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		Description

Applejack is getting worried. His coltfriend, a talented Human engineer named Ashton "Ash" Casey has been acting strange lately. He's spending a lot of time at the scrapyard outside of Ponyville where he works, even outside of working hours. And even when he is home, he seems.....distant. Often muttering to himself, or jotting things down in a notebook he always carries with him. Applejack thinks it might be sleep-deprivation, but he can't shake the feeling that something else is going on. Ash seems to be working on some kind of project, which he calls "The Midland Experiment", but refuses to say anything else about it. Frustrated by his coltfriend's strange behavior, and obsession with his so-called "project", Applejack decides to go to the scrapyard late one afternoon to finally see for himself what's really going on, and when he sees it, all he can do is scream
WARNING!!! This story contains dark themes, horror elements, R63 Applejack (called "AJ" in the story), a scrapyard, a Human, a gay relationship, gay kissing, mentions of sex, partial nudity, and at least a few tense and frightening moments. Read at your own risk. Loosely inspired by "The Killdane Experiment", by "22Tesla"
This story also takes place in the same universe as "6 Old Gravel Cars", and "The Demon Line", but where it takes place in the Universe's timeline is left intentionally vague
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		Chapter 1: Scrap-Work, and Strange Behavior



The Midland Scrapyard 
For many years, this scrapyard, which sat a few miles outside of Ponyville, had been invaluable to the Equestrian metal industry. They handled all of the scrap metal from Ponyville, and the surrounding area, and when other scrapyards in Equestria were at capacity, the overflow was sent to Midland, and they quickly took care of it all, and liquidated it. They were well-known for their efficiency, hard work, and above all, scrap removal. Each year, thousands of tons of old cars, girders, railroad rails, and even withdrawn railroad freight cars, coaches, and locomotives, among so many other metal things are brought here, either by road, or by rail, cut up, sometimes ground up, and then melted down so that the metal could be shipped off to steel mills so that it could be used again. 
As the years went by though, things began to change. For various reasons, from financial, to lack of efficiency, more and more steam locomotives began to be withdrawn from service, and sent away for scrapping, replaced by various diesel locomotives. Most of these engines would end up at larger scrapyards outside of the larger industrial cities of Equestria, but when they were full, the engines, tenders, other rolling stock, and whatever else the railways were scrapping would be sent to Midland so that they could handle it with their usual efficiency. It was around this time that he arrived. 
He was a Human from Earth, one of a number in Equestria. He was in his mid 20's, stood around 5'10, had dark drown, almost black hair, smokey-blue eyes, and often wore either faded overalls with a red shirt, or dark coveralls with a white shirt, or sometimes jeans with a pale shirt and a black jacket, and black boots. He also had a tattoo of a black wolf's head on his back. Ashton Casey was his name, and he was rugged, and well built; the perfect blend of brawn and brains, since he'd just graduated college, becoming a mechanical engineer. He arrived in Ponyville, seemingly looking for small town life, and applied for a job at the Midland Scrapyard, and once they saw his impressive credentials (he was overqualified for being a scrapper), they hired him almost immediately. Things were all going well, but they were soon to take a very, very dark turn.

"Ash........you've been messin' with that  gosh-darn engine all day. I wanna playyyy!" Applejack whined. 
I sighed, looking up from the project I was working on. I'd managed to get my hands on enough scrap components to make a small(ish) 1/25th scale 4-6-0 steam locomotive, and I'd been hard at work on it all day long, welding, soldering, riveting, screwing, drilling, hammering, cursing, painting, and more, until at last, it was nearly done. 
"What'dya think, AJ?" I asked as I showed him my creation. "It's not quite done, and it still needs some more paint, and i haven't even attempted to steam it up yet, but I think it's pretty cool for being made out of scrap." 
AJ looked at the engine. "I'm just amazed that you were able to take all that scrap, and actually build a workin'(?) engine out of 'em. But now that yer done, can we PLEASE play now?" 
I sighed, rolling my eyes a bit. While Applejack was a farmer, and the Element of Honesty, he could definitely be a bit of a whiny himbo at times, but I still loved him for it. After all, I'd been the one to fall for him first, and he "Just couldn't say no to those gorgeous smokey-blue puppy dog eyes you gave me", as he put it. It was a bit strange though, us being a gay couple. It wasn't the most common thing in Ponyville, but Applejack's family was accepting of it, as were our friends, and we both had our own place within close distance to both Sweet Apple Acres, and the Midland Scrapyard, so life was good. 
"Yeah, I'm coming, AJ. Just let me cover the paints, rinse off my paintbrush, and clean up some of the mess I made on the kitchen table." 
Once I was done, Applejack was waiting for me in the bedroom, wearing only a pair of boxers, revealing his gorgeous muscular body, orange fur, blonde mane and tail, green eyes, and white freckles. He was smirking at me, and gave me the "come here" motion with his finger. I complied, and once I was on the bed, my coltfriend eagerly pulled me in for a kiss, and we were soon in for a VERY fun night!

"Where is he?" Applejack wondered. 
He looked up at the clock on the living room wall, which read 10:30pm. I was supposed to get off work at around 8pm, but for some reason, I was still at the scrapyard. He tried to call me on my cellphone, and I did answer, but only to tell him that I would be home soon, but that I was very busy at the moment. Applejack could hear the sounds of droning machinery, sparks flying, torches cutting metal, and more, so I knew that I was indeed still at the scrapyard, most likely on the Cutting Floor where things would be cut up for scrap. Finally, at close to 11pm, I got home. I looked exhausted, was covered in grime, soot, oil, and grease, and my clothes smelled like smoke from being inside the Smelters Shed, and on the Cutting Floor. I sighed, and began to wipe my face off, completely oblivious to the fact that Applejack was naked, or at least he was, until he put on a robe, and came over to me. 
"I thought yah got off at 8pm, or a li'l bit later. It's almost 11pm. Why were you there so late?" 
"Working." I muttered. 
"Working on what?" He asked, a bit annoyed
I looked at him wearily. "Scrapyards are like factories, AJ. They always run, day or night, rain or shine, barring any holidays, and we have a tight schedule to keep to, lest we get overwhelmed by the scrap loads. Sometimes, and quite a lot recently, due to the sudden influx of scrap engines and rolling stock, we have to work several hours overtime with the night crew to keep up with the demand. It sucks, but it must be done." 
"Tell me about it, Babe." Applejack said, sympathy in his voice.
"I mean that it sucks, both the workload, and the amount of steam locomotives we have to scrap. It's such a shame. So many of these engines still had many good years left in them, yet here they are to be cut up, and melted down. And for what? To be replaced by those god-awful diesels? Most of them are EXTREMELY unreliable!" 
"Well, then ain't it a good thing that the Equestrian Railroads are keepin' a lot of their steam locomotives, to be workin' together with the diesel ones? The steam engines get to stay, and they get help from the reliable diesels. Everypony wins, right?" 
"Yeah, 'cept for the scrappers who gotta cut up all the withdrawn steam locomotives, rolling stock, other railroad junk, and the unreliable diesels that're gettin' scrapped too. I'm just glad it's coming to an end soon, as they're FINALLY running low on engines to scrap." 
"And then you'll be home more often, right?" Applejack asked. 
"Yeah, maybe." I then jotted something in a notebook I always carried in one of the pockets of my overalls. 
"What're ya writin'?" Applejack asked. 
"Nothing, just something for work." I answered. I then went upstairs to clean up, before joining Applejack in our bedroom to finally get some much-needed rest. 

