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		Description

Apple Bloom and Scootaloo discover an old Friendship Training Simulator in Twilight's basement. But why does it appear to be out to get them?
Those of who you came here only to insta-dislike and move on, I ask only that you give this story a shot. My attempt at putting a unique twist on an oversaturated fad instead of the same old thing everyone else is doing. Hope you like it!
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		Night One - Friday


			Author's Notes: 
Setting: It's been five years since Twilight moved to Ponyville but she's still a unicorn and Golden Oaks isn't blown up. I think both of those things were ridiculous and they are ignored here.



	"This meeting of the juvenile court finds the defendants guilty. The accused shall carry out the sentence of community service over a period of three days under the supervision of Twilight Sparkle. Case dismissed!"
The small gathering of ponies who had shown up for the hearing began to disperse from the courtroom in Town Hall, some slowly shaking their heads in silent disappointment. The two very familiar young mares upon whom charges had been filed stood in a small gated alcove in front of the judge's bench, staring at the now empty platform in shocked silence.
"Apple Bloom? Scootaloo?"
Twilight Sparkle slowly approached, her eyes filled with gentle sympathy. "You alright?"
The two fillies, although they could not be called that much longer, slowly turned to look at her. Apple Bloom had a stubborn look of almost-shame etched across her face, while Scootaloo had tears rolling down hers. 
"We're sorry, Twilight, really!"
"I know. But you have to understand, it's been five years. The cute and precocious antics of children is not so innocently overlooked when a pony gets older, as the two of you are. You've been trying harder and harder to get your cutie marks, and I think what started out as a great idea has gradually overlapped into desperation."
Apple Bloom sighed. "We're just glad Sweetie Belle's still in Canterlot with Rarity for that fashion show. We wouldn't have wanted her to drag her into this."
"I still can't believer that guy filed charges," Scootaloo complained.
Twilight raised an eyebrow at her. "Did you really think anything that started out by announcing 'Cutie Mark Crusaders Pyrotechnics' would have ended successfully? You set his cart on fire."
"Only because our fireworks didn't go where they were supposed to!"
"Which you shouldn't have had in the first place," Twilight said. "Now I don't want to hear any more about it. What's done is done. You two will be helping me clean out the basement over the weekend. You'll be doing your homework and chores during the day, and helping me at night."
"But when are we going to sleep?" Scootaloo complained. She was a growing pegasus, after all, which meant increasingly long naps.
"I'm not a workhorse. You'll have appropriate breaks and naps in between. Go on home now and meet me back at the Library tonight at ten."
"Ugggggh." Scootaloo groaned.
"We had this comin'," Apple Bloom said regretfully. "It's only for a few days, Scootaloo. You'll be fine."
The two slowly filed out of the courtroom, and Twilight called after them. "And no more fire...anything!"
---
10:02 pm
Apple Bloom and Scootaloo arrived at the library almost right on time, and Twilight was waiting for them at the door. They were offered sandwiches and milk, both of which were accepted with gratitude. "Come on down," Twilight said. "Spike has offered to help you guys for an hour or two, but he can't stay up all night. That's what I have the owl for."
"Who?" Apple Bloom asked, and Scootaloo punched the shoulder of her foreleg. Apple Bloom let out a surprised cry, more of surprise than of pain, and the pair followed Twilight into the library, then down the spiral staircase into the dark basement.
The girls both gasped as they saw the state of the basement. Loose papers were lying everywhere, surrounded by enormous stacks of folders, newspapers and binders that seemed to be thrown together without any state of organization whatsoever.
"Aw, man!" Scootaloo complained.
"These were, are, the archives," Twilight said, an admiring tone of pride in her voice. "At least ten years of Ponyville history down here. Isn't it amazing?"
"Amazingly boring," Apple Bloom said, having no interest in history whatsoever.
Twilight frowned, but continued. "Over the next three nights, I need you two to go through every single paper you can, one by one, and organize them by date. I will go through later and sub-categorize the dates by location and event."
Spike came down the stairs and joined them, broom in hand. "Dang, it's musty down here," he said. "Smells like old cheese."
