, her voice tinged with a hint of sentimentality. "I guess we all can say he is a friend," she said, the sentiment echoed by the others, though Revenant and Caustic remained stoically silent.
Just then, Ash entered the room with her hood down, carrying a load of computers. Mirage's gaze shifted to her, noticing the clips of Pathfinder's last moments playing on one screen, juxtaposed with what appeared to be math problems on another.
The room fell into a somber silence as the legends took in the juxtaposition of the two screens, each lost in their own thoughts. Despite the heaviness of the moment, there was a sense of unity among them, a shared acknowledgment of Pathfinder's bravery and the impact he had made on their lives.
“Hey Ash… What are you doing?” Mirage question hung in the air as Ash paused in her task, turning to face him with a solemn expression. "To answer your question, Mirage, I have been calculating Pathfinder's disappearance," she explained, her voice steady despite the gravity of the situation.
Before Mirage could respond, he found himself interrupted by the sudden appearance of a sword, its sharp edge dangerously close to his neck. Gasping in surprise, Mirage froze as Ash's voice cut through the tension. "Don't say that... he is not gone," she asserted firmly, her eyes flashing with determination.
The room fell silent as Caustic spoke up, questioning Ash's methods. "How can you calculate that?" he inquired, his skepticism evident in his voice.
Ash's response came in the form of two unexpected arrivals: Horizon and Watson. As they entered the room, the others gathered around, their curiosity piqued by the evidence they had brought with them.
With the proof laid out before them, the legends began to realize that perhaps there was more to Pathfinder's disappearance than they had initially thought. And as they gathered around to examine the data, a newfound sense of hope began to blossom within them, fueled by the possibility that their friend may still be out there, waiting to be found.
As the realization sunk in that Pathfinder might still be out there, albeit in a different form or location, the atmosphere in the room shifted from one of mourning to one of determination.
"Well, I'll be," Newcastle remarked, his voice filled with a mix of surprise and hope.
"He is not dead," Bangalore affirmed, her hand resting confidently on her hip as she processed the newfound information.
"But how can we find him?" Vantage questioned, his brow furrowed in thought.
"We need to find a spot to make a special rift," Ash declared, her tone resolute as she laid out the plan. Her words sparked a flurry of discussion among the legends as they began to brainstorm potential locations and strategies for creating the rift.
As the discussion unfolded, Wrath's keen observation drew attention to the time vortex, prompting Ash to elaborate on the plan for creating the rift.
"The plan is simple," Ash began, her voice steady as she outlined the strategy. "With Horizon throwing her black hole in the front, combined with Wrath's rift, we can create some kind of portal to where Pathfinder is located."
She paused, emphasizing the importance of caution. "But this rift can be dangerous, so we need to play it carefully. That's where Watson comes in. She can place her fence to try and contain it if it starts to expand."
The other legends nodded in understanding, recognizing the potential risks involved in their endeavor. But despite the challenges ahead, they remained determined to bring their friend back home, no matter the cost.
With the plan in place, they set out to gather the necessary equipment and prepare for their mission, their resolve unwavering as they faced the unknown together. And as they ventured forth into the unknown, they knew that their unity would be their greatest strength in the face of adversity.
As Crypto voiced his concern about how to close the rift, Ash responded with a simple yet decisive solution. "Simple... a bomb," she stated matter-of-factly.
The other legends exchanged looks, a mixture of determination and apprehension in their eyes as they processed the gravity of their mission. But despite the risks involved, they knew that they had to act swiftly to save their friend.
With a sense of urgency, the legends began to gather their belongings, preparing for the adventure that lay ahead. As they readied themselves for the journey, Mirage voiced the question that lingered in everyone's minds.
"Hey, uh... where are we going to?" he asked, uncertainty coloring his words.
As Ash revealed their destination to be Harmony, the legends paused, taking in the gravity of their mission. Despite the reassurance of fake codes to gain access, a somber silence fell over the group as they contemplated the risks ahead.
With a determined nod from Ash, the legends accepted the plan and prepared to depart. As they filed out of the room, Mirage lingered for a moment, his thoughts turning to Pathfinder.
"Don't worry, Path... we're coming," Mirage whispered softly, his voice filled with determination and resolve. With a final glance back at the closed door, he turned to join the others, his heart set on the mission ahead.
Together, the legends embarked on their journey to Harmony, their hearts heavy with the weight of their friend's absence but buoyed by the hope of his return. And as they set out into the unknown, they knew that their bond would guide them through whatever challenges lay ahead.

	
		Chapter 3 New Superhero! (Edited)



As Pathfinder contemplated his situation, struggling with the prospect of staying in one place without the excitement of the Apex Games, a comic book suddenly landed in front of him, breaking the monotony of his thoughts.
Curious, Pathfinder picked up the comic book, studying its colorful cover with interest. Intrigued by the images and stories within, he flipped through the pages, immersing himself in the fantastical world depicted within its panels.
As he delved deeper into the comic's pages, Pathfinder found himself drawn into the thrilling adventures of its characters, each panel bursting with action, heroism, and excitement. With each turn of the page, he felt a sense of exhilaration and wonder, his mechanical heart filled with the joy of discovery and exploration.
For Pathfinder, the comic book offered a welcome escape from the confines of his current situation, transporting him to a world where anything was possible and adventures awaited at every turn. And as he lost himself in the pages of the comic, he couldn't help but feel a renewed sense of purpose and excitement stirring within him, ready to embark on his own journey of discovery and adventure.
As Pathfinder delved into the pages of the Spider-Man comic, he found himself captivated by the heroic exploits of the titular character. With each panel, he marveled at Spider-Man's agility, strength, and bravery as he swung through the city, battling villains and protecting the innocent.
Inspired by Spider-Man's adventures, Pathfinder's mind raced with ideas, his mechanical gears whirring as he considered how he could apply the hero's techniques to his own abilities. With a newfound sense of excitement and purpose, he continued to read, eager to learn more about Spider-Man's world and the lessons it had to offer.

Apple Bloom and the others made their way to lunch, their joy was dampened by the presence of Button Mash, Concrete, and Sling. The trio's taunts and mockery cut deep, casting a shadow over the group's spirits as they endured the hurtful words.
But despite the cruelty of their classmates, Apple Bloom and her friends remained resilient, drawing strength from each other as they faced adversity together. And as they continued on their journey, they refused to let the bullies' words diminish their spirits, determined to rise above the negativity and stand tall in the face of adversity.
As Sweetie Belle voiced her concern about Pathfinder, the trio pondered over what they could do to include him in their activities without drawing unwanted attention.
"I don't know, maybe take him to the arcade?" Scootaloo suggested, hopeful for a solution. Apple Bloom hesitated, her brow furrowed in worry. "We can't. He's a robot! If we take him out in public, those suit people will take him away," she cautioned, referring to the authorities who might be interested in Pathfinder's unusual presence.
The weight of the situation hung heavy over the three friends as they considered their options. With the risk of exposure looming over them, they knew they had to tread carefully to protect Pathfinder from any potential harm.
"I hope my sister won't notice anything," Apple Bloom added, her concern evident in her voice, echoed by Sweetie Belle's agreement.
With a shared sense of apprehension, the trio continued on their path, their minds racing with thoughts of how to keep Pathfinder safe while still finding ways to include him in their adventures. But as they walked, they couldn't shake the feeling of impending danger, knowing that the consequences of discovery could be dire for them all.
As the police officers passed by, their attention focused on investigating the "accident" that had occurred in Noteworthy's room, Apple Bloom felt a wave of relief wash over her. Pathfinder's presence had gone unnoticed, sparing him from the scrutiny of the authorities for the time being.
However, as the officers delved into their investigation, Apple Bloom couldn't help but wonder what they would uncover. The events surrounding the incident were shrouded in mystery, and Apple Bloom couldn't shake the feeling of unease about what the officers might find.
Despite her concerns, Apple Bloom pushed the thoughts aside, focusing on keeping Pathfinder safe and out of sight. With the immediate threat of detection passed, she continued on her way, determined to navigate the challenges ahead and protect her friend from any potential harm.

As Winona, the young dog, made her way across the farm, her keen senses picked up an unfamiliar scent that piqued her curiosity. Following her instincts, she led the way to the treehouse, her senses on high alert.
Upon reaching the treehouse, Winona paused, her ears perked up as she detected something out of the ordinary. With a low growl, she stared up at the structure, her instincts warning her of potential danger.
Before Winona could investigate further, she was interrupted by the familiar voice of her owner calling her back to the house for lunch. With a bark of acknowledgment, Winona abandoned her investigation and happily bounded back to the house, her hunger outweighing her curiosity for the time being.
Meanwhile, inside the treehouse, Pathfinder sighed softly as he returned his attention to the Spider-Man comic, temporarily distracted from the potential threat outside. Lost in the thrilling adventures of the superhero, he immersed himself in the pages of the comic, eager to uncover the next chapter of Spider-Man's epic saga.
As Pathfinder finished reading the Spider-Man comic, a sense of exhilaration washed over him, filling his circuits with excitement and inspiration. Lost in the thrilling world of superheroes, he couldn't help but envision himself as a crime-fighting hero, surrounded by friends and allies.
With a happy sigh, Pathfinder closed the comic and glanced down at the cover, studying the image of Spider-Man swinging through the city. His mechanical mind whirred with possibilities as he imagined himself performing similar feats of bravery and agility.
Determined to test his newfound abilities, Pathfinder mimicked Spider-Man's iconic web-slinging pose, shooting his grapple at the wall with precision. However, his excitement turned to alarm as he realized that a broken plank remained attached to the wall, revealing his unintended alteration to the treehouse.
Quickly realizing the potential consequences of his actions, Pathfinder gasped and swiftly covered the broken plank with a nearby rug, hoping to conceal the damage from prying eyes. With a mixture of apprehension and determination, he resolved to be more careful in the future, lest his secret adventures be discovered.
Relieved to see Pathfinder unharmed, the trio hurried into the treehouse, their concerns fading as they were greeted by their robotic friend's familiar face.
"Pathfinder! We're glad you're okay," Apple Bloom said with a smile, her worry dissipating at the sight of his happy expression.
As Pathfinder explained how he had been reading the Spider-Man comic in their absence, Scootaloo eagerly grabbed the comic from him, her eyes lighting up with excitement as she flipped through the pages.
"Wow, you read the whole thing? That's awesome!" Sweetie Belle exclaimed, her curiosity piqued by Pathfinder's newfound interest.
As they settled in, the trio and Pathfinder spent the next hour discussing the adventures of Spider-Man, sharing their favorite moments and speculating about what the future held for the iconic superhero.
For Pathfinder, the comic had opened up a new world of possibilities, sparking his imagination and fueling his desire for adventure. And as they laughed and talked together in the cozy confines of the treehouse.
As Pathfinder expressed his desire to be a superhero like Spider-Man, the excitement in the treehouse grew palpable. Scootaloo's enthusiastic response echoed his sentiment, her boundless energy contagious as she leaped into the air with a resounding "TOTALLY!"
Sweetie Belle quickly joined in, her agreement evident as she shared in the excitement. However, Apple Bloom hesitated, her brow furrowed in uncertainty.
"Are you sure about this, Pathfinder?" Apple Bloom asked, her concern evident in her voice. "Being a superhero is dangerous. What if something happens to you?"
Pathfinder's screen displayed a determined expression as he responded, "I want to help people and make a difference. Like Spider-Man!"
Despite her reservations, Apple Bloom couldn't help but be moved by Pathfinder's sincerity. With a sigh, she relented, offering a hesitant smile.
Apple Bloom's concerns about the potential repercussions of Pathfinder's superhero aspirations weighed heavily on her mind, prompting her to voice her reservations once more.
"But what about the suit people?" she reiterated, her worry evident in her voice. "If they see him, they'll find him. We can't do this!" Scootaloo, however, remained undeterred, her enthusiasm undiminished by Apple Bloom's concerns. "Oh, come on, Apple Bloom! What's a superhero supposed to do when they get caught by the government? They run away!" she exclaimed with conviction.
The prospect of Pathfinder becoming a vigilante, operating outside the confines of the law, gave Apple Bloom pause. She understood the risks involved and the potential consequences of defying authority.
After a moment of contemplation, Apple Bloom sighed, acknowledging the complexity of the situation. "I suppose you're right, Scootaloo. But we need to be careful. We can't let Pathfinder put himself in danger," she said, her voice tinged with caution.
As the trio grappled with the implications of Pathfinder's superhero aspirations, they knew that they would need to tread carefully, navigating the challenges of secrecy and safety as they embarked on this new adventure together.
Scootaloo's confidence in Pathfinder's abilities eased some of Apple Bloom's concerns, prompting her to relent to the idea of Pathfinder embracing his superhero persona. With the decision made, the trio turned their attention to the next crucial step: creating Pathfinder's superhero costume.
Apple Bloom looked to Scootaloo, who had already taken charge of the task. "So, what's the plan?" she asked, her curiosity piqued.
Scootaloo flashed a mischievous grin as she outlined her ideas for Pathfinder's costume. "Leave that to me," she declared with determination.
Excitement coursed through the trio as they embarked on their journey to Gearheart's mechanics shop, their anticipation building with each passing moment. Pathfinder's confident demeanor only fueled their enthusiasm, and they eagerly climbed onto his back, ready for the adventure ahead.
As Pathfinder propelled himself forward with a powerful leap, the trio held on tightly, feeling the rush of wind against their faces as they soared through the air. The landscape blurred beneath them as they journeyed toward their destination, the thrill of the moment overshadowing any lingering doubts or worries.
For Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle, this was more than just a trip to the mechanics—it was the next step in Pathfinder's transformation into a superhero. With each leap and bound, they drew closer to realizing their dreams, their hearts filled with hope and determination.
Scootaloo grinned as she greeted her aunt Gearheart, feeling a surge of warmth at the familiar embrace. However, as Gearheart's gaze fell upon Pathfinder and the others, her expression shifted to one of curiosity.
"These are my friends, Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle," Scootaloo replied, introducing her companions with a quick nod. "And this is Pathfinder," she added, gesturing toward the robot behind her.
Gearheart's eyes widened in surprise at the sight of Pathfinder. "Well, ain't you a sight for sore eyes," she exclaimed, her gaze lingering on the mechanical marvel before her. "What brings you all to my humble abode?"
"Hello, Miss Gearheart!" Pathfinder greeted enthusiastically, offering a thumbs up. His outstretched hand was met with curiosity as Gearheart inspected it closely. "Metal... Steel... no, what is it?" she muttered, her gaze drifting up to Pathfinder's head. With a curious poke at his red eye, she suddenly exclaimed, "Glass... oh my holy mama... a ROBOT!" Gearheart exclaimed, her excitement palpable as she examined Pathfinder's robotic form with keen interest.
Scootaloo stepped forward, her confidence unwavering as she explained their purpose. "We need your help, Aunt Gearheart. We're here to give Pathfinder a superhero makeover," she said with a grin.
Gearheart's eyes sparkled with excitement at the prospect. "A superhero makeover, you say? Well, well, well, you've come to the right place," she declared, beckoning them inside. "Come on in, let's see what we can do!" With eager anticipation, the trio followed Gearheart into her workshop, ready to embark on the next phase of Pathfinder's transformation into a legendary superhero.
The trio breathed a collective sigh of relief as Gearheart welcomed them into her workshop, her enthusiasm infectious. They followed her inside, their excitement mounting as they prepared to begin Pathfinder's superhero transformation.
As Gearheart examined Pathfinder's grapple hook with admiration, Scootaloo couldn't help but feel a swell of pride. "He's pretty amazing, isn't he?" she remarked, a hint of excitement in her voice.
Gearheart nodded in agreement, her eyes alight with curiosity as she took in the intricate details of Pathfinder's design. "Indeed he is, my dear. A true marvel of engineering," she said, her voice tinged with awe.
Turning her attention back to the task at hand, Gearheart motioned for Pathfinder to join her at the workbench. "Let's get started, shall we?" she said, a determined glint in her eye.