However, even when the scrap load decreased, I still wasn't home a lot, and Applejack was getting really upset about it. He was able to go to work at Sweet Apple Acres with his family, get home around the time that the sun went down, cook something, or bring home leftovers from a meal that Granny Smith and/or his little sister Applebloom cooked, and do his allotted chores around the house, but yet somehow I couldn't, despite working at the scrapyard with a fixed schedule, and having the weekend off? It made no sense. At first, I chocked it up to overtime, but Applejack soon began to suspect that I was cheating on him. However, I vehemently denied this, as did my coworkers at the scrapyard when Applejack talked to them. They told him that I was one of the hardest workers there, and was an expert at cutting up scrap, and then operating the machinery needed to move it either to the grinder, or straight to the smelting vats. 
"But then, why don't he come home on time? I mean yeah, I get it, you guys gotta work overtime sometimes, but why's he still comin' home late despite there not being too high of a scrap load, not to mention workin' on the weekends a lot?" 
They shrugged. "Weekend pay, perhaps? They pay you at least time-and-a-half, or even double for that. Or maybe he just likes helping the night shift crew. Or maybe he just can't get enough of scrapping things. That's the most fun part of the job after all." 
These seemed like reasonable answers, and Applejack took it to mean that I wasn't cheating on him, as I was always at the scrapyard, and always hard at work, but at the same time, Applejack was worried for another reason. I seemed to be working myself to the bone over this, getting very little sleep, and even when I was home, I was often jotting things in my notebook, and mumbling to myself. 
"Ok, this has gone on for long enough, Ash. What're you really  doing at the scrapyard all the time? Do I even matter to you anymore? You say that you love me, but you don't show it!" 
I looked up from my notebook, dark bags under my eyes. "In order, I'm working, yes, of course you matter to me, AJ, as you're my coltfriend, and things'll be back to normal soon, once I get it working anyway." 
"Get what working?" 
"'The Midland Experiment'." I answered sleepily as I closed my notebook, and put it away. 
"What's that?" 
"The future of......steam locomotives." I mumbled, before falling fast asleep at my desk. 
"Huh?" Applejack asked, but received no reply. "What'd he mean by that?" He wondered. "What's the 'Midland Experiment'?" 
AJ asked me again later on when I was more rested, but I still didn't talk about it. He also asked some of my coworkers at the scrapyard, but they didn't have any answers either. 
"I've never heard of it." 
"That doesn't match anything we're working on here, at least to my knowledge." 
"I've heard Ash mutter about it before, but he's never talked about it." 
"I don't know, but If it's some kind of weapon, or security system, I wish we had it here at the scrapyard." 
"Why's that?" Applejack asked. 
"Because every now and again, we keep having scrap parts, usually various steam locomotive parts, go missing. An engine would arrive, and be set aside for scrapping, but when we'd arrive to move it to the Cutting Floor, various parts would already be missing, parts that weren't missing before. Heck, one time a whole engine just up and vanished somehow. Somebody or somepony keeps stealing them for their scrap value, and the scrapyard doesn't keep very good records, so it makes figuring out what was there when the engines arrived difficult. Unless of course its a diesel locomotive, because then you just have to worry about someone stealing the copper wiring. I'm still baffled about that missing engine though. That was bizarre." 
Applejack wasn't sure of what to make of this, but he did ask me about it that night when we ate a late dinner. 
"Yeah, it's been happening sometimes. Vandals, or maybe thieves keep sneaking into the scrapyard, and helping themselves to parts that look valuable, and because of the poor record-keeping, we can barely figure out what was there when the engine arrived. It hasn't happened in a while though, thanks to beefed-up security. If you ask me though, it was probably the same idiots who keep trying to steal the copper wiring, and copper pipes, since the price of copper is so high right now." 
"And they somehow stole a whole steam locomotive?" 
I sighed. "That's what Ricky and a few others say, but I and others think that the engine they saw was just moved elsewhere, and then scrapped. Engines get moved around sometimes to keep the sidings organized, and many of them look similar, so mistakes can be made." 
I was lying. Applejack didn't know why, but he had a sickening feeling that I was lying to him. Everything I was saying sounded plausible, and I was so calm and collected when I said it, but somehow, he knew I was lying. Over the next week, Applejack continued to notice more strange behavior from me. At night I would often be awake, scribbling more notes into my notebook, muttering about various things, sometimes angrily (Applejack wasn't sure, but it sounded like I was describing locomotive features), or I was out in the garage, checking various tools, and working on what seemed to be an arc-welder. He asked me why I needed it, and I told him that it was for the scrapyard. 
Even my coworkers were noticing my odd behavior. While I was still working hard, and was still friendly to them, they too saw me writing and muttering, and would walk around an engine that was about to be cut up for scrap, carefully noting each and every part, and logging them. One night though, one of my coworkers, Cutter, saw me dragging a large firebox door across the scrapyard. 
"Why're you dragging that, Ash? Did you hear somepony shout the word 'fetch'?" 
I stopped, looked over, and glared at him. "If that was supposed to be a joke Cutter, you failed spectacularly." 
I then resumed my dragging, and drug it out of sight behind one of the buildings at the scrapyard. I then came back, and grabbed a cab seat, and carried it away too, before carrying it inside of a disused shed at the scrapyard, Shed #17, shut the door behind me, drug both parts over to where I was working, put on my gloves and welding mask, turned on my arc welder, and got to work.
"It's almost done. Soon I'll be ready to test it, and reveal it to the world. And then they'll see, oh they'll see. Nobody will ever want another oily diesel ever again!" I then cackled giddily to myself as I kept welding.

