

    
        
          JACK O' LANTERN: LANTERNBORN BOOK 1

        

        
        
          JACK O' LANTERN: LANTERNBORN, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Zac Author

        

        
          Published by Zac Author, 2026.

        

    


Jack O’ Lantern: LanternBorn Book 1  © 2026 Zac Author 

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced, copied, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, and places are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

For permissions, inquiries, or collaborations, contact: [peaceblack14@gmail.com] 

Second Edition – 2026 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

JACK O' LANTERN: LANTERNBORN BOOK 1

CHAPTER 1:

CHAPTER 2:

CHAPTER 3:

CHAPTER 4:

CHAPTER 5:

CHAPTER 6:

CHAPTER 7: | Part to Death

CHAPTER 8:

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10:

CHAPTER 11:

CHAPTER 12:

CHAPTER 13:

CHAPTER 14:

CHAPTER 15:

JACK O’ LANTERN :LANTERNBORN

BOOK 1

By Zac Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1: 

A One-Way Ticket to Halloween 
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The bus stop was nearly empty, except for a mother and her son, standing under the dim yellow glow of the streetlight. The woman held onto her son's hand tightly, her eyes tired but still filled with warmth. The boy, Ozen, stood silently, his gaze fixed on the dark road ahead. 

They had lost everything. 

Their house. Their wealth. Their security. 

After the betrayal and murder of Ozen's father, his uncle and aunt had taken everything, leaving him and his mother with nothing. Now, they had no choice but to leave the city and move to the only place left for them—Halloween, a small town on the outskirts of glass City, where his grandfather lived. 
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THE BUS FINALLY ARRIVED, its brakes hissing like an old beast groaning from exhaustion. The doors creaked open, and the bus driver, a scruffy man with tired eyes, looked at them. 

"Where to?" 

The mother smiled softly. "Halloween." 

The bus driver blinked, then grinned as if he had heard the funniest joke. "Ohh-ho-ho! Halloween!" he said in a dramatic, overly spooky voice, wiggling his fingers for effect. "Scary place, that one." 

Ozen sighed. Great. Just great. 

Ignoring the driver's theatrics, they stepped onto the bus and took a seat. As the bus rumbled forward, Ozen stared out the window. His mother gently squeezed his hand. 

"Everything will be fine, Ozen," she reassured him, her voice soft but firm. 

He didn't respond. 

Because deep down... he wasn't sure if she was right. 

Welcome to Halloween 

The ride felt like an eternity, but eventually, the bus slowed to a stop. The doors hissed open, and the driver called out, once again in a ridiculous haunted-house voice— 

"Weeelcome to Haaaalloooweeeen!" 

Ozen groaned internally. 

Stepping off the bus, the first thing he noticed was how rundown the town looked. Cracked pavement, flickering streetlights, and old buildings that seemed to lean over the narrow streets, whispering secrets to each other. 
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HIS MOTHER FROWNED. "Where's Grandpa? He was supposed to meet us..." 
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"I AM RIGHT HERE." 
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BOTH MOTHER AND SON jumped as a deep, cold voice spoke directly behind them. 
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OZEN WHIPPED AROUND, his heart hammering, only to see an old man with a permanent scowl, standing uncomfortably close. 
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"DAD!" HIS MOTHER EXHALED, pressing a hand to her chest. "You scared us!" 
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"HMPH." THE OLD MAN—GRANDPA—DIDN'T seem sorry at all. 

––––––––
[image: ]


"COULDN'T YOU AT LEAST announce yourself properly?" she scolded, her tone shifting from startled to exasperated. "You almost gave me a heart attack!" 
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THE TENSE ATMOSPHERE suddenly lightened, and for a brief moment, they all forgot the pain of what they had lost. 
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GRANDPA LET OUT A SMALL grunt, then, without another word, casually grabbed one of his daughter's bags and turned away. But just as they were about to follow him, he paused. 
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FOR THE FIRST TIME since they arrived, he turned to look at them—not with his usual cold expression, but with a flicker of warmth. 
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"YOU'VE BEEN THROUGH a lot," he said gruffly. "You're strong. Both of you. You'll be fine." 
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THEN, JUST AS QUICKLY as it appeared, the fatherly warmth vanished. 
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"NOW, LET'S GO." 
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AND WITH THAT, HE WALKED ahead, leading them deeper into Halloween. 

