

  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my loyal readers, the Coven.

      

    


​Harvest Moon: The Cursed Pumpkin Patch

​Shadowlyn Drake

Harvest Moon: 

The Cursed Pumpkin Patch

Copyright © 2025 by Shadowlyn Drake

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.

​This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

​

TABLE OF CONTENTS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE






​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER ONE
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​The old mill wheel creaked, a stubborn groan against the river's ceaseless push. Its rhythm, once the heartbeat of the Draken’s Hollow, now sounded like the slow, labored inhale of a dying thing. Below, the water ran dark and sluggish, its surface a mirror reflecting the bruised twilight of a sun that had long given up on offering true warmth.

​Cara kicked a clump of damp earth. It crumbled against her worn boot, dissolving into a mush of black, clinging mud. Her family's pumpkin patch stretched before her, a vista that should have been thick with the vibrant, glowing orange of a bountiful harvest. Instead, the gourds sagged upon their vines, their skins a sickly, puckered gray. A sour, unnatural smell hung in the air—not the rich, earthy scent of decay, but something sharper. Something wrong. It was the stench of magic gone rancid.

​She crouched, her fingers, calloused from a lifetime of labor, brushing a withered vine. It felt brittle and cold beneath her touch, like old bone. A shiver, colder than the creeping autumn air, traced a path up her spine. Nothing grew right here anymore. Not since the Blight had taken root. Her father’s worried face flashed in her mind, the deep lines etched around his eyes a map of their shared despair. The Harvest Feast loomed just beyond the next full moon. Without these pumpkins, without a harvest to sell at the festival, they would lose the farm. The village would whisper, but she wouldn’t hear their pity over the hollow echo of her father's grief.

​Wind rustled the dead leaves, a mournful whisper through the skeletal cornstalks. Cara straightened, wiping the clinging soil from her palms onto her coarse apron. That sharp wrongness prickled her skin like a thousand unseen needles. It wasn’t just the pumpkins dying. The air itself felt thin and charged, humming with an unseen power, like the moment before a storm that never came. She scanned the edge of the woods where ancient oaks, gnarled and thick with secrets, stood sentinel. Shadows pooled thickest there, a black ink staining the treeline. Was something watching? The hairs on her neck rose, a silent alarm screaming in her blood. She felt a gaze on her back, heavy and inhuman, a weight that had nothing to do with the wind.

​She couldn’t waste another day. The reek of Blight was in her nose, her father's despair etched behind her eyes. Rumors spoke of power deep in the Willow Copse, forbidden power that no sane soul dared to seek out. A warlock, they said. A man of shadow and blood. Ozazahir. The name tasted like cold iron on her tongue, metallic and bitter. They said he bargained in dark currencies. But what cost would he demand? A single night of her life felt like a small price to pay for salvation, but the whispers had always warned that what a warlock took was never what you expected.

​Her boots sank into the softening mud as she turned towards the foreboding treeline. The path she knew, a winding, sun-dappled trail to the village, lay a world away. There was no beaten track into the Willow Copse, only a tangled barrier of brambles and thorn-bushes that clawed at her skirt and tore at the worn fabric. Deeper in, the light faded to a bruised twilight, the canopy above her blotting out the weak sun. Silence pressed in, thick and waiting, as if the very forest held its breath. A single crow’s harsh cry shattered the oppressive quiet overhead, its call a jagged sound in the heavy air. Cara flinched, her heart hammering against her ribs. Keep moving. Salvation lay ahead. Or damnation. She couldn't tell the difference yet. She could feel the pull of that place, a siren’s call of dark, forbidden power that promised a solution to a problem without a cure.

​The trees grew denser, twisted oaks draped in weeping moss that brushed her shoulders like damp fingers. Each step she took felt like an intrusion, a desecration. The air, heavy with the scent of wet earth and decaying leaves, now carried another note: the smell of old incense and something else, something sharp and magical that made her senses prickle. She came to a low stone wall, half-collapsed and furred with lichen, that marked a boundary. It was not a physical barrier but a magical one, a line between her world and his. Beyond it, the Willow Copse opened into a clearing choked with mist. Three crooked willow trees, their branches tangling overhead like skeletal fingers, formed a warped circle. Beneath them, shadows pooled unnaturally deep. Shapes moved within the gloom. Pale faces turned towards her—forms that were neither quite human nor animal, creatures of the warlock’s power. They watched her with silent, empty eyes, their presence a promise of the dark things that dwelled here.