	
		Chapter 4 New Crimes (Edited)



Apple Bloom sighed contentedly as she glanced down at her math test, revealing a solid 95%. A smile crept across her face as she reveled in her success. However, her curiosity was piqued as she overheard her sister, Applejack, talking to Rarity about something concerning.
"I don’t know, I just feel like there's something odd with her," Applejack confided.
"I can agree. Sweetie Belle has been acting odd since the accident in Noteworthy’s room," Rarity replied, her voice tinged with concern. 
Apple Bloom seized the opportunity to eavesdrop, quickly ducking into her locker across from the pair to listen in on their conversation, while the rest of Applejack’s group joined them, unaware of her presence.
"Hey Twi, got anything yet?" Applejack inquired.
"No, nothing... I asked Noteworthy about the crash, and all he said was that it was a thing," Twilight replied.
"A thing?" Rainbow Dash echoed, a hint of skepticism in her tone.
"Yeah, a robot. I didn’t think it was possible," Twilight elaborated.
"Well, if it is a robot, it could have some special connection with magic," Sunset suggested, with Twilight nodding in agreement.
"Oh girls, you know what this means!?" Pinkie exclaimed in excitement. The three friends exchanged glances before turning back to Pinkie. "A stakeout!" she shouted.
"Well, I mean, if we're going to look for this thing, we've got to be careful," Sunset cautioned.
"Okay then, what time?" Fluttershy inquired softly.
"After school at the arcade!" Rainbow Dash declared, hastily grabbing her book from her backpack and sprinting off to her class as the bell rang. The rest of the group followed suit, dispersing as they headed to their respective classes. Apple Bloom gasped, realizing the urgency of the situation. "Uh oh... I've got to tell the others!" she exclaimed, bolting out of her locker and making her way to Noteworthy's new classroom.

"Okay, then, in the next hour, your suit should be done! But I think you should go and rest for a bit; you've been standing for a while," Gearheart advised, dropping some tools and looking at the happy robot.
"I love it! I've always wanted to be a hero!" Pathfinder exclaimed excitedly as he walked out, examining his new armor.
Gearheart smiled at the robot as she admired her handiwork. Pathfinder clapped his hands together in appreciation as he examined the suit closely.
"I think it's finally done! Now we have only one more thing to do," Gearheart announced.
"What is it?" Pathfinder inquired.
Gearheart pulled out a component of a radio and looked at the happy robot. "We need a police radio to know what and where the crime is happening," she explained. Pathfinder nodded in understanding and clapped his hands again as he sat down to begin the work.
After some sparks and tinkering, the radio was soon installed on his chest, right next to his screen. He pressed a button on the side and heard the radio begin to play transmissions from the police station.
"Well, I say my work here is done!" Gearheart exclaimed, checking the time on her phone and noting it was 3:30. "I suggest you begin your crime-fighting adventures around 7:00!" She then dialed Scoots' number on her phone.
"Hey, honey, how you doing? Oh yeah, he's ready! ... No, you should see him when he gets on TV, just for the surprise ... Ok then, love you too, bye!" After ending the call, Gearheart walked over to the robot.
"Hey, why don't you rest? You've got a huge night ahead of you," Gearheart suggested.
Pathfinder's screen showed a happy face as he walked into the garage. He pressed a button before leaning down, entering sleep mode. Watching him, Gearheart chuckled softly before leaving the garage, turning off the light and closing the door behind her.

"Oh no, oh no, oh no!" Apple Bloom exclaimed as she rushed down the halls when the bell rang. In her haste, she accidentally bumped into her sister Applejack, causing her to drop some of her stuff.
"What the- Bloom, you must watch where you're going!" Applejack scolded.
"Sorry, sis, I was-"
"Going to meet your friends, I know... but it's a good thing you bumped into me. I wanted to tell you that I'm... hanging out with my friends for a bit, so, uh, be careful on your way home, okay?" Applejack said.
"Okay, sis, I'll let Mac and Granny know," Apple Bloom said. Applejack patted her shoulder before she began to walk away. Apple Bloom sighed, feeling a mix of frustration and disappointment. She started to look for the others, thinking to herself, 'She even lied to me!' As she approached the front, she saw the others waiting there.
"There you are! Come, I have some good news!" Scoots said excitedly.
"Well, I have news too," Apple Bloom replied, her tone serious.
"I just got a call from my aunt, and she tells me that Path is ready for action!" Scoots exclaimed.
"Oh no," Apple Bloom gasped, her expression turning worried.
"What is it?" Sweetie asked, concerned.
"Well, AppleJack and her friends are gonna look for Path!" Apple Bloom explained, causing the others to gasp in alarm. They quickly looked around before hurrying out of the school and making their way to the treehouse.
"What do we do!?" Scoots exclaimed, her voice tinged with panic.
"Call your aunt and tell her to stop what she's doing," Apple Bloom suggested. Scoots immediately grabbed her phone and dialed her aunt's number, but it went straight to voicemail.
"She's not picking up!" Scoots shouted in frustration.
"Her phone must be dead," Apple Bloom deduced, snapping her fingers in frustration. "We've got to do something!" Sweetie Belle chimed in as they entered the treehouse.
"What can we do!? Stop my magical sister to keep our robot secret friend safe?" Apple Bloom deadpanned. Scootaloo paced back and forth, contemplating their options, before finally speaking up.
"Well, Aunt Gearheart says he'll begin around 7:00 and should arrive around 9:00, so how about we see what happens?" Scootaloo suggested.
"No, we can't, 'cause if my sister and her friends find him, he'll be destroyed... or even worse, men in black suits!" Apple Bloom said, her mind conjuring up images of the happy robot being broken and replicated thousands of times.
"We've got to save him... I've got an idea..."

Pathfinder soared through the city, his metallic form glistening in the moonlight as he swung effortlessly from one building to the next. His circuits hummed with anticipation as he monitored the police radio for signs of trouble. Finally, a call crackled through the static—a report of a fleeing suspect in the east side.
With mechanical precision, Pathfinder leaped into action. His grapple hook extended, latching onto a nearby structure, and with a powerful swing, he propelled himself toward the source of the disturbance. As he traversed the urban landscape, his artificial mind buzzed with the thrill of the chase, fueled by the desire to fulfill his newfound role as a guardian of the city.
As Twilight laid out the map, Rainbow Dash leaned in, her eyes scanning the cityscape depicted on the table. "Alright, so we need to divide the city into sectors and cover each one systematically," she suggested, pointing to various areas on the map.
Applejack nodded in agreement. "Yep, we need to make sure we don't miss a spot. Can't let anything slip through the cracks."
Meanwhile, the emergency warning blared from the radio in the background, but the group remained focused on their task at hand, unaware of the significance of the message. They were determined to find and confirm the existence of the mysterious robot, no matter what distractions arose.
As Applejack listened closely to the radio, her attention was caught by the urgent report of a car chase involving robbers who had just raided a jewelry store. But what really piqued her interest was the mention of something on top of the car causing it to come to a halt.
"Wait, did y'all hear that?" Applejack said, her voice tinged with disbelief. "There's some kind of... thing on top of the car. That's gotta be our robot!"
Quickly, she motioned for the others to listen in, wanting to ensure they didn't miss any crucial details about Pathfinder's unexpected intervention in the ongoing chase.
Pathfinder stood atop the speeding car, his presence a beacon of justice amidst the chaos of the chase. With a determined wave at the hovering helicopter above, he swiftly leaped into action. With a powerful punch, he shattered the car's roof, yanking the startled driver out and tossing him aside.
As the car careened toward disaster, Pathfinder acted decisively. Bracing himself, he planted his feet firmly into the pavement, channeling his incredible strength. With a mighty effort, he brought the runaway vehicle to a halt, preventing further damage and danger.
His heroic feat didn't go unnoticed. The bystanders and even the police officers looked on in awe and gratitude as Pathfinder emerged as a savior in the heart of the crisis.
The crowd erupted into cheers, their gratitude palpable as they hailed Pathfinder as their hero. With a beaming smile on his screen, Pathfinder basked in their admiration.
"Hello, everyone! I am your hero!" he proclaimed proudly, though met initially with silence. Undeterred, he extended his hand, offering a high-five. The response was immediate and enthusiastic, the people cheering and clapping in appreciation.
As the police arrived to apprehend the criminals, Pathfinder bid farewell to the crowd. With a confident swing, he disappeared into the night, leaving behind a sense of safety and hope.
"Have no fear, I am here to keep you safe!" his voice echoed, a promise of protection ringing out into the darkness.

	
		Chapter 5 New Enemy’s (Edited)



"Stay calm, gentlemen," the suited crook urged, though his own curiosity piqued as he peered into the distance. A figure swung gracefully towards them, clad in what appeared to be a superhero outfit.
"Is that...?" one of the crooks murmured, eyes widening in disbelief as they watched the approaching figure.
"It can't be," another muttered, his voice tinged with a mix of awe and uncertainty.
As the figure drew closer, it became apparent that this was indeed a superhero, a symbol of justice and righteousness.
"What do we do, boss?" one of the henchmen asked, his voice quivering with apprehension.
The suited crook studied the approaching hero for a moment before a sly grin crept onto his face. "We greet our unexpected guest with a warm welcome," he declared, his tone oozing with confidence. "After all, it's not every day we get to meet a superhero."
The crooks recoiled in shock as their bullets bounced off the armored figure, their futile attempts at retaliation thwarted by the superhero's seemingly invincible exterior.
"Run for it!" one of the crooks shouted, panic evident in his voice, but before they could make their escape, the hero swiftly intervened. With lightning-fast reflexes, the robot hero apprehended the fleeing criminals, ensuring that they wouldn't evade justice.
As the dust settled and the chaos subsided, the citizens who had witnessed the confrontation emerged from hiding, their expressions a mixture of relief and gratitude. They watched in awe as the robot hero stood tall, a beacon of hope in their time of need.
"Thank you, hero!" someone called out from the crowd, their voice filled with genuine appreciation.
With a nod of acknowledgment, the robot hero turned and swung away into the night, leaving behind a city that was just a little bit safer because of its brave protector.
The crook in the suit, his face obscured by a mask, watched as Pathfinder swung away into the night. Despite the setback of their failed robbery and the unexpected appearance of the robot hero, there was a calculating gleam in his eyes.
"He's the one we need," he whispered to his crew as they were loaded into the police car, his voice tinged with a mix of determination and intrigue. As the vehicle pulled away, leaving the scene of their foiled heist behind 
As Pathfinder swung away into the night, leaving behind a scene of defeated criminals and grateful citizens, the deputy shook his head in bemusement. "Well, I'll be damned," he muttered to himself, watching the robot hero disappear into the darkness.
Despite the deputy's admonition, there was a sense of admiration in his tone as he addressed his fellow officers. "Alright, let's clean up this mess," he instructed, signaling for the crooks to be apprehended and the area secured.
Meanwhile, Pathfinder soared through the city skyline, his heart filled with purpose and determination. He knew that as long as there were those in need of help, he would be there to answer the call. With each swing of his grapple hook, he reaffirmed his commitment to protecting the city and its inhabitants from harm.
For Pathfinder, being a hero wasn't just about fighting crime—it was about making a difference, one act of bravery at a time. And as he looked out over the sprawling city below, he knew that his journey was far from over. There were still countless adventures waiting to be had, and he was ready to face them head-on, with courage and resolve.