Twilight sighed. "Get to work, girls," she said. "I'll come get you in a couple hours for a break. I'm going to be up all night anyway working on a thesis." She trotted back up the stairs, and was gone, though could be summoned at any time should an emergency arise.
"This blows," Scootaloo said, shifting through a pile of papers on what was supposedly a desk somewhere underneath. "We've never been in trouble like this before."
"We've never burned down a vendor's kiosk before," Apple Bloom said. "Applejack says everypony makes mistakes, but it's the remarkable ones which learn from them. Or somethin' like that. We're not foals anymore, Scootaloo." The pegasus was silent for a while after this, not having a smart answer for that or perhaps not wanting to have one, and the three worked in silence.
11:15pm
"Hey guys, come here!" Spike called from the other side of the room, where he'd been sweeping. Scootaloo went over eagerly enough, and Apple Bloom followed.
Spike was standing near a vaguely pony shaped object covered by an old dusty tarp, standing in the darkened corner. Judging by the amount of dust and neglect on the tarp, it had been there for years.
"What do you think it is?" Spike asked.
"Only one way to find out," Scootaloo said. "We've earned a break anyway."
"You spend too much time with Rainbow Dash," Apple Bloom said. "We've barely started! Applejack once bucked trees for days, you can barely lift papers for an hour?"
Scootaloo wasn't listening, and whipped the tarp off of the figure. Underneath, a once-glistening white unicorn mannequin hardly bigger than they were stood motionless, its bright red eyes fixed directly on Apple Bloom. The country pony gave a startled yelp and stumbled backwards a few steps.
"It totally looks like Sweetie Belle!" Scootaloo snickered. "She's gonna be so mad when she gets back and sees this."
"It's a Sweetie...Bot?" Apple Bloom asked, taking a few careful steps forward. Something crunched under her hoof. She pushed a pile of papers aside, revealing what looked like a very old audio machine, the forgotten bulk of a cartridge sticking out of it.
"What's that?" Spike asked, peering to get a better look at it.
"I dunno," Apple Bloom shrugged, and pushed a button on the side.
The machine crackled to life, first with static, then snowy noise, then finally a very recognizable voice.
"That's Princess Luna!" Scootaloo whispered. 
<"Uh... hello? Hello? Is this thing on? Confound these modern day contraptions. Uh... if you're hearing this, congratulations! You are now the proud owner of a prototype Friendship Buddy, your friendly guide to learning how to make friends in an easy, step by step basis. Chances are you're having trouble making friends and don't want to embarrass yourself, and Friendship Buddy will help you to practice without fear of judgement. Every Friendship Buddy has a memory chip with a limited intellectual capacity, allowing it to learn and respond to you the more you use it. Anyway, all you need to do is turn it on, and Friendship Buddy will spring to life, providing you with hours of entertainment, love, and more importantly, a new friend.">
Spike was overcome with a sudden burst of giggles. "Oh my gosh, this must be Twilights! She was such a dork when we came to Ponyville, Celestia must have given her a toy to practice on! I can't wait to tell her we found this!"
"We're telling her no such thing," Apple Bloom said. "She'd die of embarrassment if she knew we found this."
"Yeah... much as I hate to admit it, she's got a point. Twilight's already doing us a favor keeping us out of more trouble, it's the least we can do."
Spike was hunched over the filly sized robot, looking for the on switch. "This must be it," he said, reading the inscription on its underside. "North Central Positronics, Serial Number CLC-19." He frowned. "Huh. Bunch of gibberish..." He reached down and flicked a switch from OFF to ON.
Sweetie Bot's eyes blazed to life instantly with a bright and furious red, making whirring and grinding sounds as it powered up for the first time in years. Its horn blazed to life with illuminated artificial light.
"I can do magic! Can you do magic too?"
"Dude..." Spike whispered. "That's super creepy. Who would buy this?"
"No, we can't do magic," Apple Bloom responded hotly. "I'm Apple Bloom, an earth pony, and this is Scootaloo, a pegasus."
"And I'm Spike. I'm a dragon!"
"Greetings, Apple Bloom. Greetings, Scootaloo. Greetings, Spike."