​He stood apart from them all, near the largest willow. Ozazahir. His dark cloak seemed woven from the shadows themselves, its fabric absorbing every stray mote of light. He didn’t speak, didn’t move. Only watched her approach with eyes that reflected no light, twin pools of darkness in the bruised gloom. Cara stopped short, the cold from the stones leaching into her boots, a deep chill that went beyond her bones. Her throat tightened. Words died before they could form. This was power. Raw. Hungry. It scraped against her senses like stone on bone, a vibration that hummed through the air and settled deep within her.

​"Your Blight festers," Ozazahir’s voice was low, a vibration in the mist rather than a sound. It did not carry so much as it simply was, all around her. He gestured towards the rotten patch beyond the woods with one pale, unnervingly beautiful hand. "I smell its sourness clinging to you." His gaze pinned her, assessing. "What desperation brings you crawling to forbidden ground, little farmer's daughter?" The question hung, sharp as the thorns at her feet. He already knew. He waited only for her to bleed the plea onto the cold ground between them.

​Cara swallowed hard, the damp air rasping in her throat. "The patch dies. My family starves." She forced her chin up, meeting his unnerving eyes. "They say you... bargain." Her voice trembled, a betrayal of her fear that she couldn't hide. "What price?"

​A faint, chilling smile touched Ozazahir’s lips. He stepped closer, the hem of his cloak stirring the mist like smoke. The scent of old magic and damp stone intensified, mingling with a deeper, more personal fragrance that drew her in despite her fear. He moved with a predator's stillness, a coiled tension that promised swift and terrible force. "Magic demands sacrifice, Cara," he murmured, his voice a balm over the fear-fueled racing of her heart. His gaze, dark and unreadable, traced the line of her jaw, the rapid pulse at her throat. "For my power to cleanse your land... I require a night. Your complete willing submission. Absolute surrender." He paused, letting the word echo in the heavy silence. "Unconditional."

​The implication slammed into Cara, a physical blow to her lungs. Unconditional. It meant anything. Everything. The mist felt suddenly icy against her skin, the dampness a suffocating cloak. The image of the rotting pumpkins flashed in her mind, the sight of her father's hollow eyes. The terror of his demand warred with the utter ruin behind her. Her hands clenched at her sides, knuckles white against the rough homespun of her skirt. Could she pay it? Could she give him her body and soul, to save the land that fed her family? The thought was a sickening one, a horrifying trade. Yet, what was the alternative? Watch her family starve? Lose the farm that had belonged to them for generations? The shame of her refusal would be a colder companion than any winter.

​Ozazahir watched the struggle play across her face—fear, revulsion, desperation. He saw the moment resolve hardened her features, brittle as winter ice. The warlock did not rush her, did not press his advantage. He simply stood, a dark and magnetic force, and let her make the choice. He knew she would agree. He knew the weight of her choice, the burden of her desperation. He saw it in the defiance in her eyes, the set of her chin. "Yes," she whispered, the word stolen by the mist. Then louder, forcing it out, a declaration to the silent trees. "Yes." It tasted like ash and swallowed tears. 

The warlock inclined his head, a predator accepting its prey. The shadows beneath the willows seemed to deepen, swirling around him as if in anticipation. "The Harvest Moon rises tomorrow," he murmured. "Be ready."

​He lifted his hand, palm facing skyward. A flicker of sickly green light sparked above it, casting harsh angles across his face and illuminating the predatory, knowing glint in his eyes. "The pact is sealed." The light pulsed once, painfully bright, then vanished. Cara gasped as a phantom pressure squeezed her ribs, cold and binding, like an invisible chain wrapped around her very soul. It faded, leaving only the chill dampness of the grove and the knowledge of her bondage. Ozazahir turned away, melting back into the gloom beneath the weeping branches. "Return at moonrise," his voice drifted back, disembodied. "Alone."

​Cara stumbled back from the lichen-covered stones, the sour taste of magic thick in her mouth. The warlock’s power clung to her skin, a subtle, cold presence. Brambles snagged her skirt, tearing the worn fabric as she pushed blindly through the thickening dusk, a new desperation lending speed to her legs. Behind her, the Willow Copse felt like a fresh wound in the land, pulsing with forbidden power. Ahead lay the dying pumpkin patch and the impossible choice she’d just made. Her hands shook, not from cold now, but from the terrifying weight of what awaited beneath the full moon's gaze. Submission. Unconditional. Her skin crawled with the knowledge of what she had promised, but deep within, a spark of resolve flickered. It was the right choice to make, and she would see it through, no matter the cost. Her father's face and the grim prospect of her family's ruin was a shield against her terror. She had a day to prepare. A day to come to terms with the fact that she was no longer a farmer's daughter, but a warlock
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