As they trudged back to the arcade, Sunset yawned, feeling the exhaustion from their unsuccessful search weighing heavily on her. The first attempt to find the robot had proven fruitless, but she knew they couldn't afford to give up. This mysterious robot needed to be located, for the safety of everyone.
Twilight folded up the map, signaling the end of their search for the night. Applejack wiped the sweat from her face, feeling the fatigue of the long evening.
"So, what's the plan for next week?" Twilight asked, breaking the silence.
Applejack glanced at the time and sighed. "We'll have to figure that out later. But in the meantime, what do we do now?" she pondered aloud, looking to the rest of the group for suggestions. Twilight tapped her chin thoughtfully. "Well, we could always split up and cover more ground," she suggested. "Each of us could investigate a different part of town, looking for any signs of unusual activity or sightings of the robot."
"Sounds like a plan," Applejack agreed, nodding at Twilight's suggestion. "We'll keep our eyes peeled and stay alert. If any of us spots that robot, we'll be sure to let the others know."
The idea of pizza brought a smile to Sunset's face, easing the tension of their failed search. "Pizza sounds like just the thing to lift our spirits," she said, offering the group a chance to unwind and relax after their long night.
"Count me in for some pizza," Rainbow chimed in eagerly.
Fluttershy nodded in agreement, her smile widening at the thought of enjoying a meal together. With their plans for the night settled, the group made their way to the nearest pizza joint, ready to put the events of the evening behind them, at least for the time being.
Sunset caught up with the group just as they were about to head out of the arcade. "Hey, guys, wait up," she called out, jogging to join them.
"What's up, Sunset?" Twilight asked, noticing her friend's serious expression.
Sunset took a deep breath before responding. "I think we should let Princess Twilight know about what's been going on. This situation with the robot is getting more serious, and she might have some insight or resources that could help us," she explained.
Twilight nodded in agreement. "You're right. We should definitely keep her in the loop," she agreed. "Let's head over to the library and send her a message."
The group quickly made their way to the library, where they found a quiet corner to discuss their findings and draft a message to Princess Twilight, detailing the recent events and their plan to investigate further. Once the message was sent, they felt a sense of relief knowing that they had sought out additional support.
"Now that that's taken care of, let's get back to work," Applejack said, determination in her voice. "We've got a mystery to solve."

Excitement filled the air as the trio watched the news report, their eyes glued to the screen as they saw Pathfinder in action.
"Wow, he looks amazing!" Sweetie Belle exclaimed, impressed by Pathfinder's superhero appearance.
"Yeah, Aunt Gearheart really outdid herself with that suit," Scootaloo agreed, nodding in approval.
Applebloom grinned proudly as she watched their robotic friend swinging through the city streets, taking down criminals with ease. "He's doing it! He's really being a superhero!"
The news report continued, detailing Pathfinder's heroic deeds and the impact he was making on the city. The trio couldn't help but feel a surge of pride knowing that they had played a part in his transformation into a crime-fighting hero. As the report came to an end, the trio exchanged excited glances. "We have to find him and congratulate him!" Applebloom exclaimed.
"Yeah, let's go see him in action!" Sweetie Belle agreed, already heading in the direction of the reported sightings. With renewed determination, the trio set off to track down their superhero friend, eager to witness his bravery firsthand and celebrate his success.
As the news broadcast shifted to a new segment, the trio leaned in closer to the TV screen, curious about the next development.
"Wait, who's that?" Scootaloo wondered aloud as they saw a new figure on the screen, a man with a stern expression and an air of authority about him.
Applebloom squinted, trying to make out the details. "He looks serious. Maybe he's some kind of official?"
Sweetie Belle nodded in agreement. "Yeah, he seems important. Wonder what he's got to do with all of this."
The man on the screen began to speak, his voice carrying a sense of urgency. "Citizens of Harmony City, I urge you to remain vigilant. While this so-called 'hero' may appear to be helping, we must remember that he is still a machine, a potential danger to our community." The trio exchanged concerned glances as they listened to the man's words. It seemed like not everyone was as supportive of Pathfinder's actions as they were.
"We have to do something," Applebloom said, her determination clear in her voice. "Path's out there helping people, and we can't let anyone stop him."
"Exactly," Scootaloo agreed. "We have to find him and let him know that we're behind him all the way."
As Applebloom's phone rang, she glanced away from the TV screen, surprised to see her sister's name flashing on the caller ID. She quickly answered, concerned tugging at her heart. "Bloom," Applejack's voice came through the line.
"S-sis?" Applebloom's voice wavered, sensing something unusual in her sister's tone. "I'm sorry I'm going to be late," Applejack explained, her voice sounding strained. "Me and the group were… looking for something?"
"More evil magic stuff?" Applebloom guessed, her worry deepening.
"No, something else," Applejack replied cryptically. "But if you and the others are out at the tree house, I'd reckon y'all get back inside. I'll be home soon." Applebloom's heart pounded with apprehension as she absorbed her sister's words. "Okay, sis. We'll head back to the tree house," she promised before ending the call.
"Let's not panic just yet," Applebloom said, trying to stay calm despite the urgency of the situation. "We'll figure something out. Maybe we can call Rainbow or Rarity to give us a ride back?"
Scootaloo nodded, grabbing her phone. "Good idea. I'll give Rainbow a call."
Sweetiebell looked around nervously. "But what if they're busy or can't make it in time?" Applebloom put a reassuring hand on her shoulder. "Then we'll find another way. Let's stay positive and think of a plan B if we need to.” 
But soon the sounds of running makes the trio look back and gasp, as crooks cornered Applebloom, Sweetiebell, and Scootaloo, the trio braced themselves, fear evident in their eyes. The menacing click of guns being cocked filled the air, and they felt the cold metal pressing against their backs.
"Please, don't hurt us!" Applebloom pleaded, her voice quivering with fear.
But before the situation could escalate further, a loud thud echoed nearby, drawing everyone's attention. The crooks turned to see a figure standing tall and imposing, illuminated by the dim streetlights. It was Pathfinder, the robotic hero.
With his LED screen displaying a determined expression, Pathfinder stepped forward, his mechanical joints whirring softly. "Release them," he commanded, his synthesized voice carrying authority.
The crooks hesitated, taken aback by the unexpected intervention. But their leader, unwilling to back down, sneered and raised his gun. "You think you can stop us, metal man? Think again!"
Before anyone could react, Pathfinder sprang into action. With lightning speed, he deployed his grappling hook, disarming the crook and swiftly incapacitating him with a precise strike.
The other crooks, seeing their leader taken down by the robotic hero, hesitated. Sensing their moment of vulnerability, Pathfinder gestured towards the trio, his LED screen displaying a message of assurance. "Go. I will handle this."
Relieved and emboldened by Pathfinder's intervention, Applebloom, Sweetiebell, and Scootaloo wasted no time in fleeing from the scene, running as fast as their legs could carry them.
Pathfinder turned his attention back to the remaining crooks, his LED screen flashing with determination. "Your reign of terror ends now," he declared, ready to face whatever threat came his way.
As Pathfinder stood firm in the face of the crooks' threats, his LED screen displaying unwavering resolve, he attempted to reason with them.
"Why resort to violence when we can resolve this peacefully?" he implored, his synthesized voice calm yet authoritative.
But the crooks, unmoved by his words, remained defiant. One of them, seizing the opportunity, grabbed hold of Scootaloo, tightening his grip around her arms. She struggled against his hold, her cries of protest echoing in the tense atmosphere.
Pathfinder's LED screen shifted, displaying a subtle expression of concern. "Let her go," he urged, his voice tinged with urgency. "There's no need for anyone else to get hurt."
But the crook, emboldened by his captive, only tightened his grip further, his expression hardened with determination. "We call the shots here, metal man," he retorted, his voice laced with menace. "You back off, or the kid gets it!"
Pathfinder weighed his options, calculating his next move with precision. With a swift motion, he extended his arm, deploying his grappling hook towards the crook, aiming to disarm him and free Scootaloo from his grasp.
As the situation escalated, Scootaloo's quick thinking proved pivotal. With a swift and decisive kick, she disarmed the crook, sending the gun flying out of his grasp. At the same time, Pathfinder's grappling hook deftly intercepted the pistol aimed at Scootaloo, redirecting its trajectory harmlessly away.
"Go, now!" Pathfinder urged the trio, his LED screen displaying a reassuring smile amidst the chaos.
Seizing the opportunity, Applebloom, Sweetiebell, and Scootaloo wasted no time in fleeing the scene, their hearts pounding with adrenaline as they sprinted to safety. But even as they ran, their eyes remained fixed on the unfolding confrontation behind them.
In the midst of the fray, Pathfinder held his own against the remaining crooks, his movements fluid and precise. Despite being outnumbered, he fought with determination, deflecting blows and incapacitating his assailants with calculated efficiency.
With each strike and counterattack, Pathfinder demonstrated the bravery and valor of a true hero, his unwavering resolve standing as a beacon of hope in the face of adversity.
With lightning-fast reflexes, Pathfinder expertly dodged the swinging metal pipe, narrowly avoiding the blow. Seizing the moment, he effortlessly grabbed hold of the pipe, bending it in half with a display of sheer strength.
"Looks like you need a lesson in manners," Pathfinder quipped, his LED screen flashing with determination as he faced off against the remaining crooks.
Undeterred, the crooks lunged forward again, but Pathfinder was already one step ahead. With a swift and precise movement, he sidestepped the attacks and delivered a series of swift strikes, incapacitating two of the crooks with expert precision.
As the third crook stumbled backward, disarmed and outmatched, Pathfinder stood tall, a silent guardian amidst the chaos, ready to protect those in need with unwavering resolve.
Pathfinder quickly secured the defeated crooks, binding them together with his trusty grappling hook. With a satisfied nod, he surveyed his handiwork, ensuring that the would-be criminals were unable to escape.
As the trio of friends emerged from their hiding spot, they gazed in awe at Pathfinder's heroic feat.
"Path... wow, that was—" Applebloom began, but Scootaloo cut her off with a burst of excitement.
"AMAZING!" Scootaloo exclaimed, pushing Applebloom aside as she rushed toward Pathfinder. The robot's screen lit up with a smiley face as he gently lifted Scootaloo into the air, her laughter echoing through the night air.
With Scootaloo and Sweetiebell now safely aboard, Pathfinder extended his metallic hand to Applebloom, offering her a reassuring smile on his screen.
"Don't worry, Applebloom. I'll ensure your safe return home," he said confidently, his robotic voice calm and steady. Applebloom hesitated for a moment before nodding and accepting Pathfinder's hand. With a determined expression, she climbed onto his back, joining her friends.
"Alright, let's get out of here," she said resolutely, her voice betraying a hint of worry.
With Applebloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle on his back, Pathfinder stood tall, ready to take them home. He raised a metallic finger, indicating he was ready to play a song.
"Oh, oh, I know!" Sweetie Belle exclaimed.
As the trio settled on his back, Pathfinder's screen displayed an animated musical note, signaling his readiness to play a song. Sweetiebell's suggestion immediately resonated with him.
With a cheerful tone, Pathfinder began to play "Don't Stop Me Now" by Queen, the upbeat melody filling the air as they zoomed through the night. The catchy rhythm matched the exhilaration of their escape, and soon enough, all three friends were singing along with the iconic tune, their worries momentarily forgotten in the thrill of the moment.
In a dimly lit part of town, a police van sat motionless, surrounded by fallen officers. One of them, still conscious, attempted to crawl away until a figure stepped on his back. Looking up, he saw the man in the suit staring down at him.
"Do you know who I am?" the man asked.
"N-no," the cop stuttered.
"Good. Inform your chief that a war has begun, and that robot will be held responsible for this," the man commanded, releasing the cop.
"One more thing... your phone..." he added.
The cop, trembling, reluctantly handed over his phone. "...run," the man advised before the officers scattered. However, as the man attempted to unlock the phone, he aimed his gun at the fleeing cop and fired.
"It has a thumb scan on it... get his body over here," the man instructed the other crooks. Once the phone was unlocked, he made a call. "Sir?" a voice answered.
"What is it..."
"Code Pathway is active."
"I see... well, I have some calls to make... get back here with the rest... and we'll settle this business," the man responded before ending the call. He glanced at the phone before dropping it and crushing it underfoot.
"Let's get out of here... and find out more information on this robot named... Pathfinder," he said, his voice heavy with determination.