Finally, late one afternoon, Applejack had had enough. He was tired of the lies, tried of me neglecting him, tired of whatever I was obsessing over, and had enough. 
"I'm sick and tired of this shit! Who the f@#k does that asshat think he is? I'm his gosh-durn COLTFRIEND for Celestia's sake! What's in that Faust-forsaken scrapyard that's so f@#king important that he's gotta keep it so hidden? What is is that requires those tools, welding equipment, and.......how many barrels of water did he take? I can't even remember. What's he need that much water for anyway? He ain't THAT thirsty, that's for damn sure!" 
Applejack kept looking around in my desk, and the rest of my bedroom, trying to find answers, but I left nothing out. I kept my notebook on me at almost all times, and when it wasn't, it was locked away in my safe. Applejack then saw the 1/25th 4-6-0 steam locomotive that I'd built over 2 1/2 months ago. It was now finished, and had run successfully a few times. 
"Heh, he may be an inconsiderate dipshit, but Ash sure does love his trains. If only he loved me like that." Applejack then picked up a picture of he and I together. We were both smiling, and it was clear how much I loved him. "What changed Ash? Why did you pick.....whatever that 'Midland Experiment' is, over me? Why'd you stop loving me?" 
Applejack then put the picture back on the desk, and in that moment, he got an idea. He was still extremely pissed at me for neglecting him, and so he decided that it was time to pay me a visit at the scrapyard. Sure, I was still working, maybe even on the Cutting Floor cutting up a steam locomotive, car, freight car, coach, or other scrap with a cutting torch, or moving cut up metal either to the grinder, or the smelting vats in the Smelters Shed, but he knew that he wasn't going to wait any longer to confront me, and after climbing into his pickup truck, Applejack made the short drive out to the Midland Scrapyard, little knowing that he was making one of the worst mistakes of his life

When he arrived, Applejack scanned around the parking lot, and soon spotted my pickup truck, and parked next to it. Once he got out, Applejack looked at my truck. The bed was empty, save for an old tarp, a few oil cans, and a few rusty tools, and the doors were locked, so he looked over at the scrapyard's main gate. He then walked over to it, and stopped next to it, looking over at the gatehouse. He saw the door that most employees entered through using our badges near the main gate, but since he wasn't an employee, he knew he'd have to talk to somepony at the gatehouse. 
"Can I help you?" The stallion on duty at the gatehouse, Blue Run, asked when he saw Applejack. 
"My name is Applejack, Bearer of the Element of Honesty, and I'm the boyfriend of one of the employees here, Ashton Casey. Is there any chance you could let me in to see him?" 
Blue Run looked at him. "Do you work here?" 
"No." 
"And do you have an ID badge, employee ID number, a trucker's ID, are a supervisor, own the scrapyard, or are one of the Equestrian Princesses?" 
"Eh....no. I do have an ID card though." 
"Not good enough, I'm afraid. I can't let you in. Company policy." 
"Is there any way you can page him, or something?" AJ asked. 
Blue Run sighed. "I can try, but the calls placed here go to the main office, and then can be directed to one of the break rooms, but whether or not he can come to the phone depends on where he's working today. Who're you looking for again? And who do I say is asking?" 
"Ashton Casey, and tell him that his coltfriend wants to talk to him." 
Blue Run then picked up a phone, and dialed it. Sure enough, a few moments later, somepony at the scrapyard's office answered, and they tried to get in contact with me, but there was no answer. Applejack was frustrated, and in his angry/frustrated state, he wasn't thinking straight, and when Blue Run turned away for a moment, Applejack slipped underneath the truck-gate, and was soon running into the scrapyard as fast as he could. He could hear Blue Run, and a few others at or near the gatehouse yelling at him to stop, but he didn't pay him any mind, and soon found himself near the heart of the scrapyard. 
All around him were various buildings, gravel paths, a few rail lines, a handful of cranes, a number of tractors, bulldozers, loaders, forklifts and other heavy machinery moving various pallets or pieces of metal, and of course, he was surrounded by scrap. All around him were piles of old cars, steel girders, metal rebar, various railway rolling stock, a handful of steam locomotives, and even a few diesel locomotives too. Most of them were dirty, and rather rusty, and the air was filled with smoke, exhaust fumes, and sulfur, as well as the noises of snorting machinery, the roar of the fires in the Smelters Shed, and the sounds of things being cut up on the Cutting Floor. He had no idea where I was, and he knew that the scrapyard security would be looking for him very shortly, so he knew that he had to move fast. 
While doing his best to dodge the security team, Applejack began to ask various workers if they'd seen me. Some of them said no, while others said that they had seen me earlier, cutting up scrap on the Cutting Floor, but weren't sure where I was now. 
"Wouldn't he still be on the Cutting Floor though?" Applejack asked the worker, who was offloading a line of railway fuel tankers to provide fuel for the generators and diesel engines powering the machinery at the scrapyard. 
"Sometimes, though he may have gone to the Smelters Shed. Being a higher-tier on the totem pole, he has more freedom of movement, and job placement for the day." 
Applejack was about to nod, but just as he began to, Blue Run came around the corner of a nearby building, followed by several other security officers, and spotted Applejack. He shouted to others that he'd found the intruder, and Applejack was frozen to the spot. He was just about to run away, when suddenly, it happened. 