Scootaloo shivered uncomfortably. "I don't like this thing," she said. "Make it stop."
Spike shrugged and reached underneath to turn the switch back to OFF, and all three just stood there for a moment. There was a chilly sense of unease lingering in the air, and none of them liked it.
"Let's get back to work," Scootaloo said. "I don't like looking at it anymore."
"You want to work?" Apple Bloom gasped. "Did that thing hypnotize you?"
"Shut up," Scootaloo snapped.
2:00 am
"Girls, break time!" Twilight called from the top of the stairs. "I have snacks!"
"About time," Scootaloo said,  setting down the pile of papers she'd been sorting. She was surrounded by dust and stacks of old newspapers. Spike had gone up to bed a couple of hours earlier, and she'd been working with Apple Bloom in mostly silence, with the exception of the occasional wisecrack or comment on some amusing article that one of them came across. She cracked her neck as she got up and went to the stairs, with Apple Bloom following. Neither of them noticed Sweetie Bot's eyes slowly flicker and follow them as they left.
6:00 am
Following the snacks and battling slowly settling fatigue, the two girls were making slow progress. They were not used to staying up late like this, and by a certain point they were having trouble paying attention as words and numbers began blurring together. Apple Bloom had to shake herself with increasing frequency to stay awake, and Scootaloo yanked out one of her own feathers in order to allow the sharp sting to keep her eyes open.
Twilight Sparkle appeared at the top of the stairs as the first rays of sunlight slowly filtered in through the upstairs windows. "All done, you two!" She called. "Go home, get some sleep, and I'll see you back here again tonight at ten. How'd you do?"
"We did okay," Scootaloo said, yawning. Both of them were surrounded by stacks of papers, although these ones contained some resemblance of actual organization. Apple Bloom got up from where she'd been working, and stumbled towards the stairs.
"You both showed a lot of courage owning up to your mistake like this," Twilight said. "I'm really proud of you."
Scootaloo was halfway up the stairs when Apple Bloom tugged at her tail.
"What?" She snapped irritably.
Apple Bloom tugged again, and Scootaloo whirled around, nearly falling.
"What are you-"
She looked in the direction Apple Bloom was pointing. Beyond their stacks of hard work and carefully stacked papers, lay the large crumpled tarp, exactly where they had left it. The tarp, however, was laying by itself.
The Friendship Buddy was gone.

	
		Night Two - Saturday - Part One



	Apple Bloom and Scootaloo said goodnight to Twilight, or was it good morning? Then the same to each other. They parted ways with equal yawns, each going back to their respective houses. Apple Bloom made it back to her own farm around 6:20 in the morning, dragging her hooves beneath her. She was hoping to sneak off to bed before the rest of her family could bother her, but since the sun was up, so was Applejack.
The younger sister trudged blearily through the door, immediately hit with the smell of frying vegetables, cooking pancakes, and apple tarts.
"Well, lookee here!" Applejack said, grinning. "How's my little hard worker doin'?"
"Bed," Apple Bloom complained, shuffling through the door. 
"I'll have breakfast waiting for ya when you get up! Then I needja out in the barn pitchin' hay!" Applejack called. 
There was a muffled complaint of a reply.
"No sass now! Yer the one who poisoned the lake, so now y'gotta draw water from th'well!" She frowned, pausing, tapping her hoof against her chin. "That don't sound right... um... yer the one who dug through the snake pit, now y'gotta climb out of... no... heck with it. Y'got nopony to blame but yerself!" She called. "Buck up, sugarcube!"
Apple Bloom didn't hear any of this. She was already asleep.
Scootaloo didn't fare much better. She managed to get home and slip into her house relatively unseen, and manged to make it all the way up to her room before her father came to check on her, just as she climbed into bed. She didn't get to sleep right away, though, as the patriarch of her family came to stand in the door.
"You didn't get your cutie mark in staying up all night, did you?" he asked. "What poetic justice that would have been."
"Shut up, dad," Scootaloo complained. "I just wanna sleep. We gotta do it again tonight."
"Being tired isn't any fun," her dad said. "Hopefully you'll think twice next time before setting somepony's vending cart on fire."