	
		Chapter 6 New Plans (Edited)



Mirage hummed a tune while the ship orbited the planet, with Crypto, Ash, Wraith, Horizon, and Watson gathered around, awaiting further instructions. They maintained a low profile until they could devise a plan to locate Pathfinder.
"Ash, are we certain this planet is safe for us?" Wraith questioned, rising to her feet and holstering her knife. Ash glanced at her rat companion before turning her attention to the former pilot.
"My plan is simple, but the rest of you will need to figure out your roles," Ash declared, stowing away her rat. She moved to the front of the ship where the pilot sat, gazing out at the planet below. The sight stirred odd memories within her.
"A militia planet isn't an ideal starting point for any plan," Wraith remarked, voicing her concerns before heading off. As she opened a door, a man slipped and fell out, landing on the floor with a thud. Mirage swiftly rose, aiming his Wingman at the intruder, but the rest of the group groaned in response.
Mirage raised his Wingman, ready to defend against the unexpected intruder. "Heya folks! Your best amigo is here!" Octane announced, his laughter filling the room.
Wraith's frustration was palpable. "Octane, you were supposed to be with Bangalore!"
"Yeah, how did you get on here?" Mirage questioned as he approached Octane.
Octane's enthusiasm remained undeterred. "Yes, I would be at the games... but I wanted to have an adventure with you all!" he declared.
Wraith groaned in exasperation. "Mirage was one thing, but now him!?" 
Mirage couldn't help but interject, "Yeah- Hey!"
"Let's just hope he doesn't get us all killed," muttered Crypto, still focused on his work as always. Watson nodded in agreement, her attention fixed on her own tasks.
Ash sighed, realizing they were stuck with Octane's spontaneous presence. "It's too late now," she conceded, watching Octane dart back inside the ship in search of something.
trying to remain optimistic Ash said "Maybe he'll surprise us and be useful for once."
As the ship finally landed, Ash was the first to rise from her seat, her expression firm as she glanced around at the team. "Alright, let's move out. Stay focused, everyone."
Exiting the ship, the team remained alert, their senses sharp for any potential threats. However, Octane's characteristic impatience and energy seemed to amplify in the confined space, irritating the rest of the team. "Are we there yet?" Octane's voice pierced the tense atmosphere, prompting synchronized groans from the others.
"No," Mirage snapped, his patience wearing thin. "Stay quiet, Octane," Wraith added tersely, her tone leaving no room for argument.
Ash's instructions were clear: she, Crypto, and Summers would form one group, while Wraith led the others to scout for suitable terrain. Despite Wraith's exasperation, the team knew the importance of their mission and complied without protest.
With determination in their steps, Ash's group disembarked from the ship, their eyes scanning the unfamiliar surroundings for any signs of danger or opportunity. Meanwhile, Wraith led the second group, her focus unwavering as they set out to find the perfect location for Ash's plan to unfold.
. "Contact us once you've secured the spot, and don't forget to set up the beacon." Ash replied, her voice firm and determined
As Wraith surveyed their surroundings, she heard the distant echo of her own voice bouncing off the trees. Determined to find a more suitable location, she gestured for the team to follow as she led them in a different direction, her instincts guiding their path through the dense forest.

Octane's question about Mirage's connection with Pathfinder sparked a nostalgic twinge in Mirage's heart. "Ah, you wanna hear the story, huh? Alright, here it goes." crossing his arms as he began his tale. "Back when I was a kid, life wasn't exactly easy. My mom was... well, let's just say she had her struggles. I had to grow up pretty fast, taking care of her and all."
He glanced up at the sky, lost in the memories. "One day, when things were feeling particularly tough, I stumbled upon something unexpected near a dumpster. It was Pathfinder, broken and discarded, like he'd been tossed aside without a second thought."
Octane listened intently, a grin on his face, clearly eager for more.
"And you know what? Despite his sorry state, there was this spark in him, this sense of resilience. I couldn't just leave him there, so I brought him home, patched him up as best I could. And that's how it all began."
Mirage's eyes shimmered with a mixture of pride and fondness as he recalled the moment. "Pathfinder may not have started out as a hero, but he sure became one to me. He taught me that even the most broken things can find their purpose again."
"So, that's the story of how I met Pathfinder. A chance encounter that changed both our lives forever." Mirage finished his story, a nostalgic smile playing on his lips as he glanced back at Octane, waiting to see his reaction.
Octane's eyes sparkled with excitement as he absorbed Mirage's tale. "Dude, that's awesome!" he exclaimed, his enthusiasm infectious. "Finding a broken robot by a dumpster and turning him into a hero? That's like something straight out of a movie!"
Mirage chuckled, nodding in agreement. "Yeah, it kinda feels that way when I think back on it. But hey, life's full of unexpected twists and turns, right?"
As they walked through the dense forest, Mirage couldn't shake the feeling that something was off about Wraith's behavior. She seemed distracted, lost in thought, and it was starting to concern him.
"Hey, Wraith," Mirage called out, trying to get her attention. "You seem... different. Everything okay?"
Wraith glanced back at him, her expression unreadable. "Just thinking," she replied curtly before returning her gaze to the path ahead.
Mirage exchanged a glance with Octane, who shrugged in response. "Guess she's not in the mood for conversation," Octane remarked.
Mirage nodded in agreement, feeling a sense of unease settle over him. He couldn't shake the feeling that something important was on Wraith's mind, something she wasn't ready to share.
“I don’t trust this plan” Wraith's words hung heavy in the air, casting a shadow over their mission. Mirage couldn't deny the doubts gnawing at him, but the thought of finding Pathfinder spurred him on.
"I get it," Mirage replied, his voice tinged with uncertainty. "But we've come this far. Let's give it a shot."
Octane nodded in agreement, though his usual exuberance seemed dampened by Wraith's skepticism. "Yeah, we're in this together," he chimed in, trying to inject some optimism into the situation.
As they ventured deeper into the unknown, Octane's incessant chatter grated on Wraith's nerves, but she remained steadfast, her annoyance masked by determination. Mirage led the way, his thoughts consumed by the prospect of finding Pathfinder and the unknown dangers that lay ahead. Despite their doubts and the tension in the air, they continued onward, united by their shared goal and the hope of success.

Ash’s team cautiously explored the dimly lit interior of the old I.M.C. base, remnants of past conflicts strewn across the floor. As Ash activated a console, the room hummed to life with the faint sound of machinery, casting eerie shadows on the walls. Crypto's keen eyes scanned the technology for any clues, while Summers and Paquette remained on edge, ready for whatever might lurk in the shadows. Ash's somber demeanor hinted at her troubled history with the base, adding an air of tension to their mission. Unbeknownst to them, a small, blinking light in the corner hinted at an unseen threat looming nearby.
The group exchanged glances, uncertain of their next move. With no clear solution in sight, they knew they needed to think outside the box to overcome this obstacle. Ash took a deep breath, her processors working overtime to calculate potential solutions.
"Okay, here's what we're going to do," she began, her synthesized voice firm with determination. "Crypto, I need you to hack into the base's mainframe and see if you can locate any backup power systems. Horizon, you and Wattson will work on restoring power manually. Use whatever tools you have at your disposal. And as for me..."
She paused, scanning the room for any clues or potential resources. Then, her sensors detected a panel in the corner of the room.
"I'll see if I can access the emergency systems from here," she concluded, striding purposefully toward the panel.
Crypto examined the data from the drone's scan, his brow furrowing in concentration. The information wasn't promising.
"Hmmm... electric grid... once shut off, all data is off," he reported, his tone tinged with frustration. Ash processed the information, her internal systems running scenarios and calculations. She knew they needed a solution, and fast. "Is there any way to restore power without triggering a system shutdown?" she asked, her voice calm but urgent. Crypto paused, considering the question. Then, a spark of inspiration lit up in his eyes.
"We might be able to reroute power manually," he suggested. "If we can access the main junction box, we could bypass the shutdown protocol and restore power sector by sector."
Crypto's suggestion sparked a glimmer of hope among the group. Ash nodded, recognizing the potential in his plan.
"That could work," she agreed, her voice carrying a note of cautious optimism. "If we can manually reroute power, we might be able to regain control of the grid without triggering a complete shutdown." Horizon and Wattson exchanged determined looks, ready to assist in any way they could.
"It won't be easy," Wattson said, her expression serious. "But if we work together, we can make it happen." Ash nodded, her circuits buzzing with newfound determination. "Alright, let's get to work," she said, her tone firm. "Crypto, lead the way to the main junction box. Horizon, Wattson, you're with me. We're going to restore power to this facility, one sector at a time."
With a resolute nod, Crypto took the lead, navigating the dimly lit corridors of the facility toward the main junction box. Horizon and Wattson followed closely behind, their determination matching Ash's.
As they moved forward, Ash's processors churned with calculations, analyzing the potential challenges they might face. Despite the odds stacked against them, she remained focused on the task at hand, driven by the mission to restore power and uncover the data.
Once they successfully retrieved the data and restored power to the facility, the team gathered their equipment and prepared to leave the building. Ash led the way, her sword in hand, followed closely by Crypto, Horizon, and Wattson.
As they stepped outside, Mirage's voice came over the comms again. "Hey, team, any updates?"
Ash glanced at Crypto, who nodded. "We've got the data we need," she replied. "We're heading your way now."
"Copy that," Mirage acknowledged. "We'll be ready to meet you."
“What is in this data anyway?” Crypto asked 
"You see, this vortex is incredibly volatile," she began, her voice tinged with a hint of urgency. "Human bodies aren't built to withstand the intense temporal energies within. If anyone other than me were to enter, they'd be torn apart at the molecular level." She explained as the group all left the base.
A few hours passed.
"What!?" exclaimed Mirage. "You're going in alone?"
Ash remained silent as she strode over to Wraith, taking in the surroundings and noticing the small weapon case with a sleeping Octane perched on top. "Is everything satisfactory?" she inquired.
"No... just a painful headache. Let's get this over with... I don't trust this one bit," Wraith responded, rubbing her temple. Ash glanced back before turning her attention to Horizon, Wattson, and Crypto diligently working on the portal template. "Now we wait for this to be done... once I'm in—"
"Now hang on a sec, I'm his best bud, I should do the rescue!" Mirage shouted.
"Mirage... you're not a bot, you have no way back... I'm different, plus I know how to not make it sloppy," she said. "T-that is bull! I don't care if I get stuck! I'm here to save my friend!" he insisted.
"Doesn't matter," Ash said firmly.
"Hey Mirage, listen up. Let's not complicate things further. If she doesn't make it back, she'll respawn in her other body! It's that simple," Wraith urged.
"I... I just want to do more to help," Mirage admitted, his gaze dropping. Octane rose from the box and sat, fixing his eyes on Mirage.
"Amigo... you've already done plenty. Your presence here is invaluable," he reassured.
"Path would understand why you're not there," Wattson said, with Horizon nodding in agreement. Mirage nodded back at them before sighing and looking at Ash with a determined expression. "Make sure to bring him back," he said firmly.
Ash nodded in acknowledgment before suddenly hearing Wraith gasp. Without hesitation, Wraith pushed Ash and Mirage out of harm's way as something massive crashed behind them. There stood a Titan, an older model indicating a seasoned Pilot at the controls. Wraith gasped again, recognizing the Monarch-type Titan standing before them. She groaned, feeling the intensity in her head subside slightly.
As the hatch swung open, there was nothing there at first, until the pilot emerged, adjusting his neck.
"You... you were blocking my reading," Wraith exclaimed, feeling the pain in her head dissipate as the pilot jumped down, brandishing a P2020 pistol.
"Listen up, Apex predators! This planet is off-limits! Pack your stuff and leave—" he began, but halted as he caught sight of Ash, holding her sword out towards him.
"So... you're alive, huh?" he remarked.
"Last time I saw you... you were crushed dead," he said with a hint of disbelief.
"Jackson Cooper," Ash uttered, her tone steady but laced with recognition.
"W-what!?" the group exclaimed in shock, their voices echoing the collective astonishment at the unexpected revelation. Before them stood a figure of legend, a dangerous adversary known for his past exploits, the one who had single-handedly halted the I.M.C. by detonating a planet. "Yeah, you remember alright," Jack confirmed, his demeanor unfazed by the sudden reunion.
With tension thick in the air and apprehension mounting, he said nothing more, his grip firm on the weapon, while his Titan loomed menacingly, its rifle aimed directly at them, the barrel charging with ominous energy.
"Now. Leave. We don't need a fight," he stated firmly, his voice carrying a weight of authority. As his cloak faded, a shot rang out from Octane, wielding a P2020, but it was swiftly deflected and Octane was knocked to the ground.
Mirage dashed forward, only to be ensnared by a holographic decoy. "Think fast!" Mirage shouted, diverting attention momentarily.
In the chaotic flurry of movement, Jack deftly caught Mirage's arm mid-motion, his reflexes honed from years of combat experience. With a swift, calculated strike, he delivered a punch to Mirage's gut, forcing him to stagger back.
As Wraith lunged at him with ferocity, Jack smoothly sidestepped her attack, demonstrating an agility that belied his formidable presence.
Meanwhile, Ash's focus remained unwavering amidst the turmoil. With a commanding tone, she swiftly directed her attention to the three remaining teammates. "Start the vortex!" she commanded urgently, her voice cutting through the din of the unfolding confrontation.
"But it's not ready—"
"Start it!" Ash's command echoed with unwavering determination, overriding any objections as she rushed towards Jack. With precise agility, he phased past Wraith to seize the sword, but a shot found its mark, striking him in the leg and forcing him to kneel. Despite the pain, he activated his jump kit, using it to shove both Ash and Mirage out of harm's way before limping towards his Titan. "FF... let's finish this," he grunted through clenched teeth before mustering the strength to climb onto the Titan's back.
In the chaos, Crypto hastily grabbed something, his hands shaking as he planted a chip and waited for the tracker to activate. However, before he could proceed, Wattson reacted swiftly, pulling him away from the Titan's looming foot with a sense of urgency, narrowly avoiding potential disaster.
"Here! Catch!" Crypto shouted, tossing the device over to Ash before she leaped onto Octane's jump pad, landing gracefully with the rest of the group. Mirage smirked, scanning the surroundings before they all swiftly retrieved their weapons.
"Here we go!" Mirage exclaimed, a confident grin spreading across his face as he fired his gun, joined by the others. The Titan responded by lifting its shield, effortlessly deflecting the barrage of bullets before preparing to retaliate.
"Portal is at 50%!" Horizon's urgent shout pierced through the tension.
"Launch it... I have what I need, then run!" Ash's command reverberated, her tone unwavering as she gripped her sword, gesturing towards Octane's stim. Cooper swiftly exchanged glances with the group, passing something to Ash before a warning flashed across his display.
"Warning: Time vortex detected," FF's warning jolted them into action, prompting Ash to act decisively. She called out to Cooper, swiftly injecting herself with the stim before lunging forward. With a swift motion, she activated her sword, harnessing its power to teleport faster, crashing into the Titan with unparalleled force, causing it to stagger back before succumbing to the vortex's pull.
As the other legends began their retreat, Ash caught Mirage's nod of understanding, a silent acknowledgment of the promise they shared. Returning the nod with determination, Ash watched as the swirling static consumed them both, pulling them inexorably into the heart of the vortex.
"Death... empty... like always," Ash's voice echoed softly in the void as she slowly came to her senses, her surroundings a stark contrast to the chaos she had just left behind. With a steadying breath, she surveyed the vast emptiness around her, the weight of solitude pressing upon her.
Refocusing her attention, Ash retrieved the device from her pocket and activated it, the soft glow casting shadows against the ethereal backdrop. Slow, rhythmic beeps emanated from the device before quickening in pace, indicating a clear direction. 
With a determined resolve, Ash propelled herself forward using her jump kit, navigating through the seemingly endless expanse of space with purpose. Her thoughts drifted to Pathfinder, a beacon of hope amidst the darkness, urging her onward.
Unbeknownst to her, the colossal mech stirred to life behind her, its mechanical joints groaning as it awakened from its slumber. With silent determination, it trailed after Ash, its purpose shrouded in mystery as it embarked on this journey into the unknown alongside her.