Around the same time that Applejack had pulled into the parking lot of the scrapyard, I was taking a drink from some hot chocolate from my thermos. I was a bit sweaty, and tired, but at long last, it was finally done. "The Midland Experiment" had finally been completed, and the fruits of my labor were standing in front of me, all 877,000+lbs (empty-weight) of it.
"Or at least, it's done enough to start testing. It'll still need a little more work, not to mention a bit of tweaking/troubleshooting if anything goes wrong, and then I'll have to paint it properly, but it should be all good. And at least it has the numbering, and markings that it should. It'll be a fine locomotive that'll save mainline steam in Equestria." As I was drinking my hot chocolate, I looked down at my arc-welder, and pulled the handle-grip to allow some more wire to come out. It moved about an inch, and then stopped. 
"Damn. Out of wire again. Dammit! I just hope I can find some more wire without anyone noticing. Miles and miles of wire have gone into this project, and I may need more if any repairs need to be made. In any case though, now it's time to finally steam my creation up for the first time." 
I then put down my thermos, picked up a bag of coal, and after dumping it inside of the firebox in front of me, I doused it with some gasoline, and lit up a match, before tossing it inside the firebox too, which soon blazed to life. I then checked the water and coal supply in the engine's tender, which I'd filled up a few days earlier, and finding them to be good, I began to look at the gauges on my creation. After a few minutes, I began to see them quiver a bit, before moving for the first time. 
"She's alive, alive!" I cackled, amazed that I was now bringing life to my creation, and very soon, I would be revealing her to the world. "And that's when it'll all be worth it." 
As the engine began to steam up though, it began to creak and groan. I knew that this was just the engine coming to life as it should, but it sounded....eerie for some reason. I then tapped a few of the gauges, wondering how long it was going to take to build up steam. I then began to hear a strange hissing noise.  I tried to see where it was coming from, but I couldn't tell. I assumed that it was a small leak somewhere, and that it wouldn't be a problem. I couldn't have been more wrong.

At that exact moment, just as Blue Run was racing towards Applejack, Applejack was getting ready to run, and the other scrapyard workers were looking on in surprise, there suddenly came an awful, ear-splitting scream coming from one of the nearby sheds used to store engines and rolling stock; a scream of horrible pain. Everypony turned to look at the source of the noise, which was coming from Shed #17. Just then, one of the front doors of the shed burst open, and to Applejack's horror, I came stumbling out, horribly burned, and still screaming in agony. 
Applejack started running over to me, and managed to grab me by part of my overalls I was wearing just as I sank to the ground. The left side of my face, neck, chest, and left arm and hand were horribly burned, with my left shirt sleeve, left glove, and part of my overalls melded with my burnt flesh from the heat. 
"Oh my Faust! Ash! What.....what the f@#k happened to you?!" He yelled in a panic. 
"W-whatever you do......d-do not go in there! It's....not safe!" I said in as strong of a voice I could through the unburned side of my mouth, before my breathing started to get a bit raggedy. 
Just then, there came a loud, eerie whistle, and AJ looked back at the shed, where a cloud of smoke and steam was billowing.
"What....what was that?" 
"Oh dear lord." I muttered, looking back at the shed again. "What did I do? What have I done?" 
Before Applejack could say anything else though, something big came puffing out of the engine shed. To the surprise of everypony present, it was a monstrous-looking scrap-engine. It was tall, long, and was colored in a mixture of black and gray. It had a 2-10-4 wheel arrangement, and its number was "5000" crudely painted onto its cab sides, and tender, along with the words "Santa Fe" in white paint. Rust was visible in some parts of the engine and its massive tender, along with the letters "AT&SF", steam was hissing from its pistons, boiler, and backhead, while thick clouds of black smoke came billowing out of its funnel, and back through the cab, which almost seemed to be on fire. As the engine came puffing closer, everypony looked closer at it, and then somebody screamed. 
This monstrous engine wasn't built looking like it currently did; it had been made to look like that after the fact. It was little more than a Frankenstein; an amalgamation of parts taken from many different steam locomotives, and then crudely bolted, riveted, and welded together to form this....this.....thing. Its boiler had come from at least 2 different engines, its chassis from 3, its pistons and driving rods looked all messed up; cut apart, and then welded together to form new, longer shapes, the wheels were several different sizes, the cab was lopsided, and almost every part of the tender had a weld joint on it. It wasn't a steam locomotive; it was a monster. 
Applejack stared in horror at what I'd created, now finally realizing that this was the "Midland Experiment" I'd been obsessing over. He literally had no words to describe what he was feeling. Soon, the paramedics arrived to take me away to the hospital, while the police were called in as well, both to investigate this situation, and to question Applejack about his trespassing. All the while though, the scrap-engine, which at this point had come to a stop on a set of points a fair distance away from the shed, was still making frightful noises as the boiler and firebox cooled down. 
"It was horrifying." Applejack said later. "It......that locomotive was screaming! I swear to Celestia, that locomotive was screaming in pain! I've never heard anything like that in my life, and that sound....that Faust-awful scream, has haunted my nightmares ever since that day. I'll never forget it, nor Ash stumbling out of that shed looking like he'd been nearly half-barbecued." 
After the scrap-engine had cooled down, it was pushed into a siding pending further investigations, and the scrap-engine rolled off down the siding, and even though its fire was out, and the boiler cooled, the scrap-engine was still making noises, almost....groaning and moaning noises. It kept rolling deeper and deeper into the scrapyard, soon vanishing from view.

			Author's Notes: 
And, that was Chapter 1 of 2 of this wild ride. Yes, I know it was a slow burner, but believe me, it's only downhill from here, and the action first started to pick up when Ash came out screaming in pain from his burns, and it'll only get more intense from here as the horror elements begin to kick into gear. So what's going to happen now? How did Ash get burned that badly? Will he be ok? What's his current mental state? How badly scarred is Applejack? And where did that scrap-engine go? How was it able to whistle on its own, and start moving out of the shed? And why was it screaming, and making other noises? And what's going to happen next? Well, you all know the drill, stay tuned and I'll tell you
In the meantime though, as always, comments, questions, feedback, as well as spreading the word about this story are always appreciated, and I'll see you all again in Chapter 2!
ScarFox out for now!


