The Midnight Mechanic
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A CULTURAL FANTASY
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Arjun and Rahul ride their motorcycle
through the dense, fog-choked forest, the only
sound being the struggling engine. Suddenly,
the bike lets out a final, metallic wheeze and
dies, leaving them stranded in the oppressive

silence of the night.
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They stand on the dark road, the cold blue-
grey mist swirling around their ankles as they
inspect the dead machine. Through the trees, a
flickering warm light catches Arun's eye,

revealing a dilapidated mechanic shop with a

\SCRAPPER

rusted sign swaying in the wind.
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They push the heavy motorcycle toward the
building, the 24 HOURS SERVICE sign creaking
rhythmically like a heartbeat in the void. Arjun
feels a sudden, sharp chill, noticing that the
crickets and owls have gone completely silent as

they approach the gravel driveway.
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The shop is a graveyard of rusted metal and
oil-stained concrete, smelling strongly of ancient
smoke and old rubber. Inside, the flickering
overhead light casts long, dancing shadows that
seem to move independently of the junk piles

creating them.

Arjun & Rahul vs. Scrapper:
Desperate Measures
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CLUNKER:

Rahul calls out into the darkness, his voice
tight with fear, but only the sound of dripping
oil answers his plea. From the back of the
garage, a heavy, dragging footstep echoes
against the floorboards, drawing closer with

agonizing slowness.
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A hulking figure emerges from the gloom,
wearing a tattered mechanic’s jumpsuit that
hangs off a skeletal, charred frame. Arjun gasps
as the light hits the man, revealing a face half-
melted and skin that looks like cracked,

blackened parchment.
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One of the mechanic’s eyes glows with a
sickly, inner light, staring intensely at the two
terrified young men. Small, persistent flames lick
at his shoulders and chest, yet he doesn't seem

to feel the heat as he reaches out a blackened,
fused hand.
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On the workbench nearby, Arjun notices an
old, scorched newspaper clipping detailing a
horrific fire that claimed the shop decades ago.
The photo of the owner matches the
nightmarish figure standing before them, his
hand now inches from Rahul's trembling

shoulder.
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The ghost lets out a low, raspy hiss that
sounds like steam escaping a broken pipe, and
the temperature in the room begins to
skyrocket. Panic takes over, and the two friends
scramble backward, their boots sliding on a

sudden patch of hot, bubbling grease.
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They abandon the bike and sprint back into
the safety of the dark woods, the orange glow of
the haunted shop fading behind them. They
don't look back until the sun begins to rise,
knowing they narrowly escaped a mechanic who

was looking for a permanent apprentice.
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