	
		Chapter 7 New Season (Edited)



Three months had elapsed since Pathfinder's discovery of the new world. Despite their best efforts, the group had yet to locate him. The trio had managed to keep Pathfinder's whereabouts a secret from the others, a task made easier by the distance between them and the rest of the group. However, Apple Bloom couldn't shake the nagging worry about how long they could maintain this facade.
With each passing day, the weight of their secret grew heavier on Apple Bloom's shoulders. She longed to confide in her sister and the others, but the fear of the unknown consequences held her back. How much longer could they keep Pathfinder's presence hidden? The uncertainty gnawed at her, leaving her torn between the desire for honesty and the necessity of secrecy to protect their friend.
"Three months now... and it's the 1st of September," Applebloom remarked, her gaze shifting towards Pathfinder and the group. Pathfinder glanced at his makeshift setup in the small area before returning his attention to his various layouts and tools.
"So, what should we do? We have Monday off," Scootaloo suggested.
"Maybe a trip to the park? Path loved the swings," Sweetie Belle suggested with a hopeful smile. Pathfinder, noticing the trio's gaze, displayed a nervous smile on his screen before pulling out rulers and tape measures, his expression a mix of curiosity and anticipation.
"Oh, hey... um," Pathfinder halted abruptly, trying to conceal something behind him, hoping it hadn't caught their attention.
"What's that you're doing?" Sweetie Belle inquired curiously.
Pathfinder glanced down before revealing the blueprints of what appeared to be a treehouse. "Well, I thought... maybe it's time for me to have my own hideout," he admitted, his screen displaying a mix of nerves and excitement.
The trio exchanged surprised glances, intrigued by Pathfinder's sudden desire for independence.
"A hideout, huh? That sounds awesome!" Scootaloo exclaimed, her eyes wide with excitement.
"Yeah, it'd be like your own little sanctuary," Apple Bloom added, a hint of pride in her voice at the thought of Pathfinder's autonomy.
Sweetie Belle smiled warmly. "We'd love to help you build it, Path. It'll be the coolest hideout ever!" she declared, the trio already brainstorming ideas for Pathfinder's new space, eager to support their friend's newfound independence.
As Pathfinder proudly displayed the layout of the planet on his screen, the trio listened intently, captivated by his discovery.
"I'm right here, and the perfect tree I can build is right there," Pathfinder pointed out, indicating a tree behind the barn.
Apple Bloom's expression shifted from excitement to concern. "No, no, we can't build there! My family would see you, and AJ would—" She paused, catching her breath before continuing with a sigh. "Look, the last time my sis saw ya, she wanted to hurt you," she confessed, her worry evident in her voice.
"But if I tell her about you... she would be mad... I can't let her hurt you," Apple Bloom explained, her concern for Pathfinder's safety evident as she hugged him, joined by the rest of the group. Pathfinder stood there, his screen displaying a happy face, but then shifted to a pensive expression as he contemplated their predicament.
"Then why don't I talk to her with you?" Pathfinder suggested calmly.
"What?" Apple Bloom's surprise was evident.
"Yeah! We can be there to help AJ understand that he's not bad!" Scootaloo added optimistically, but Apple Bloom's frown only deepened.
"That never works!" she retorted sharply, her concern mounting as Pathfinder walked away, back to his belongings.
"The last time I tried to do that, AJ nearly destroyed the front door! And she's been searching for Path for three months too. Now, we expect to have Path walk up to the door?" Apple Bloom's frustration poured out in a rush of words.
"Apple?" Sweetie Belle interjected, trying to calm her friend.
"I mean, what will he say? 'Hello, I'm the bot you've been trying to catch for the last month'? Who says that?" Apple Bloom continued, her anxiety building with each passing moment.
"Uh, Applebloom?" Scootaloo's voice took on a note of urgency.
"And and, what then? She'll fight and catch him and then call her friends and—"
"APPLEBLOOM!!!" Both Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo interrupted, their voices raised in unison, finally getting her to pause and take a deep breath.
"What?" Apple Bloom asked, slightly flustered.
Meanwhile, undeterred by Apple Bloom's concerns, Pathfinder made his way to the door. The trio watched with a mixture of shock and apprehension as the bot ventured outside, prompting them to quickly scramble out of the treehouse to see what would unfold next.
"Path, wait!" Applebloom exclaimed, but her words were cut short as she tripped over Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle, tumbling to the ground.
Quickly recovering, the trio scrambled to their feet and raced after Pathfinder, shouting for him to stop. This time, Pathfinder glanced back at them before reaching for the door handle.
As they neared the door, their hearts pounded with trepidation. Suddenly, the door swung open, revealing Big Mac standing on the other side.
"Applebloom, what are ya shoutin' for?" Big Mac's deep voice resonated, causing the trio to break out in a cold sweat as they caught sight of Pathfinder hanging from the deck's roof.
"Oh, uh... nothing, just, uh, playing with my pals!" Apple Bloom stammered, her voice tinged with nervousness.
"Yeah, yeah, she's right!" Sweetie Belle chimed in hastily, trying to mask their panic.
"Wait, what?" Scootaloo interjected, confused, before receiving a swift punch in the arm from Apple Bloom, who shot her a warning look.
With forced smiles, the trio attempted to maintain their composure, hoping their impromptu explanation would suffice.
"Hmmm, yeah, not buying it. What's the problem?" Big Mac's voice was firm, his eyes narrowing slightly as he observed the trio.
Pathfinder's screen displayed a sweating face as he held on for dear life, his grip slipping slightly. Then, his expression shifted to one of shock as he noticed a dog looking up at him from a nearby window. The dog's barking and excitement added to the tension.
The trio's attempts at explanation faltered as they stumbled over their words. "I... uh... you see... it's just, uh..." Apple Bloom glanced at Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle, silently pleading for help, before taking a deep breath to gather her thoughts.
"Uh, you see, we were wondering if we could go to the movies and see—" Apple Bloom's feeble attempt at an excuse was interrupted by the sound of a bark.
Woof
Winona, the family's loyal dog, trotted past Big Mac and looked up at Pathfinder, her tail wagging excitedly. The bot's screen displayed a simple message: "THE JIG IS UP!"
Big Mac chuckled as he petted Winona's head before turning his gaze back to the trio. "Uh... hello!" Pathfinder greeted nervously, his screen displaying a sheepish expression.
The trio stood frozen, their faces drained of color as the realization sank in that they were face-to-face with one of the individuals who had been hunting Pathfinder for months. The encounter was surreal, and they were unsure of what would happen next.
"High five?" Pathfinder suggested, extending a hand toward Big Mac before abruptly losing his grip and flopping onto the deck, eliciting a louder bark from Winona. He quickly scrambled to his feet, backing away cautiously as Big Mac looked down at him with a smirk.
"Well, well, Mr. robot... we meet at last. You try to hurt my sister, you get to feel the power of my fist!" Big Mac's voice carried a hint of menace as he cracked his knuckles, advancing towards Pathfinder.
"Nice to meet you, I'm Pathfinder, and I'm your friend—" Pathfinder's introduction was cut short as he deftly dodged to the left, narrowly avoiding Big Mac's attempted punch. The tense standoff continued, with Pathfinder dancing out of harm's way as Big Mac pursued him, the encounter teetering on the edge of confrontation.
"Now stand still!" Big Mac commanded, his voice firm as he reached for Pathfinder's arm.
"Mac, wait! He's not going to hurt us!" Apple Bloom shouted, her voice tinged with desperation.
"No, now, Bloom! Get inside and call the police! I'll hold him off!" Big Mac's tone brooked no argument as he tightened his grip on Pathfinder's arm, determination etched on his face.
Feeling the tension escalate, Pathfinder glanced back at the trio with a mixture of concern and confusion, unsure of how to defuse the situation. As Big Mac's hand closed around Pathfinder's arm, the bot's screen displayed a mix of alarm and uncertainty. "Please, let me explain," Pathfinder pleaded, his voice tinged with urgency.
But Big Mac's resolve remained unyielding. "There's no time for explanations. You're a danger to my family, and I won't let you harm them," he stated firmly, his grip tightening. Apple Bloom's heart pounded with fear as she watched the tense exchange unfold. "Mac, please listen to me! Pathfinder isn't a threat. He's our friend," she implored, her voice shaking with emotion.
But Big Mac was resolute. "I can't take that risk. Now go inside and call for help," he ordered, his gaze unwavering as he prepared to hold Pathfinder off.
With a heavy heart, Apple Bloom reluctantly turned and hurried inside, her mind racing as she dialed the emergency services, hoping they would arrive in time to prevent any further escalation. Meanwhile, outside, the standoff between Big Mac and Pathfinder continued, with the outcome hanging in the balance.
"Stop!" Apple Bloom's voice rang out, her tone firm as she stepped in front of Big Mac, causing him to release his grip on Pathfinder, his expression filled with shock.
"Applebloom? What are ya doing?" Big Mac's voice held a note of confusion as he looked at his sister.
"Pathfinder is not a threat! He's friendly," Apple Bloom insisted, standing resolutely next to Pathfinder, whose screen displayed a scared expression.
Big Mac's gaze shifted between his sister and Pathfinder, uncertainty clouding his features. "What is going on?" he asked, his brow furrowing in concern as he observed the trio's tense demeanor.
As the silence stretched between them, Pathfinder cautiously approached. "Is this where we're supposed to talk?" he ventured, his voice soft and uncertain, hoping to diffuse the tension and find common ground.
A moment of explanation later, Apple Bloom took a deep breath, gathering her thoughts before she began to speak. "Mac, I know this seems strange, but Pathfinder isn't what you think. He's not here to harm anyone," she started, her voice steady.
Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle nodded in agreement, adding their own assurances to Apple Bloom's words.
Pathfinder's screen displayed a message of gratitude as he listened to his friends defend him.
Big Mac listened attentively, his initial skepticism giving way to a sense of curiosity. As he absorbed their words, his expression softened, and he began to see Pathfinder in a different light.
Big Mac nodded slowly. "Alright, I'll trust you all on this. But Applejack must know," he said firmly, his protective instincts still at the forefront.
Apple Bloom's eyes widened in alarm, and she shook her head vigorously. "No, Mac, we can't! She's after him, trying to destroy him!" she protested, her voice tinged with worry.
Big Mac's brow furrowed in concern as he absorbed his sister's words. He glanced between Apple Bloom and Pathfinder, his protective instincts kicking into overdrive.
Pathfinder's screen displayed a mix of fear and uncertainty as he realized the gravity of the situation. He had hoped to avoid confrontation with Applejack, knowing the danger it posed to both himself and his friends.
Big Mac's expression hardened as he made a decision. "Alright, we won't tell Applejack. But he can't stay in the house," he declared firmly, his voice leaving no room for argument.
The trio exchanged uneasy glances, understanding the implications of Big Mac's decision. They knew they had to find a way to keep Pathfinder safe while navigating the complexities of their family dynamics. It wouldn't be easy, but they were determined to protect their friend at all costs.
With a heavy sigh, Apple Bloom nodded in agreement, reluctantly accepting her brother's decision. "Okay, Mac. We understand," she conceded, her voice tinged with resignation.
As the tension eased, the group made their way back inside the house, their minds racing with thoughts of how to navigate the delicate situation they found themselves in.
Once inside, they gathered in the living room, Pathfinder standing silently among them. Big Mac's gaze lingered on the bot, a mix of concern and determination evident in his eyes.
"We need to explain everything to Applejack," Sweetie Belle suggested, breaking the uneasy silence that had settled over the room.
"How?, did you forget that she and her friends are after him?," Scootaloo added, her voice firm.
Apple Bloom sighed, feeling the weight of their predicament settling heavily upon her shoulders. "I know it won't be easy, but we have to try," she said, her voice tinged with uncertainty.
Sweetie Belle nodded in agreement. "We need to show them that Pathfinder isn't a threat. Maybe if we explain everything, they'll understand," she suggested optimistically.
Scootaloo's expression remained skeptical. "But what if they don't listen? What if they try to capture him?" she asked, her voice laced with concern. “But how did he get here?”
Big Mac's question hung in the air, breaking the tense silence that enveloped the room. His gaze shifted between Apple Bloom and Pathfinder, curiosity and concern etched on his face.
Pathfinder took a moment to process Big Mac's inquiry before speaking up. "I crashed," he admitted, his voice carrying a hint of embarrassment. "First, I crashed into the classroom, and then I stumbled into a bush in the forest nearby."
Apple Bloom nodded in agreement, filling in the details. "Yeah, we found him there, shaken but not damaged," she explained, her voice steady despite the unease that lingered in the room. "So, we brought him back here and took care of him."
Pathfinder's screen displayed a message of gratitude as he listened to Apple Bloom's explanation, his eyes reflecting a mixture of relief and gratitude. Big Mac nodded slowly, absorbing the information. "And he's been staying in the treehouse ever since?" he asked, seeking clarification.
Apple Bloom nodded in confirmation. "Yes, we've been looking after him and making sure he stays safe," she affirmed, her voice tinged with determination. Big Mac's expression softened as he regarded his sister and her friends. "Alright, we'll figure this out together," he said, his voice filled with reassurance.
Just as the group settled into a sense of cautious calm, the sound of a truck pulling up outside shattered the tranquility. Apple Bloom's heart sank as she recognized the familiar rumble of Applejack's vehicle.
Big Mac's expression shifted, his protective instincts kicking into high gear. "They're here," he stated, his voice tense with anticipation.
With a sense of urgency, the group braced themselves for the difficult conversation that lay ahead, knowing that their careful plans might be put to the test sooner than they had anticipated. As the sound of Applejack's truck grew louder outside, Big Mac's expression hardened with resolve. "Pathfinder, you need to hide," he said firmly, his voice leaving no room for argument.
Pathfinder's screen flickered with uncertainty, but he nodded in understanding. Without hesitation, he made his way towards the nearest hiding spot, his movements quick and silent.
Apple Bloom and her friends exchanged worried glances, realizing the gravity of the situation. They knew that if Applejack and her friends discovered Pathfinder, it could lead to conflict and put their friend in danger.
With a sense of urgency, they sprang into action, helping Pathfinder find a secure hiding spot where he would be safe from prying eyes. As they finished securing Pathfinder's hiding place, the sound of footsteps approached the front door, sending a shiver of apprehension down Apple Bloom's spine.
With bated breath, they waited, steeling themselves for the inevitable confrontation that awaited them. They knew that their friendship would be put to the test, and they were determined to stand united in the face of adversity.
As Pathfinder remained hidden, he strained to listen to the conversation unfolding between Applejack and her friends. Despite his efforts to remain undetected, his audio sensors picked up on their voices as they discussed their plans.
Applejack's voice carried a note of concern as she spoke. "We need to figure out what's going on. I don't like the idea of something hiding in our barn." Her friends murmured in agreement, their voices blending together in a mixture of worry and determination.
"We should search the area," Sunset said. "Whatever it is, we need to make sure it's not a threat."
Pathfinder's processors whirred as he processed their words. He knew he had to remain hidden, but the urge to intervene tugged at him. Still, he resisted the impulse, knowing that revealing himself could only complicate matters further.
As he listened to their conversation, Pathfinder pondered his next move, weighing the risks and considering the best course of action. For now, he remained hidden, biding his time and waiting for the opportune moment to reveal himself.
Big Mac, sensing the tension in the air, stepped forward with a furrowed brow. "What's happening here?" he asked, his voice deep and authoritative, cutting through the murmurs of the group. Applejack glanced at her brother, a flicker of concern crossing her features. "We're just trying to figure things out," she replied, her tone cautious.
Her friends exchanged uneasy glances, unsure of how much to reveal in front of Big Mac.
"We think there might be something hiding in the barn," Rarity offered, her voice tinged with apprehension. Big Mac's expression hardened as he processed this information. "We need to investigate," he stated firmly, his voice brooking no argument.
As the group prepared to search the area, Pathfinder remained hidden, his circuits buzzing with tension. He knew he couldn't risk revealing himself now, not with so much at stake. Instead, he focused on gathering information, listening intently to the conversation unfolding around him as he waited for the right moment to make his move.
As Applejack and her friends prepared to investigate the barn, Apple Bloom and Big Mac exchanged a knowing glance. They fell into step behind the group, their expressions carefully neutral as they listened to the discussion.
"So, what exactly are we looking for?" Big Mac asked, his tone casual, as if he were simply curious about the situation.
Applejack shot him a sideways glance, her brow furrowing slightly. "We're not sure," she admitted, her voice tinged with concern. "But we think there might be something hiding in the barn."
Apple Bloom nodded in agreement, her heart pounding with nerves as she feigned ignorance. "Yeah, it's been kinda spooky around here lately," she chimed in, doing her best to sound convincing.
As they approached the barn, Applejack's friends exchanged uneasy glances, their apprehension palpable. They hesitated at the entrance, unsure of what they might find inside.
Big Mac and Apple Bloom followed suit, their eyes scanning the area for any sign of movement. Pathfinder remained hidden, his circuits buzzing with anticipation as he listened to their conversation.
"We need to be careful," one of Applejack's friends cautioned, her voice barely above a whisper. "If there's something in there, we don't know what it's capable of."
Apple Bloom and Big Mac nodded in agreement, their hearts racing with nerves as they prepared to follow the group inside. They knew they had to play it cool, to pretend they hadn't seen anything, even as they struggled to contain their apprehension.
As the group stepped into the barn, Pathfinder remained hidden elsewhere, his sensors on high alert as he listened intently to their conversation. He knew that his friends were counting on him to stay out of sight, to keep them safe until the time was right. 