A Strange Feeling 

The walk to Grandpa's house was quiet. The town was too still, as if holding its breath. Ozen felt a strange sensation—like something was calling out to him from the distance. 

He shook it off. It was probably just his imagination. 

Over the next few days, Ozen started adjusting to his new life. He made a few new friends—kids from the neighborhood who were excited to have someone new to hang out with. It wasn't home, but it was... something. 

Then, as the days passed, something else crept up on them. 

Halloween was just around the corner. 

––––––––
[image: ]


TRICK OR TREAT... AND Something More 

––––––––
[image: ]


THE NIGHT OF HALLOWEEN arrived in full force. The town transformed, covered in decorations—pumpkin lanterns, fake cobwebs, and eerie scarecrows standing at every corner. 

With their parents' permission, Ozen and his new friends went trick-or-treating, running from house to house with bags in hand. Laughter filled the air as children in costumes darted through the streets. 

But as the night wore on, Ozen felt something. 

The intensity of the air had changed. 

Something was different. 

Then, he noticed it—the temple at the edge of town. 

It loomed in the darkness, partially hidden behind twisted trees. The windows glowed faintly, and eerie pumpkin carvings covered its walls. 

"What's that place?" Ozen asked. 

His friends immediately tensed up. 

"That's the old temple," one boy said in a hushed voice. "They say it's haunted." 

"More than haunted," another added. "They say it holds a real demon inside." 

"I don't believe in demons," a third friend scoffed. "And even if they're real, I don't want to find out." 

"They're just stories," another boy shrugged. "Adults make them up to scare kids." 

Ozen stared at the temple. His chest felt tight. 

He should have walked away. He should have ignored it. 

But curiosity got the better of him. 

That night, as he slept, the energy intensified. 

It was as if something took control of him. 
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A CONTRACT IN THE DARK 
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HIS EYES SNAPPED OPEN. 

Without thinking, he rose from his bed and walked out into the cold night. His feet moved on their own, drawn by an invisible force. 

The temple doors creaked open as he stepped inside. The air was thick with unseen power, the pumpkin carvings on the walls seeming to shift under the candlelight. 

Then, his gaze locked onto something. 

A black contraption sat in the center of the room. An orb, surrounded by ancient symbols, pulsed like a heartbeat. 

His fingers twitched. 

He touched it. 

BOOM. 

A wave of darkness exploded outward, shaking the temple. The carvings lit up with fire, the walls shifting and warping. Ozen gasped, his body lifted off the ground as black energy wrapped around him. 

A voice—deep, amuse d, and terrifying—whispered into his mind. 

"Ah... so it's you this time." 

The shadows swirled, forming a shape. A floating figure stepped forward, its head a flaming pumpkin, its suit as black as the void. The very air trembled with its presence. 

The demon grinned. 

"Yo, kid. Guess what? You just made a contract with me." 
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CHAPTER 2: 
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The demon's game  

A contract in the dark 

The world around Ozen spun into chaos as a powerful, foreign energy surged through him. His body trembled, as if it was no longer his own, and the floor beneath him felt distant. A jolt of electricity, sharp and painful, forced him to the ground. Darkness enveloped him, interspersed with bright flashes of orange light that seemed to flicker with malevolent intent. 
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JUST AS HIS VISION blurred, a figure appeared before him—tall, imposing, and unmistakably out of place in the swirling darkness. 
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THE MAN WAS DRESSED in a sleek, pitch-black suit, but what caught Ozen's attention was the pumpkin head. It glowed ominously, casting an eerie light over his surroundings, and the eyes were bright, fiery orange, piercing through the dark. 
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OZEN'S BREATH CAUGHT in his throat as the man in the suit crouched down to his level, his expression hidden behind the pumpkin but his voice booming with the weight of authority. 
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"LOOKS LIKE WE'VE GOT ourselves a new contractee," the man said with a smirk, his voice carrying a strange, almost theatrical tone. "You didn't expect this, did you? But here we are." 
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OZEN'S BODY ACHED, but despite the oppressive energy surrounding him, he managed to raise his gaze. The figure didn't scare him; it just felt absurd, out of place. Who was this—some Halloween mascot? 
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THE PUMPKIN-HEADED figure chuckled, a sound that echoed through the shadows. "You don't seem impressed, kid. I get it. This whole situation

[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]





[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





d2d_images/scene_break.png