	
		Chapter 2: Painful, Mysterious Aftermath



Following my horrific burns, I was rushed to the Ponyville General Hospital thanks to the valiant efforts of the Ponyville Ambulance Company, and upon my arrival, I was rushed to the Burn Ward, where my wounds were cleaned, and the damage assessed. It was pretty bad. The left 1/3 of my face, the left side of my neck, almost my entire left arm, my left hand, and part of my chest had been severely burned, and the chest burns were bad enough to cause my breathing to become ragged, as seen in the scrapyard. 
Over the next several days, I was in excruciating pain when not zonked out on drugs, and had undergone a number of surgeries, the first of which had been to remove my burned shirt sleeve and glove from my left arm and hand. My left eye was safe, since I'd been wearing a pair of protective goggles when I got burned (which I later ripped off of my face just before I stumbled out of the shed), but I still felt a stinging sensation in it for a few days. During periods of rest in between surgeries, I was questioned at length by the Police, and it was during this time that the full truth of what I'd been doing came out. 
I had been extremely distraught that the Equestrian Railroad had been withdrawing steam locomotives from service, and scrapping them in favor of diesel locomotives, so I began to look into creating a brand-new type of engine, one that could haul more freight, in less time, and using less fuel than a diesel locomotive, yet was also easy to maintain. That was when I remembered the 2-10-4 Texas-Type steam locomotives that had been built by the Baldwin Locomotive Works back on Earth, particularly "Madam Queen", aka AT&SF 5000, which had been in service from 1930-1957, and was revolutionary for its time. Equestria had no engines like this, with their two largest types being the equivalent of a 2-8-2 Mikado locomotive, and a 4-8-4 Niagara locomotive, so I knew that if I was going to do this, I was going to have to build one from scratch, and I was in the perfect position, and location to do so. 
For weeks leading up to this day, I was jotting things in my notebook; things like engine sketches, lists of parts I was going to need, lists of tools and supplies I was going to need, where I was going to be building this engine, and various progress reports from my efforts. I decided to use Shed #17 for this, as it was disused, out of the way, and no one ever really went in there anymore, and I got all of the parts I needed for my engine from the scrapyard itself. Because steam locomotives were being cut up for scrap here all the time, I was able to scrounge up all the spare parts I could ever want. And thanks to the poor record-keeping at the scrapyard, no one really noticed any of the parts, even large parts such as boiler components, cab pieces, wheels, pistons, and tender parts going missing, save for the select few who had seen me dragging/carrying parts away from scrapped engines, but hadn't followed up on it. And during my breaks while I was working, on some of my days off, and on the nights when I was supposedly working late, I was at the scrapyard, scrounging up more parts for my project, and of course, putting it together. 
"That was the hardest part." I said quietly, using a device that the Detective was holding to translate my thoughts into words, as I was unable to speak at the time. "I was building this massive engine from scratch, by myself, using only hand tools, an arc-welder, a cutting torch, and an old overhead gantry crane inside the shed. And this was where I began to run into trouble. I had some skills for this, but the parts didn't want to fit properly, as they came from different engines with little similarities to what I wanted to build. This is where I had to start cutting pieces apart, and then welding them together with other parts; either to create a longer part, such as I did with the boiler, chassis, and driving rods, or to craft the pieces into a specific shape, such as the case with the cab and tender. 
And even then, it wasn't perfect, as you saw. I knew that this project was going to end up looking a bit wonky, as it was meant to be a prototype, made from so many scrap parts, and despite my being an engineer, my skills could be a bit....lacking at times, especially if I was tired, which happened frequently. But despite these setbacks, and often running out of welding wire, my creation slowly but surely began to take shape, until at last, it was done, at least enough to finally test it." 
"And I'm assuming that this was when things went wrong?" One of the detectives asked. "And how were you able to steal an entire scrap engine without anypony noticing?"
"Yes. And answering your second question first, that engine was where most of the boiler and chassis parts, as well as wheels I needed came from. I was able to move it from the siding it was in using one of the shunting-engines, and quickly moved it to Shed #17 when no one was looking, before putting the shunting-engine back where I found it, and quickly cutting up the scrap-engine to get what I needed from it. This was a huge boon to my work, but this was also around the same time that I realized that I was going to have to cut up the boiler and chassis, and add in parts from other engines in order to make them longer. There's a reason I called this the 'Chop n' Weld Era' of the construction process.
And to answer your second question, I was in the process of test-firing the locomotive for the first time, and at first, everything seemed to be going well; the fire was burning brightly, the boiler was holding steam pressure just fine, and the gauges in the cab began to move. I was so excited.....and then I heard something start hissing, and before I could figure out what it was, the glass tube water gauge suddenly burst, spraying me with boiling water, and scalding steam. I screamed out in agony, reached around blindly in the cab, and ripped off my goggles, before climbing down, and stumbling outside of the shed, still screaming, and I think you know the rest."
"Ok, but why did the engine start moving on its own? And how was it able to whistle?" 
"I must have accidentally released the brakes, because soon after I left the shed, the engine rolled out, and the world feasted its eyes upon my creation.....and some rude idiot started screaming. I mean yes, the engine looks like a Frankenstein, but it's a steam locomotive, not a living, breathing creature. The rest is kind of a blur, and I don't know about the whistle. Maybe the cord snagged on something, or I didn't hook it up properly." 
I eventually learned that my scrap-engine had been rolled onto a siding, pending further investigation, and in addition to my severe burns, I was also potentially facing charges of theft, trespassing, and misuse of company resources, not to mention my likely termination from the scrapyard. I sighed. I'd only wanted to help, but in the end, I only made things worse for myself. 