"We didn't -decide- any such thing!" Scootaloo insisted. "It was an accident! There was wind, and some sparks from our fireworks got out of control!"
"Which reminds me, don't think all this business with Twilight puts an end to everything," her said. "You're still grounded for the forseeable future."
"Whatever," Scootaloo said, too tired to do much more complaining, and a few minutes later, she too was out.
That was primarily how the two Crusaders spent their afternoon, long naps interspersed only with extra chores. Their respective families, while loving, were still disappointed in the two young mares, and wasted no opportunity in reminding them of it. The day dragged on slowly until evening, when Apple Bloom and Scootaloo prepared for their second night with high calorie food and high energy drinks at Rock Around The Clock Diner, a rock and roll themed eatery.
Scootaloo drained the rest of her soda just as their waitress returned with the bill.
"Will that be all?" Maud asked.
"Yeah..." Scootaloo glanced at her. "I didn't know you worked here."
"You never asked," she said, taking their bits and rolled away on oversized skates.
"Well now that we've got the obligatory cameo outta the way, back to work?" Apple Bloom asked, watching Maud disappear around the counter.
"Yeah," Scootaloo said. "Let's do it."
---
10:00pm
"So why do you think that thing looks like Sweetie Belle?" Apple Bloom whispered as they gathered outside Twilight's door.
"Probably just an unfortunate resemblance. There's only so many colors a pony can be," Scootaloo shrugged. "Besides, it's probably older than Sweetie is."
Further conversation was cut off as Twilight opened the door, and smiled down upon the two of them. "I'm so glad you two came back, I wasn't entirely sure you would. Working the night shift is unpleasant enough without it being court ordered."
"Yeah," they both chorused.
"Well, come on in. You know what to do, so get to it."
Spike was already downstairs going through papers as they descended the spiral staircase, though he was more into reading than cleaning. He waved cheerfully, and the two fillies returned the gesture. It was sort of a half-hearted wave, though, as the attention of both of them was drawn to the Friendship Buddy, standing silently in the corner.
"Was that there when we left last night?" Apple Bloom asked hesitantly.
"I don't think it was... you think Twilight found it?"
"Maybe... we never covered it back up."
Spike had followed their gaze as they headed over to it, before hurrying to catch up to them.
"Aw, man, this creepy thing again?"
"You missed it after you went to bed, Spike. This thing got weird last night." Apple Bloom reached down to pick up the audio player. She hit fast forward out of boredom, and for a few seconds there was nothing, then static was replaced by warbled, high pitched nonsense.
"Rewind, rewind!" Scootaloo exclaimed. "There's more!"
Apple Bloom did, and hit play in the silence following the first message. Luna's voice broke through clearly once again, although this time it was less cheerful and more... a mixture of worry and annoyance. 
"Hello?" Well, if you're listening to this, congratulations. You must really be interested in Friendship! Unfortunately, there's been a little... incident. You remember how I said Friendship Buddy learns from you the more you use it? Well it turns out one of the very first prototypes was used not so much as a huggable companion, like it was supposed to be, but a combat simulator. I don't know what they were thinking. And since the microchips are all based on the first run, all subsequent Friendship Buddies might have a sort of 'memory' of being knocked around a bit, and might wind up being... more aggressive than intended. Anyway, it's probably no big deal, you should be fine. But if it any point your unit tries to death hug you, you can always turn it off either by the designated switch, or by- *static*
All three stared silently at the strangely Sweetie-like unit, and all three subsequently screamed in surprise as it powered up by itself.
""Hello again, friends Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Spike!"
Scootaloo picked up the tarp from the ground and threw it over the unit, covering it.
"Oh, yeah, that'll stop it. Great job, Scoots, it'll never get us now," Apple Bloom deadpanned.
Spike rolled his eyes at both them and reached underneath the tarp and the unit, fumbling for a minute before turning the switch to OFF.
"I thought you did that already," Scootaloo said nervously.
Spike shrugged. "Well it's off now," he said. "We gotta get back to work. There's still a huge mess down here."
"Yeah..." Apple Bloom said reluctantly. They gave the silent, staring robot a final glance, before starting to clean up again. It was barely 10:30.
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