	
		Chapter 8 New Day (Edited)



The room was dimly lit by a single flickering light bulb, casting eerie shadows that danced across the walls. A man sat slumped in a chair, his body covered in cuts and bruises, a testament to the violence he had endured. As he stirred awake, a rat scurried off his leg and disappeared into the shadows, leaving him alone with the ominous presence that lurked there.
"You're awake... good," a voice echoed through the darkness, its tone distorted and unsettling, sending shivers down the man's spine. It sounded almost female, but there was something off about it, something unnatural.
The man spat on the floor, a mixture of defiance and fear in his eyes as he addressed the mysterious voice. "What do you want? Money?" he demanded, his voice tinged with bitterness as he glared at the two glowing eyes that watched him from the darkness.
The man's laughter echoed through the dimly lit room, a harsh sound that reverberated off the walls. "You think you can stop us?" he scoffed, his voice tinged with arrogance despite his battered appearance. "You're just one person against an army."
But as he glanced down at the floor, his laughter faltered. A rat scurried into view, nibbling on a piece of bread with small, frantic movements. The sight sent a chill down the man's spine, a flicker of unease crossing his features as he realized the gravity of the situation.
The mysterious voice spoke again, its tone cold and calculating. "I know what your business is, and I'm here to put an end to it," it said, the words hanging heavy in the air like a promise of impending doom.
As the tension in the room thickened, a photo slid across the floor, coming to rest at the man's feet. He stared at it in disbelief, his eyes widening as recognition dawned.
It was a photo of Pathfinder, the humanoid robot that had been causing chaos and intrigue in the area. The man's heart skipped a beat as he realized the gravity of the situation.
"You... you're after him?" he stammered, his voice trembling with fear and disbelief.
The mysterious voice remained silent, its presence looming ominously in the darkness. The man felt a chill run down his spine as he stared at the photo, realizing that he was now caught in the crosshairs of a dangerous game he had no hope of winning.
The man's defiant glare met Ash's cold, metallic gaze as he struggled against his restraints, a mixture of fear and anger flashing in his eyes. "You won't stop him!" he spat out, his voice laced with desperation. "That thing will be our greatest heist, mark my words!" Ash raised her sword, its sleek blade catching the dim light in a deadly glint. Without a word, she brought it down in a swift arc, cutting through the air with precision.
The man's protests were silenced as the blade sliced through him, leaving him gasping for breath, his words choked off in a gurgling cry of pain. His lifeless eyes stared up at Ash in disbelief as darkness closed in around him.
"You were wrong," Ash said, her voice cold and remorseless as she regarded the fallen man. "Pathfinder will not be your greatest heist. He will be your undoing." With a flick of her cloak, Ash disappeared into the shadows, leaving behind only the echo of her words and the chilling silence of the empty room. "I'll find him... and save Pathfinder... and get the hell out of here..." Ash muttered to herself, her metallic voice tinged with determination as she surveyed the scene before her.
The two glowing eyes narrowed for a moment before looking away, their owner retreating into the darkness. As Ash vanished from sight, the only movement in the room was the sound of a rat scurrying up her metallic form, a silent witness to the events that had transpired.
Left behind in the dimly lit room, the lifeless body of the man served as a grim reminder of the consequences of crossing paths with Pathfinder and those who sought to protect him. In the eerie silence that followed, the air was heavy with tension and the lingering presence of unseen threats lurking in the shadows.

As the evening sun cast a warm glow through the window, Apple Bloom sat at her desk, surrounded by textbooks and study materials. With a determined expression, she pored over her notes, her brow furrowed in concentration as she prepared for an upcoming test.
Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo sat beside her, their own textbooks open as they quizzed each other on the material. The room was filled with the soft rustle of pages turning and the occasional murmur of discussion as they worked through the study material together.
Apple Bloom's pencil flew across the page as she jotted down key points, her mind focused on absorbing as much information as possible. Despite the pressure of the impending test, there was a sense of camaraderie in the air as the three friends supported each other in their studies.
As they delved deeper into the material, the hours passed by in a blur, each moment bringing them closer to mastery of the subject matter. And as the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the room, Apple Bloom couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in the progress they had made together. With her friends by her side, she knew she was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.
As Apple Bloom and her friends delved into their studies within the cozy confines of their treehouse, the evening wore on. Outside, the search led by Applejack and her friends continued without success. Despite their efforts, Pathfinder remained elusive, hidden away from prying eyes.
Inside the snug study room, the atmosphere was one of determination mixed with a touch of apprehension. While Apple Bloom and her friends focused on their academic pursuits, they couldn't help but wonder about the outcome of the search.
With each passing hour, the tension mounted, and as the night grew darker, the sense of unease crept into their thoughts. But despite the uncertainty looming outside, Apple Bloom and her friends remained steadfast in their resolve to succeed in their studies.
As the clock ticked on, they pressed on, surrounded by the comforting familiarity of their treehouse sanctuary. And though the outcome of the search remained unknown, they took comfort in the knowledge that they were doing everything they could to prepare for the challenges that lay ahead.
As the evening progressed, Applejack and her friends reluctantly concluded their search for Pathfinder, the elusive robot who remained hidden from their sight. Despite their efforts, they had come up empty-handed, unable to uncover any trace of the mysterious figure.
With heavy hearts, they made the decision to leave the area, their footsteps echoing softly as they departed into the fading light of the evening. Though disappointed by their lack of success, they remained determined to continue their search another day.
As Applejack and her friends departed, Apple Bloom and her companions exchanged a determined look. Without hesitation, they turned on their heels and swiftly made their way back to Apple Bloom's house where they knew Pathfinder was hidden.
With urgency driving them forward, they hurried through the dimly lit streets, the urgency of their mission propelling them onward. Each step brought them closer to their destination, their determination unwavering.
Arriving at Apple Bloom's house, they wasted no time. With practiced stealth, they slipped inside and made their way to the room where Pathfinder was hidden. Their hearts pounded in anticipation as they flung open the door, relief flooding through them as they saw Pathfinder safe and sound.
Without a moment to spare, they quickly lifted Pathfinder from his hiding spot and prepared to make their escape. With their mission accomplished, they knew they had to move quickly before Applejack would return later.
"Okay, that was close!" Applebloom sighed in relief, the tension of the situation finally starting to ebb away. With Pathfinder safely in their custody, they knew they needed to find a secure place to regroup and plan their next move.
Together, they quietly escorted the bot back to the safety of the treehouse, their footsteps soft against the forest floor as they made their way through the darkness. Each step brought them closer to their sanctuary, a place where they could take stock of their situation and strategize their next steps.
As they reached the familiar surroundings of the treehouse, they ushered Pathfinder inside, the sense of relief palpable in the air. With their friend safe and sound once again, they settled in, ready to rest and prepare for the challenges that lay ahead.
"Friends... why am I still here?" Pathfinder's voice rang out, his screen displaying a questioning expression as he turned to face Apple Bloom and her friends.
Apple Bloom exchanged a worried glance with her companions, unsure of how to answer Pathfinder's inquiry. They had brought him back to the treehouse for safety, but now that he was here, they realized they hadn't fully considered what to do next.
Before anyone could respond, Pathfinder's attention was drawn to Big Mac, who was peering at him through the window with a curious expression. The sight of the familiar face brought a sense of unease, reminding them that their actions had consequences beyond their control.
"We... we just wanted to keep you safe," Apple Bloom finally replied, her voice tinged with uncertainty. "But now that you're here... we'll figure out what to do next, together." Pathfinder's screen flickered with understanding as he absorbed Apple Bloom's words. Despite the uncertainty of their situation, he felt a sense of gratitude for their unwavering loyalty and determination to protect him.
"Thank you, Apple Bloom," Pathfinder responded, his voice filled with sincerity. "I trust in our ability to overcome whatever challenges lie ahead, as long as we face them together." With a nod of agreement, Apple Bloom and her friends gathered around Pathfinder, their bond stronger than ever as they prepared to confront the unknown together. In the safety of their treehouse sanctuary.