While I was in the hospital, I kept wondering if Applejack was going to visit me. He did, but he often just stood near my bed, staring at me coldly. I could see the pain in his eyes, but I couldn't tell if the pain was from what he was feeling, of if he was pained for me. I didn't know, because he never said anything; he just looked at me.
"S-say....something. Please." I finally croaked out, still in severe pain over my most recent neck surgery. 
"What's there to say, Ash? You lied to me. You lied, to the Element of Honesty." 
"L-lied......by omission. Lied.....about work. I.....was...faithful to you. I just.....w-wanted.....to....s-save mainline.....steam from....." I couldn't finish, as the pain was too great. 
The left side of my face, neck, and my entire left arm and hand were covered in bandages, as was part of my chest, and my outlook didn't look good. I had many more painful surgeries ahead, and when it was all said and done, I wouldn't be able to use my left hand for much anymore, my left arm would be very stiff, my face and neck would have a number of horrible burn scars, and my breathing would forever be a bit raspy in my left lung. 
Applejack looked at me. "What....did you do to that engine, Ash? How was it able to whistle on its own like that? And why was it screamin'?" 
"S-scream...ing?" I asked weakly. My memory of what happened after I was burned was still blurry, aside from telling Applejack to stay away from the engine, because of that burst water gauge, hearing it whistle, and asking what I had done. "I...d-don't know." 
"Stop lyin' to me, Ash!" Applejack almost yelled in frustration. 
I looked him dead in the eyes. "I....swear on my....Grandma's grave....that...I'm not....lying, AJ. I built...the engine....out of scrap, nothing......more. I used.....no Magic.......no tricks.....n-nothing. Nothing but.....my own two hands......some tools.......and my arc-welder. All.....from spare parts. I did nothing else!" I forced myself to say, in spite of the excruciating pain from doing so. 
Applejack could see that I was telling him the truth. He'd been talking with his friends, and while they were divided on this topic, they agreed on a few things. While I was guilty of lying, and taking parts I shouldn't have, it wasn't technically stealing, since the parts never left the scrapyard, and like what others had said, what I had done was build a steam locomotive. Yes, it looked like a Frankenstein because of how I had to build it, but that's all it was; a machine. It wasn't a living, breathing creature I had cut up, and sewn back together. The only one who got hurt physically was myself, and I hadn't been cheating on Applejack, just building my steam locomotive in secret to try and solve a problem that the Equestrian Railroad had, using methods that weren't quite above-board. So I was guilty of a few things, but nothing too serious, though the circumstances surrounding it were why the Mane 6 were so divided. 
Some thought that I should be punished for breaking the rules/laws, while others thought that my injuries were punishment enough. And they were also divided on the scrap-engine itself. While they agreed that it was a steam locomotive, they were divided on what it really was. Some, including Applejack thought that there was something deeper going on, based on the fact that it whistled by itself, and that while it was cooling down, the engine was screaming. 
"Steam engines don't scream, Girls, and this one was. It sounded like it was screamin' in pain!" 
"Are you sure it wasn't just a burst steam pipe, or something along those lines, Applejack?" Twilight asked, trying to be rational. "Remember, Ashton built this locomotive from scrap parts, so there is a chance that some of his welding seams were faulty." 
"I would agree with ya, Twilight, but the screams weren't constant. If it was somethin' leaking, then it would be constant 'til the engine was cooled down, but they weren't. There were pauses, almost like it was takin' a breath before screamin' again. And I swear that in between its screams, I could hear the engine mutterin'. I couldn't quite make out the words, but I swear it was mutterin'." 
"But are you sure it was coming from the engine, and not somepony else nearby?" Rainbow Dash asked. "Plus, you were hysterical over Ash being burned, so maybe you imagined it?" 
Applejack wasn't sure what to say. "I know what I heard, Girls. Ash was moanin' in pain, and mutterin', but the mutterin' I was referrin' to was different; more high-pitched, almost whispery. Maybe it was in my head, but I don't think it was." 
He and the Girls continued to talk about it, and they still couldn't agree on it fully. Back in the present moment, Applejack was still with me in my hospital room, looking at me. Just like how he and the rest of the Mane 6 were town about the scrap-engine, he too was torn with what to do about me. Yes, I had been lying to him about what I was doing, but that was it. I was still faithful to him, and still working at the scrapyard like I said I was. So I was guilty of lying, and taking parts, but that was about it. 
"So, do you Girls think I should forgive him?" Applejack asked them during their previous discussion. 
"That's entirely up to you, AJ." Twilight. "You're the Element of Honesty, so it's your decision."
"I think you should." Fluttershy told him. 
Pinkie agreed, and then Applejack went home to think about it all.

Meanwhile, back out at the scrapyard, detectives were looking around the yard for the scrap-engine, but they couldn't find it anywhere. They went back to the siding where the engine had been shunted, only to find it gone. 
"Where did it go?" They asked the various people and Ponies in charge of driving the shunting-engines used to move the heavy locomotives and rolling stock around the scrapyard, and over to the Cutting Floor. 
All of them either shook their heads, or shrugged. None of them seemingly had any idea, and they all swore that they hadn't moved it, as the Scrapyard Foreman had given them very strict instructions that it wasn't to be touched, as it was part of an active investigation. 
"Well it was placed on a dead-end siding, ending in a set of buffers, with the points set against it, so it obviously didn't just roll off by itself! Somepony must have moved it!" 
The shunter-drivers, and a few other scrapyard workers all shared glances. All of them felt that there was something wrong with the engine, and a few of them had seen it move on its own, at least a little bit. These incidents, coupled with the publicity the scrapyard was getting was why the engine was taken away to be quickly and quietly scrapped. However, none of them said anything, out of fear of getting in trouble for tampering with the police investigation. 

Over the coming weeks, I'd undergone still more surgeries. I was able to speak more clearly now, and with less pain, but my face, neck, left arm, and chest were still badly scarred, as was my left hand. I was able to move my arm a bit better, but it was still very stiff. I still cursed at myself for not having tested the water gauge better before installing it, not having been able to locate the source of the hissing steam soon, or even getting out of the cab moments before it burst, but what was done was done.
I was also having nightmares. Night after night, I kept having a nightmare where I was back at the scrapyard. It was nighttime, and a low mist covered everything. I was walking among rows of scrap piles, when I would hear a strange creaking-groaning sound, like an old scrap-engine was being moved. Then I would look down one of the transfer-tracks, and I would see it, my patchwork Texas-type locomotive. On the front of its smokebox door was a simple face, crudely painted in white paint, but the face was smiling with a sinister grin. The engine would then whistle eerily, and start moving towards me, all while making frightening noises. It sounded like someone was gasping for air, and mixed in were whispers and mutterings, but I was unable to make them out. I would try to run, but my way would be blocked by mountains of scrap metal, and then the last thing I would hear would be the engine's whistle, before I would wake up in a cold sweat. 
Applejack was also having nightmares, and his too centered around the scrap-engine, but he was reliving me stumbling out of Shed #17 screaming, and covered in burns, and then the engine screaming, and making other horrifying noises as it cooled down. We told each other about our dreams, not quite knowing what to say about them. 
"Ash, when you were building that engine, did anything.....weird happen?" 
I sighed. "Yes, but at the time, I just chalked it up to sleep-deprivation. I'd be working, and I'd swear I heard a voice whispering, but I couldn't make out what it was saying. I thought it was either the wind, my sleep-deprivation, or even just me being paranoid, since I was working on this in secret. This didn't happen all the time though, which was why I dismissed it so easily." 
"But what if....what if it wasn't just your imagination, Ash? What if....by creatin' such an engine, you released somethin' that should have been kept sleepin'?"
I opened my mouth, but closed it again soon after. I knew he was referring to how the scrap-engine was still missing, despite an extensive search, and no one claimed any responsibility for it. Everyone seemed to think I'd either stolen it myself, or hired someone to do it, and I was pretty sure that the scrapyard had scrapped it themselves one night to try and get rid of the publicity that having the engine around was causing. 
"I'm telling you, AJ, they scrapped it just to be rid of it, and blamed me to cover their tracks, since I created it to begin with. But yet, that doesn't explain what my old coworkers have told me." 
"What'd they tell you?" Applejack asked. 
I looked at him, a bit of fear in my eyes. "They told me that during the night, they've heard, or seen (or both), the scrap-engine moving around the scrapyard, creaking, groaning, seemingly gasping for air, and like you said you saw in your nightmare, and seemingly heard the day I tried to fire it up, whispering. However, they said that they thought they could hear it say 'I....am dead'. 'I....*inaudible*.....rest.' And there were more things whispered, but they were completely inaudible. Granted, I'm not sure of the authenticity of any of this, but these are seasoned scrappers, and I don't know why they'd lie about it." 
"Yeah.....that's really weird." Applejack agreed. "I wish that there was a way for us to finally put this to rest, and move on, as the nightmares are gettin' really drainin'." 
I sighed. "In a way, there is, but it involves a bit of risk." 
"And what's that?" 
"Well, my access to the scrapyard was never fully revoked, so I could get us in, and we can both talk to my coworkers, and confront the management about the fate of the engine. If it was scrapped? Then fine, the issue is closed. But if not, then we find it, and finally figure out what's going on." 
Applejack reluctantly agreed, though we would have to wait a few more days until I was discharged from the hospital.