In a sleek, modern business building, a group of individuals gathered in a dimly lit conference room, their voices hushed as they discussed the enigmatic hero robot that had captured their attention. "This hero robot has become quite the nuisance," remarked one man, his voice tinged with frustration as he glanced at the screens displaying images of Pathfinder. "It's been eluding our grasp for far too long."
Across the table, a woman leaned forward, her expression determined. "We need to step up our efforts to capture it. The longer it remains at large, the more of a threat it poses to our city.” Nods of agreement rippled through the room as the group contemplated their next move. For them, Pathfinder was not a hero, but an obstacle to be overcome—a potential danger to their plans that needed to be neutralized at all costs.
The room fell silent as Mayor Mare, the city's esteemed leader, entered the conference room. Her presence commanded attention, and the conversation among the gathered individuals came to an immediate halt. With a glance around the room, Mayor Mare conveyed authority and determination.
"Good afternoon, everyone," Mayor Mare began, her voice steady and authoritative. "I'm sure you're all aware of the recent developments concerning the hero robot that has been causing quite a stir in our city." Her words hung in the air, the gravity of the situation palpable in the room. There was a sense of anticipation as everyone waited for the mayor to continue, knowing that her words would carry weight.
"However," Mayor Mare continued, her tone softening slightly, "I believe we may be jumping to conclusions about this robot's intentions. From what I've seen, it doesn't appear to be as malicious as some are suggesting."
A murmur of dissent rippled through the room, with some members of the group exchanging skeptical glances. They were unconvinced by the mayor's words, their belief in the robot's threat unwavering. "With all due respect, Mayor Mare," one individual spoke up, their voice tinged with skepticism, "we can't afford to take any chances. This robot has already caused enough trouble, and who knows what it might do next if we don't take action."
The mayor listened attentively to their concerns, her expression thoughtful. Despite her belief in giving the robot the benefit of the doubt, she understood the importance of maintaining order and safety in the city. "In that case," Mayor Mare said finally, her tone resolute, "let's proceed with caution. But let's also keep an open mind and consider all possible options before making any hasty decisions." With the mayor's words ringing in their ears, the group resumed their discussion, their focus now on finding a solution that balanced prudence with fairness in dealing with the enigmatic hero robot.
As the discussion continued, the group turned their attention to the question of how to refer to the hero robot and what steps to take next. Voices chimed in, each offering suggestions and opinions on the matter. "I propose we call him Happy Bot," one person suggested, their tone filled with enthusiasm. "It captures his positive and helpful nature, don't you think?"
A murmur of agreement rippled through the room, with several nodding in approval of the proposed name. "Happy Bot it is, then," Mayor Mare declared, her voice carrying a note of finality. With the name settled, the group shifted their focus to the next steps in dealing with Happy Bot. Ideas were exchanged, ranging from increased surveillance to potential outreach efforts to establish communication with the robot.
"We need to approach this situation with caution," Mayor Mare advised, her tone measured. "While we must be prepared to act if necessary, we should also explore all possible avenues for peaceful resolution."
Her words resonated with the group, and they nodded in agreement, understanding the importance of a balanced approach. With a plan beginning to take shape, they resolved to proceed thoughtfully and deliberately in their dealings with Happy Bot, mindful of the potential consequences of their actions. As the group deliberated on their course of action, another voice chimed in, cutting through the discussion with a sense of urgency.
"Mayor Mare, with all due respect, I believe we're underestimating the potential threat posed by this... Happy Bot," the newcomer interjected, their tone grave.
The room fell silent as all eyes turned to the speaker, their attention captured by the seriousness of their words. "We've seen what this robot is capable of," the individual continued, their voice tinged with concern. "We can't afford to be complacent. If we don't act decisively, who knows what kind of chaos it might unleash next?"
The mayor listened attentively to the concerns raised, her expression thoughtful as she weighed their words. While she remained optimistic about the robot's intentions, she understood the need to address the legitimate fears of her constituents. As the discussion unfolded, Mayor Mare turned her attention to the individual who had raised the alarm about the potential threat posed by Happy Bot. With a furrowed brow, she regarded the newcomer, a sense of concern evident in her eyes.
"Who exactly are you, and why do you believe this robot poses such a significant threat?" Mayor Mare inquired, her voice steady but tinged with curiosity. "I am Bomber, leader of a mercenary group that specializes in handling high-risk situations," Bomber explained, their tone matter-of-fact. "We've encountered Happy Bot before, and trust me when I say that it's not as innocent as it seems." he lied
Their words sent a ripple of unease through the room, the gravity of the situation sinking in as the group absorbed the implications of Bomber's warning. "We've seen firsthand the destruction this robot is capable of," Bomber continued, their voice carrying a sense of urgency. "If we don't take action now, it's only a matter of time before it poses a real threat to our city and its inhabitants." he lied again.
As Bomber's warnings echoed through the room, Mayor Mare listened attentively, her expression thoughtful as she weighed the implications of the situation. When Bomber concluded their remarks, the mayor's gaze shifted to the assembled group, her voice firm but measured.
"I appreciate your concerns, Bomber, but we must approach this situation with caution," Mayor Mare began, her tone resolute. "While we cannot ignore the potential threat posed by Happy Bot, we must also consider the consequences of our actions. We cannot risk causing undue harm to our city or its inhabitants."
A murmur of agreement rippled through the room, with several individuals nodding in approval of the mayor's cautious approach. However, there were others who voiced dissent, their voices filled with apprehension. "But Mayor Mare, we can't afford to wait until it's too late," one person interjected, their tone urgent. "We've already seen the damage that Happy Bot has caused. If we don't act now, who knows what it might do next?"
Their words struck a chord with the group, eliciting a sense of fear and uncertainty as they contemplated the potential consequences of inaction. The mayor's resolve wavered slightly as she took in the expressions of concern on the faces of those gathered.
Mayor Mare sighed, her expression conflicted as she grappled with the weight of the decision before her. "I understand your concerns, but we cannot allow fear to dictate our actions," she replied, her voice tinged with empathy. "We will continue to monitor the situation closely and explore all possible avenues for resolving this peacefully."
With that, the group reluctantly accepted the mayor's decision, albeit with a sense of unease lingering in the air. As they dispersed, each person carried with them a sense of apprehension about what the future might hold and the looming threat posed by the enigmatic Happy Bot.
Stepping outside the building, Bomber's expression hardened with resolve. Swiftly retrieving their phone, they dialed a number, the urgency palpable in their movements as they awaited a response. As the phone rang, Bomber wasted no time getting to the point. "It's time to enact the plan," they stated curtly, their voice laced with determination. "Pathfinder is becoming too much of a liability. We need to capture it before it causes any more trouble."
On the other end of the line, the recipient listened intently, the crackle of static barely masking their agreement. Bomber's words resonated with a shared goal: to harness Happy Bot's power for their own purposes, no matter the cost.
"Agreed," came the response, terse and unwavering. "Proceed as planned. We'll make good use of what we capture."
With the call concluded, Bomber steeled themselves for the task ahead. They knew that capturing Happy Bot would not be easy, but the potential rewards far outweighed the risks. With a sense of purpose driving them forward, they set out to execute their plan, ready to do whatever it took to achieve their goals.

	
		Chapter 9 New rivals



Pathfinder felt a twinge of disappointment as he realized that playing with Applebloom wasn't an option today due to her school commitments. Turning his attention to his ongoing project of designing his treehouse, he was interrupted by Mac's arrival. As Mac climbed up the ladder, Pathfinder greeted him warmly. "Hello, friend," he beamed, but was met with Mac's stern gaze as the latter settled down beside him.
"Listen, Mr. Robot," Mac began, his tone firm as he avoided eye contact with Pathfinder. "We need to relocate you. I can't keep lying to my sister." Pathfinder's screen displayed a sad face as he tapped his finger on the treehouse floor. "Applebloom hasn't been doing too well," Mac added, causing the robot to visibly shrink in response.
“"Are my friends struggling because of me?" Pathfinder's voice carried a note of concern as he turned his attention back to Big Mac. Macintosh nodded solemnly before making his way back to the ladder. "I... I'm not the best at explaining," Mac admitted with a slight furrow in his brow, hopping off the ladder and leaning casually against the sturdy trunk of the tree. A soft chuckle escaped him as he glanced up at the vast expanse of sky above. "She really cares about you," Mac observed, his tone tinged with fondness as he glanced back at Pathfinder. The robot leaned out, his digital features displaying a mix of curiosity and apprehension. "Well, that's what friends are for," Pathfinder affirmed, his metallic frame landing gracefully beside Mac, ready to offer support in any way he could.
"If keeping my friends safe means I have to leave, then I'll go," Pathfinder declared resolutely, prompting a slow nod from the farmer before he made his way back to the house. With Granny Smith away on a trip with a friend, Mac found himself shouldering the responsibility as the man of the house for the time being. As Pathfinder watched Mac depart, a profound sadness seemed to envelop him, evident in the downcast expression displayed on his screen. 
Silence lingered between them, punctuated only by the rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze. Mac's expression betrayed a hint of frustration as he prepared himself for the impending confrontation upon Applebloom's return. Meanwhile, Pathfinder retreated into his thoughts, his digital display reflecting the melancholy that weighed heavily upon him. With a quiet press of a button, Pathfinder reclined, triggering the playback of an old message—a poignant reminder of past experiences and the challenges that lay ahead.
"We don't have much time! We need to move these now!" exclaimed one of the doctors urgently.
"We've lost our key cards! The only option left is to do it manually," another responded, the tension evident in his voice.
"But that would only... be," a doctor's voice trailed off, replaced by the sound of Path's main creator speaking. Pathfinder's screen displayed the heart eyes of his main creator as he spoke. "I'll do it," Pathfinder declared in the playback.
"Are you sure you're up to this?" his main creator asked, prompting Pathfinder's digital form to pause, considering the weight of the responsibility being entrusted to him.
"Yes... I won't let my family die... I will save the Outlands... for you, family," Pathfinder affirmed with unwavering determination, his words echoing with a solemn vow to protect those he cared about and the greater community beyond.
"Then," one doctor said solemnly, "then you should be ready." The sound of a door being forcefully closed resonated through the room, eliciting a crying face on Pathfinder's screen as he processed the gravity of the situation. Suddenly, his main creator's voice broke through the chaos. "They're almost here... MRVN... we need you," the doctor urged urgently. Pathfinder placed a hand on his screen, absorbing the weight of the responsibility being placed upon him.
"Your existence is proof that the Outlands can survive... you are our Pathfinder," the doctor continued, their voice filled with emotion. "We made you for a great purpose... stay brave for us." Pathfinder's digital features reflected a mix of determination and resolve as he braced himself to fulfill his purpose and protect those he held dear.
"I love you... family," the message concluded, enveloping Pathfinder in a moment of quiet reflection. With his hand still resting gently on his screen, he couldn't help but think of the friends he had made in this place—Applebloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, Gearheart, and even Big Mac. They had all played a role in shaping his journey, offering support and companionship when he needed it most.
Yet, as he pondered their struggles, Pathfinder felt a renewed sense of determination. "I must keep my friends happy... I must make the right choice," he resolved, understanding the weight of his decisions and the impact they would have on those he cared about. With this newfound resolve, Pathfinder prepared himself to face the challenges ahead, guided by the love and support of his cherished friends and creators.

"So, the mayor isn't sure about the robot?" Twilight asked, her expression reflecting a sense of concern and sadness. School had been difficult lately, with tensions rising among the students over the presence of the robot known as Happy Bot. While some agreed he had become somewhat annoying lately, a single incident had ignited a city-wide debate about the robot's role and impact. The mayor's indecision only added to the confusion and frustration.
Sunset let out a frustrated grunt as she paced back and forth, her mind consumed with finding a solution to the growing unrest. The situation had escalated to the point where students were divided, arguing vehemently over whether the robot was beneficial or harmful. The atmosphere was tense, and Sunset knew that action needed to be taken before things spiraled further out of control. 
"Anyone got an idea what to do?" Sunset asked, her voice tinged with urgency as she sought a solution to the escalating tension.
"I think we should throw a really huge party and see if everyone would be happy!" Pinkie Pie exclaimed, her enthusiasm evident as she pulled out her backpack and began blowing up balloons.
"No, I mean Happy Bot," Sunset corrected, her tone serious, prompting murmurs of agreement from the other girls. Applejack then walked into the room, her hand resting on her chin as she pondered.
"You girls felt odd when we checked my farm the other day?" Applejack inquired, her words causing the group to pause, considering the implications of her question.
As Rainbow shrugged and Twilight nodded along with Sunset, Rarity and Fluttershy averted their gazes, indicating their uncertainty. Pinkie Pie, undeterred by the somber atmosphere, hopped up with a big grin, eager to suggest a solution involving a party for the robot.
"Maybe the robot is still there! We could throw him a—"
"Applebloom and Big Mac were acting a bit odd," Applejack interjected, her tone serious as she redirected the conversation, prompting the group to focus on the recent behavior of their friends. Applejack's observation caused them to collectively pause and consider the implications of what had occurred.
Applejack shot him a sideways glance, her brow furrowing slightly. "We're not sure," she admitted, her voice tinged with concern. "But we think there might be something hiding in the barn."
Apple Bloom nodded in agreement, her heart pounding with nerves as she feigned ignorance. "Yeah, it's been kinda spooky around here lately," she chimed in, doing her best to sound convincing.
As they approached the barn, Applejack's friends exchanged uneasy glances, their apprehension palpable. They hesitated at the entrance, unsure of what they might find inside.
Applejack took a moment to gather her thoughts, inhaling deeply before addressing her friends. With a determined expression, she looked at each of them in turn.
"Meet me at my place... I think I've gotten to the bottom of this," she declared before turning and walking out the door, leaving the group to exchange glances and then turn their attention towards the closed door through which Applejack had just exited.
With a sense of anticipation hanging in the air, they knew that whatever Applejack had discovered could potentially shed light on the mystery surrounding Happy Bot and the recent odd behavior of Applebloom and Big Mac. Gathering their resolve, the group prepared to reunite at Applejack's place, ready to uncover the truth together.
As Applejack's footsteps faded away, the room fell into a contemplative silence. Each of her friends exchanged knowing glances, their thoughts swirling with curiosity and anticipation. There was an unspoken understanding among them that Applejack's determination often led to breakthroughs.
Twilight, ever the strategist, began formulating potential scenarios in her mind, while Rarity adjusted her posture, preparing herself for whatever revelations might come to light. Fluttershy offered a comforting smile, silently expressing her support, while Pinkie Pie's usual exuberance seemed momentarily subdued, replaced by a sense of focused determination.
Sunset, with a furrowed brow, glanced at the door once more, her mind racing with questions and possibilities. It was clear to all of them that whatever Applejack had uncovered had the potential to change everything.
With a shared nod of resolve, the group slowly rose from their seats, ready to follow Applejack's lead and confront the mysteries that lay ahead. As they made their way out the door, a sense of unity and determination filled their hearts, driving them forward into the unknown.

As Pathfinder explained the unsettling possibilities to Applebloom and the group, an uneasy silence settled over the room. Mac stood in the kitchen, his gaze lingering on the scene before him, a conflicted expression clouding his features. He turned away when Applebloom let out a sniffle, unable to bear the sight of her distress.
"No... No, Pathfinder, you can't leave," Applebloom pleaded, her voice trembling as she wiped away tears. "Yeah... You're not the bad guy," Scootaloo chimed in, already embracing the MRVN closely in a reassuring hug.
Pathfinder gently placed a metal hand on the top of Applebloom's head, his touch careful and comforting as he slowly ran it through her hair. "I must keep my friends safe at all costs... and I can't have your family torn apart," he explained, his voice carrying a mixture of resolve and sadness. Despite the gravity of the situation, Pathfinder remained steadfast in his commitment to protecting those he cared about, even if it meant making difficult choices.
"But... what can we do if you're gone?" Sweetie asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty and fear. In response, Pathfinder gently picked up Sweetie and Applebloom, enveloping them in a warm embrace along with Scootaloo. 
"You will have to carry on, because friends try to stay strong," Pathfinder reassured them, his words carrying a sense of encouragement and support. With a gentle motion, he set them back down on the ground, his digital display showing a comforting smile.
As Pathfinder slowly made his way to the door, the girls shared a poignant glance, their eyes brimming with a mix of sadness and determination. Pausing in the doorway, Pathfinder turned to look back at them one last time, his smile offering a sense of reassurance amidst the uncertainty. With a final nod, he stepped out into the world beyond, leaving the girls to face the challenges ahead with newfound strength and resilience.
As Pathfinder slowly began to walk off the farm, his thoughts consumed by the weight of his decision, he suddenly froze in place. His sensors detected the presence of six individuals approaching, individuals he had hoped to avoid encountering. The girls gasped in surprise and alarm, their expressions ranging from shock to anger as Rainbow, Rarity, and Applejack shot glares in their direction.
Pathfinder was about to retreat, instinctively wary of the confrontation, but found himself unable to move. His gaze fixed on the purple-haired figure, whose ears were positioned oddly atop her head. In fact, all six of them looked different than usual, emanating an aura of tension and suspicion.
"Hello, Happy Bot," Sunset greeted, her voice carrying a hint of hostility as she walked up to Pathfinder, her glare unwavering. Despite the tension thickening the air, Pathfinder remained rooted to the spot, uncertain of what lay ahead in this unexpected encounter.
"Hello, friend, my name is Pathfinder. It's nice to meet you!" Pathfinder greeted warmly, attempting to move his arm but finding himself unable to do so. Confusion flickered across his digital display as he tried to make sense of the situation. His body was operating normally, so why couldn't he move?
Sunset smirked as she approached closer, her demeanor tinged with triumph. "You can't move. Twilight has you in a hold with magic," she revealed, her words confirming Pathfinder's suspicions. As the gravity of the situation sunk in.

"Magic? I always wanted to do magic... but I lost my chance by losing an arm," Pathfinder muttered, his voice tinged with a hint of regret. Sunset blinked in surprise for a moment, taken aback by Pathfinder's unexpected revelation.
But her expression quickly hardened as she growled at the robot, her frustration and determination evident in her tone. "Look here, robot... you have been causing too much damage and we will stop you," Sunset declared, her words carrying a stern warning. Pathfinder listened quietly, his digital features reflecting a mix of resignation and understanding as he braced himself for what was to come.
As Twilight's grip tightened with effort, Sunset stepped back slightly, her gaze flickering with uncertainty. Pathfinder, unable to move, strained to look around, his digital display reflecting a mix of confusion and concern.
Before any further action could be taken, Applebloom rushed forward, positioning herself protectively in front of Pathfinder. "Stop it! He's friendly," she shouted, her voice ringing out with conviction. However, Applejack's skepticism remained unwavering.
"Bloom, he has hurt people and even made you lie to me," Applejack retorted, her tone firm. Applebloom rolled her eyes and frowned, her frustration evident. "Yeah right, like you too!" she shot back defiantly, her loyalty to Pathfinder unwavering.
Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle exchanged nods, standing close to Applebloom as they joined her in protecting Pathfinder. Despite the tension mounting between the group, the girls remained resolute in their defense of their robotic friend.
"Yeah! He's innocent! He's done nothing wrong!" Scootaloo's voice rang out defiantly, causing Rainbow to take a step back, her wings shifting uneasily. Meanwhile, Twilight appeared visibly fatigued from maintaining the magical hold over Pathfinder, her concentration waning.
Sweetie Belle stepped forward, her expression determined as she pointed accusingly at the group. "Pathfinder has done nothing wrong at all! He's been helping people," she asserted boldly, her words striking a chord with Rarity and Pinkie, who stepped back in surprise.
The tension in the air crackled with uncertainty as the conflicting emotions of the group collided. Despite the accusations and doubts being hurled their way, Applebloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle remained steadfast in their defense of Pathfinder, their unwavering loyalty shining through amidst the chaos.
As the standoff continued, the air thickened with tension, each side entrenched in their beliefs. Applejack exchanged a conflicted glance with Rarity, torn between her loyalty to her sister and her friendship with Twilight and Sunset. Rarity's expression softened, her gaze flickering with uncertainty as she processed Sweetie Belle's impassioned defense of Pathfinder.
Pinkie Pie, usually the embodiment of cheerfulness, appeared somber as she watched the confrontation unfold. Her usually bright demeanor was replaced with a sense of concern as she grappled with the complexity of the situation.
Meanwhile, Pathfinder remained trapped, his attempts to move thwarted by Twilight's magical hold. Despite his predicament, his digital display flickered with gratitude towards Applebloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle for standing up for him in the face of adversity.
The scene was fraught with emotion, each individual grappling with their own convictions and doubts. As the standoff reached its zenith, the fate of Pathfinder and the bonds between the group hung precariously in the balance, awaiting resolution.
As Pathfinder was freed from Twilight's exhausted grasp, a sense of urgency surged through the group. "RUN, PATH!" Applebloom's voice pierced the air, spurring the MRVN into action. With a burst of energy, Pathfinder grappled the ground, launching himself forward and propelling into the air.
"Come on, girls, back to the car!" Sunset's urgent command prompted the group into motion. They dashed back towards the waiting vehicle, a sense of determination driving their every step. Rainbow utilized her wings to dash ahead, clearing the path, while Applejack stayed close, ensuring the safety of the girls.
Once everyone was safely inside the car, Sunset wasted no time, revving the engine as they bolted after Pathfinder. Rainbow left a trail of rainbow hues in her wake as she guided them forward with unmatched speed and agility.
The car tore down the road, following the vibrant trails left by Pathfinder as he soared through the sky. With each passing moment, the distance between them closed, the group united in their pursuit of their robotic friend and the truth that lay ahead.
As Pathfinder sprinted along the ground, his mechanical legs pounding against the earth, he could feel the presence of Rainbow Dash hot on his heels. Behind him, Rainbow, with her wings outstretched, surged forward with incredible speed, her determination evident in every stride.
The landscape blurred past them as they raced through fields and forests, Pathfinder's metallic form contrasting sharply with Rainbow's fluid movements. Despite the MRVN's mechanical advantage, Rainbow's agility and speed kept her right on his tail, her wings slicing through the air as she closed the distance between them.
Pathfinder's processors whirred as he calculated his next move, seeking a way to outmaneuver his determined pursuer. But Rainbow was relentless, her determination unyielding as she pushed herself to her limits in pursuit of her target.
With each passing moment, the chase intensified, the thrill of the pursuit fueling both Pathfinder and Rainbow as they raced towards an uncertain future. And amidst the pounding footsteps and rushing wind, the outcome of their encounter hung in the balance, waiting to be decided by the relentless pursuit of one and the unwavering determination of the other.
As Rainbow Dash closed in on Pathfinder, her determination unyielding, the MRVN swiftly calculated his next move. With a quick flick of his arm, Pathfinder unleashed his grappling hook, the metallic cable whirling through the air with precision.
Before Rainbow could react, the hook wrapped around her, ensnaring her in its grasp. With a swift tug, Pathfinder propelled himself forward, his momentum carrying both him and Rainbow away from their initial path.
As they soared through the air, Rainbow struggled against the grip of the grappling hook, her wings beating furiously in an attempt to break free. But Pathfinder was relentless, his determination to escape unyielding as he utilized his newfound advantage.
With a powerful surge, Pathfinder propelled himself upward, the cable of the grappling hook extending to its limit. Then, with a swift release, he detached the hook, leaving Rainbow momentarily stunned as she watched him disappear into the distance.
With his escape secured, Pathfinder continued on his journey, the thrill of the chase still coursing through his circuits. And as he disappeared from view, Rainbow was left to contemplate the encounter, her determination undiminished as she prepared to continue the pursuit.
As Pathfinder surged forward, his escape seemingly imminent, a sudden jolt of pain pierced through his robotic frame. With a metallic clang, a large hook stabbed into his arm, halting his momentum and forcing him to come to an abrupt stop.
The MRVN's systems whined and whined as he grappled with the unexpected obstacle, his sensors frantically scanning his surroundings for any sign of the attacker. But before he could react, a figure emerged from the shadows, a determined expression set upon their face. 
As Pathfinder grappled with the sudden intrusion, his sensors registered the presence of a helicopter descending from the sky. Before he could react, a group of armed men emerged from the aircraft, surrounding him with menacing intent.
The MRVN's circuits buzzed with alarm as he assessed the situation, realizing he was outnumbered and outmatched. With Rainbow Dash having fled the scene, Pathfinder found himself alone against this new threat.
As the helicopter descended and the armed men surrounded him, Pathfinder remained poised, ready to face whatever came next. One of the men stepped forward, a commanding presence among the group. He raised a hand, signaling for his companions to stand down.
"Pathfinder," the man began, his voice gruff yet measured, "I am Bomber. And you've caused quite a bit of trouble for us."
Pathfinder processed the information, understanding the gravity of the situation. Before he could respond, however, another hook lanced through the air, stabbing into his other arm with a resounding thud. The force of the impact sent a jolt of pain through Pathfinder's systems, but he remained steadfast, refusing to yield to the assailants' aggression.
With both arms now immobilized, Pathfinder faced a dire predicament. Yet, his resolve remained unshaken, his digital display flickering with determination as he prepared to confront the Bomber and his men, 
As the hooks embedded deeper into Pathfinder's arms, he strained against the restraints with all his mechanical might. With a low, grinding sound, he exerted his strength, attempting to break free from the metallic bonds that held him captive.
Bomber watched with amusement as Pathfinder struggled against his constraints, a cruel smirk playing across his lips. "You think you can escape, little robot?" he taunted, his laughter echoing through the air.
Despite the Bomber's mocking words, Pathfinder continued to exert himself, his determination unwavering. With a final surge of effort, he unleashed a burst of power, the metal groaning in protest as the restraints strained against his strength.
With a final surge of strength, Pathfinder summoned all his power, exerting every servo and motor in his mechanical body. With a resounding snap, the restraints shattered, freeing him from the clutches of the Bomber's men. 
Swiftly, Pathfinder turned and sprinted towards the dense cover of the nearby forest, his mechanical limbs pumping with urgency. Bomber's men shouted in alarm, their voices drowned out by the pounding of Pathfinder's footsteps against the ground.
As he reached the edge of the forest, Pathfinder plunged into the shadows, his digital display flickering with determination. The canopy above provided cover from prying eyes, and Pathfinder pressed on, his resolve unshaken by the ordeal he had just endured.
Hidden within the dense foliage of the forest, Pathfinder remained concealed from view, his mechanical form blending seamlessly into the shadows. Despite his hidden vantage point, he could still hear the Bomber's menacing voice echoing through the trees.
"Listen here, robot," the Bomber's voice carried with a sinister edge, sending a shiver down Pathfinder's metallic spine. "If you don't give up and come with us, I'll make sure every person at that farm suffers. I'll show no mercy."
As the Bomber's voice carried through the forest, his ominous words sent a chill down Pathfinder's metallic spine. From his concealed position, the MRVN listened intently as the threat unfolded.
"You have until dawn," the Bomber's voice dripped with malice, the promise of impending danger lingering in the air. "Good luck, 'Happy Bot.' Ha."
The echo of the Bomber's mocking laughter reverberated through the trees, a stark reminder of the perilous situation in which Pathfinder found himself. Despite the darkness of the night surrounding him, the countdown to dawn marked the dwindling time he had to act.
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