When the time  came, we were at home getting ready. I was still in some pain, but I'd already come to terms with the fact that it would be like this for the rest of my life. I wore part of a mask to hide the burned left side of my face, special bandages over neck and my left arm, and my left hand was covered in a glove. I could move my hand a bit, but my fingers were all but frozen in place from the tendons being severely damaged. Once I was ready, and the sun had gone down, Applejack drove us to the scrapyard. When we arrived, he parked, and we both got out, and approached the gatehouse. 
"Can I help you?" Blue Run asked as we approached. 
"Yes. I need you to let us in." 
"Certainly. But only if you have what it takes to enter. Are you an employee here?"
I sighed. "You know who I am, Blue." 
"Do I?" He then looked closer at me, and his eyes widened when he realized who I was. "Ashton. You're......you're not supposed to be here. Your employment was terminated." 
"Oh really? Then why do I still have my employee ID card?" I then held it up, and swiped it through the slider on the employee door. Sure enough, it blinked green, and the door opened. 
"You can enter, Ashton, but he can't." Blue Run pointed to Applejack. "He was given a ban for trespassing." 
I looked at Applejack, and then back at Blue Run. "What're you talking about? There's no one else here but you and me, Blue." I said as I handed him a few large banknotes. 
He looked at the notes, and then at me. We both knew that this was only going to work because I was an employee here, and had been such a benefit to the Midland Scrapyard while I'd worked here. 
"Well, everything looks ok to me." He said as he took the notes. "You're good to go." 
He then went back into the gatehouse, and Applejack and I entered through the employee door. Once we were inside, I went to the employee locker room, and after opening my locker, I grabbed a pair of coveralls, gloves, and a hard hat, and I handed Applejack a spare set of overalls, and a second hard hat and of gloves, and after he put them on, I grabbed a flashlight, and led the way into the scrapyard. 
Once we were outside, a bit of a mist hung in the air, and we began walking near one of the tracks that led through the scrapyard. 
"Where're we goin', Ash?" Applejack asked.
"We're going to Shed #17 first, just to check it. Then we're going to go see if we can find anyone in the office to talk to about the scrap-engine, and then see if we can find any of the guys I know on the night shift to talk to." 
He agreed, and we first went to Shed #17. When we arrived, yellow Police Tape was still around it, and the doors were locked up tight, but I was able to peer in through a window to confirm that the shed was empty. After this, we headed to the scrapyard's main office. Once we were inside, and I unintentionally gave the office staff a scare with my mask, they were eventually able to calm down enough to let us look through the records of the scrap engines. I wasn't sure what I was looking for, since my scrap-engine had been an anomaly, so I checked the "Miscellaneous" section of the records. 
"Hey, I found it." I then pulled out a file, and began to read it. "'Scrap-Engine No.98462. Experimental unit built by Aston Casey. A Failure from the start, this engine was scrapped on......' Damn, it's all smudged up. I think it says....'10/17(?)/....' but no year is listed, but obviously that would be this year, '.....following a police investigation into the engine's freakish origins'." 
"So according to the records, it was scrapped." 
"Yeah, I guess so. And 'freakish origins'?? That's a pretty unprofessional thing to write in a report." 
After we were done in the office, we then went to go see if we could find anyone I knew from the night shift to talk to.

After talking to a few of the shunter-drivers, and the guys I knew on the Cutting Floor, and the Smelters Shed, I was left baffled by their responses. The shunter-drivers said that the engine was removed from its siding, and shunted over to the Smelters Shed, but due to its massive size, they first had to send it over to the Cutting Floor to be chopped up. They started scrapping the engine, when management told them to stop, as the engine was still part of the police investigation, so it was moved to another siding, and then back to the Cutting Floor later, and then it was moved out again to make room for an incoming scrap-train, and then back to the Smelters Shed, and then it was gone. 
"What do you mean, 'it was gone'?" I asked.
"Just what I said, Man. It was gone. It was the center of the biggest game of 'Hot Potato' I've ever seen, and then it was just gone. I went to go drag it back to the Cutting Floor, and it was just gone. I assumed that they just melted it down to be rid of it. You really caused quite a fuss with your creation, Ash."
I sighed. "Yeah, I know that now." I replied, gesturing to my burns. "And the records in the office show that it was scrapped too, but then there's the stories to contend with." 
"You mean you've heard about what some of the guys have seen?" 
I nodded. "Yeah, or at least, what they've supposedly seen. Is there any truth to it?" 
The shunter-driver nodded. "I've seen it, Ash. It was rolling through the sidings, hissing steam, groaning, and creaking." 
"You mean.....like that?!" Applejack suddenly piped up, pointing at something. 
The shunter-driver and I turned to look at what he was pointing at, and I saw the back of a large tender disappear behind a pile of scrap a few yards away from us. 
"I.....don't know. Let's go see." Applejack and I then ran over towards the scrap pile. 
When we arrived, we looked around, and there were a few scrap-engines sitting nearby, one of which had a tender. 
"Hmm. Is that what you saw, AJ?" I asked, pointing to the engine with the tender. 
"I'm....I'm not sure. It was dark, so it was hard to see." 
I was just about to say something, but I never got the chance to. Just as I was opening my mouth, we both suddenly heard a loud, eerie whistle, as well as the unmistakable sound of a steam engine puffing, but it sounded.....off. This was followed by the hissing of steam, and the creaking and groaning of an old engine in motion.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gcrCgtpNm6g
"That.......doesn't sound normal." I finally managed to say. But before I could say anything else, those sounds were followed by a large, dark shape looming in the dim lighting in that part of the scrapyard further down the tracks. I shined my flashlight towards the shape, but it was too far away. It wouldn't be for long though. 
The large black shape, which I was soon able to tell was an engine, began slowly, loudly, puffing towards where Applejack and I were standing. I could hear steam hissing from the engine, but I couldn't see any coming out, and nor was there any smoke coming from the engine's funnel. As it got closer, I saw that the engine was a mixture of black and gray, and when I saw its wheel arrangement, I knew immediately that it was my scrap-engine. I was happy at first, joyful even, that my creation, that I had labored so long to create was seemingly still in existence, despite claims to the contrary, but my joy was not to last. 
As it drew closer still, and I was about to start walking towards it, the engine suddenly loud out a loud, pained scream, followed by sounds of something gasping desperately for air in a strained, pained manner. On the front of the engine's smokebox door, I saw that the engine's headlamp was missing, and in its place were 2 large black masses that looked like eyes, and a 3rd black mass that looked like a mouth, but it was in an open gasp of pain and suffering. The engine continued to scream, gasp, and cry out in pain as it puffed closer, and then the whispering began. 
"I....am....dead." 
"My rest.....disturbed." 
"I want to.....die....." 
"Why......why am I....here?" 
"Please......kill me." 
"I want to.......rest." 
"I am......*painful gasping for air*" 
What made this even more terrifying was that each whisper was a different and distinct voice. Applejack and I were frozen to the spot, our faces dead white from sheer terror at what we were witnessing. When the engine puffed by Applejack and I, I clearly saw its dozens, if not hundreds of welding joints, and I also saw no fire burning in its firebox, nor any coal in its tender, and for the briefest of moments, I saw the burst water gauge in the cab. It was clear by now that what I was seeing wasn't the engine I created, but something far worse; this was something supernatural. I had disturbed something when I'd taken all of those scrap parts to create this engine, or rather, multiple somethings, and now they were all trapped inside of this.....this....amalgamation of parts that I called my "Midland Experiment". Or had they always been there? And were they still trapped even after the engine had been scrapped? Once the engine was past us, we saw its red tail-lamp on its tender glowing brightly as it disappeared around a bend, and into the darkness.
".....My god. What.....what have I done?" The full weight of what my actions had caused hit me squarely in the face, as did the realization that I was the cause of....whatever those things were, suffering. They were roaming the scrapyard, crying out for their end to come so that they could find peace, but now I had disturbed that. I'd made them a part of my scrap-engine, and now this was the result. 
Applejack was unable to say anything at all. He was holding me tightly, still frozen in fear. 
I then began to scream. I screamed out in terror, out of the guilt of what I had done, and I screamed for the pain of my creation. I was the cause of their suffering, and could do nothing to alleviate it. I knew that I was going to suffer because of what I had done, and I was right. 
Eventually, the scrapyard workers found us, and we were given medical attention, but after that night, neither Applejack nor I were ever the same again. Applejack was forever haunted by the memories of me being burned, the scrap engine rolling out of the shed, the screams and whispers he heard from it, and of the night he saw it again. These memories plagued him, both in his dreams, and in the waking world, and he sank into a deep depression, and started drinking heavily. 
And as for me? I in addition to my horrible scars, I was plagued by nightmares; nightmares of my scrap-engine, and whatever was trapped inside of it. Almost every night I had nightmares about it, and the night Applejack and I saw it, and I too sank into a pained depression. One night though, some years later, I suddenly disappeared. No one knew where I went, and an investigation was opened, but I was never seen again. A short time later, Applejack was found comatose at home, having nearly drank himself to death over my disappearance. He would eventually recover physically, and some hoped that both of us were finally able to find peace in the aftermath of the horrors we experienced, but others weren't so sure. 
Sometimes in the night, Applebloom, Big Mac, and even Granny Smith would hear the sounds of quiet sobbing coming from the orchards at Sweet Apple Acres, and other times, they heard the sounds of a stallion crying out in the night, begging for someone to come back to them, and asking them where they were. The Apple Family knew this to be the restless, mentally-broken Applejack, desperately looking for Ash, as he was unable to cope with living without his Beloved. And where was Ash? Some workers on the night shift at the scrapyard had an answer for that. 
Many times during the night, they heard the sound of someone running through the scrapyard, breathing heavily, and occasionally crying out in frustration, seemingly lost among the piles of scrap, and lines of scrap-engines and rolling stock. And occasionally, some would even report seeing a dark figure darting through the scrapyard, but they would always disappear into the night, seemingly unaware of their presence. These movements of this figure were accompanied by the continued presence of the "Midlands Experiment", which continued to be spotted moving around the yards, puffing, whistling, screaming, gasping for air, whispering, and now even growling. It seemed to be hunting for something, or someone. Many of the workers believed that the scrap-engine was hunting for Ash, as he was the one responsible for disturbing the rest of whatever supernatural entities now controlled the train. Which if true, meant that Ash was doomed to forever run through the scrapyard, never able to find his way out, and always on the run from his frightening creation.
It was so cruel, but yet, it was retribution for disturbing something that should have been left alone, and Applejack had the unfortunate mischance of being caught in the crossfire. But, was Ash really dead, or was he in some kind of hellish limbo? No one knew, and none were brave enough to try and find out, out of fear of the "Midlands Experiment". 


THE END?

			Author's Notes: 
And, that was Chapter 2
I hope that you all enjoyed my 2nd attempt at creating an MLP horror story, this one also based on trains, and another "Thomas and Friends" horror AU. I had some difficulties writing this story (I was getting very paranoid at night. The same thing happened when I was writing "6 Old Gravel Cars"), but in the end, I think it was worth it. So what did you all think? Is Ash really dead, or is he trapped in some kind of limbo? Will he and Applejack ever be reunited? Will he ever be able to escape his monstrous creation? I'll leave that up for you to decide
In the meantime though, as always, Comments, Questions, Feedback, as well as spreading the word about this story are always appreciated, and I'll see you all again soon! 
ScarFox out for now! 
(And for anyone who's interested, I was planning on writing an AU to this story where there's nothing supernatural, Ash never gets burned, and the "Midland Experiment" is a success, at least to some degree). Also, I'll leave you with these 2 animations from this story's inspiration, "The Killdane Experiment"
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lHWZTRzYcZc
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PyMjVC11Npo&t=81s
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