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  To everyone who looks up at a full moon and still makes a wish. May you always find what you are looking for.








  
  A Note from the Author


Welcome back to the world of the Pumpkin Spice Witch series!
If you are reading this, it means you survived the initial chaos of Book One, and you’re ready for another round of lattes and spellwork.
Writing The Harvest Moon Hex was a joy because it allowed me to dive deep into my absolute favorite time of year. There is something undeniably magical about autumn—the crunch of leaves, the smell of woodsmoke, and the feeling that the veil between worlds is just a little bit thinner.
In this book, I wanted to explore what happens after you accept your destiny. It’s one thing to find out you’re a witch; it’s another to master that power when the stakes get even higher.
So, grab your favorite blanket (and maybe check that your cat isn’t trying to give you advice), and let’s dive into the next adventure.
Happy Reading, KJ Rose
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  Chapter 1: The Quiet Before


Mia Park ran her fingers along the spines of the mystery section, repositioning a misplaced Agatha Christie. Everything in its place. Everything orderly. The Hollow Creek Library was her sanctuary—a world of controlled silence and alphabetical perfection. 
Outside, volunteers hung garlands across the town square. Tomorrow was the Harvest Festival. Tomorrow meant crowds, noise, chaos. But today, the library was still hers.
The bell above the door chimed.
"Special delivery!" A man in brown coveralls wheeled in a wooden crate. "For the square. Can I leave it here? Festival coordinator's running late."
Mia glanced at the label: Blackwood Orchards - Special Reserve Apple Cider. The wood smelled of autumn and something else. Something that made her skin prickle.
"Fine. By the door."
An hour later, Mrs. Patterson burst through the entrance, cheeks flushed with excitement. "Mia, dear! The cider came early. They're doing a tasting in the square!"
Mia looked up from her cataloging. Mrs. Patterson was already heading back out, clutching a paper cup filled with amber liquid.
"The apples this year—simply divine!" Mrs. Patterson took a long sip.
The change was instant.
Her head rippled like water, flesh turning orange and firm. Her eyes became glowing triangles. Her mouth stretched into a jagged, carved grin. A Jack-o'-Lantern where her head should be, candle-flame flickering inside.
Mrs. Patterson's body went rigid. She turned mechanically and shuffled toward the square with jerky, puppet-like movements.
Mia's book clattered to the floor.
Screams erupted outside.
Mia ran to the window. The town square was transforming into a nightmare. A dozen people—now twenty—stood with pumpkin heads, their carved faces all identical: wide triangle eyes, grotesque grins. They moved in unison, shuffling in a slow circle around the cider station.
More townspeople lined up, oblivious or uncaring, taking cups from a volunteer whose head had already turned.
"Stop!" someone yelled. "Don't drink it!"
Too late. Three more transformations. Three more walking Jack-o'-Lanterns joining the bizarre parade.
Mia's hands gripped the windowsill. She could feel it from here—the magic saturating the air. Purple sparks danced at the edges of her vision, invisible to everyone else. The energy signature was jagged, twisted, deliberately cruel.
Her blood went cold.
She knew this magic. Everyone in her family knew this magic.
"Blackwood," she whispered.
The most dangerous witch bloodline in three counties. And someone from that cursed family had just poisoned her entire town.
Mia locked the library doors and grabbed her phone. Her hands shook as she scrolled through her contacts, past normal names, past regular people, until she found the one number she'd hoped never to call.
Outside, the pumpkin-headed horde grew larger.
She had twenty-four hours until the Harvest Festival officially began. Twenty-four hours before whatever this curse truly was would reach its full power.
And she had absolutely no idea how to stop it.






  
  Chapter 2: The Diagnosis


Sheriff Jack had corralled the Pumpkin People into the town square gazebo using caution tape and garden stakes. Thirty-seven of them now, all shuffling in their endless circle, carved faces flickering with inner candlelight. 
"They're not aggressive," Jack said, notebook in hand. "Just... stuck. Won't eat, won't sleep, won't respond to their names."
Mia watched Mrs. Patterson bump gently against the gazebo railing, turn, and continue her loop. Her pumpkin head was smooth and perfect, like something grown rather than carved.
"Where's Lara?"
"On her way. If anyone can fix this—"
A yellow convertible screeched to a halt. Lara Chen jumped out, her blonde hair catching the afternoon sun like a halo. She wore crystals around her neck and smelled of vanilla and optimism.
"I've got this." Lara cracked her knuckles, magic already sparking at her fingertips—warm gold light like honey in sunlight.
Mia grabbed her arm. "Wait. That signature is—"
"I know what I'm doing, Mia." Lara pulled free and raised her hands toward the gazebo. "Blessing of the Harvest Sun, I call upon—"
Golden light burst from her palms, warm and gentle as a summer breeze. It smelled like pumpkin spice and cinnamon. The magic washed over the nearest Pumpkin Person.
The effect was immediate and horrifying.
The victim's pumpkin head split open with a wet crack. Purple energy erupted from the wounds, writhing like angry serpents. It latched onto Lara's golden light and drank, pulling more magic from her, feeding on it.
Lara screamed.
The purple energy grew thicker, darker. Two more Pumpkin People cracked open, purple tendrils reaching hungrily toward Lara's light.
Jack tackled Lara to the ground, breaking her concentration. The golden magic snapped off. The purple energy retreated, and the cracked pumpkin heads sealed themselves smooth again.
Lara lay on the pavement, gasping. "That's... that's not possible."
"What the hell was that?" Jack demanded.
Mia knelt beside Lara, checking her pulse. Steady, but Lara's hands were shaking. "The curse is reactive. It feeds on certain types of magic."
"Light magic," Lara whispered, horror dawning in her eyes. "It ate my light magic. Made itself stronger." She sat up slowly. "Mia, that's not ordinary dark magic. That's Chaos Magic. The kind that twists and corrupts everything it touches."
"Can you break it?"
"No." Lara's voice was flat. "Chaos Magic can only be countered by the bloodline that cast it. It's... it's a lock and key thing. My magic is the wrong key entirely."
They reconvened in the Mayor's office twenty minutes later. Mayor Webb—one of the few town officials who hadn't tasted the cider—paced behind his desk.
"So we need a Blackwood," he said. "To counter Blackwood magic."
"Yes," Lara confirmed. She'd wrapped herself in a blanket, still shivering from the magical backlash.
"There's only one Blackwood left in the county." Jack crossed his arms. "Damon Blackwood. Lives in that manor on Widow's Hill."
The room went silent.
Mia had seen the manor from a distance—a gothic monstrosity of black iron and dead gardens, perched on the hill like a vulture watching the town.
"Absolutely not," Mayor Webb said. "That family is the reason we had the Witch Trials of '87. His grandmother cursed half the town council."
"His father hexed my uncle's crops for three straight years," Jack added.
"And Damon himself hasn't left that house in five years," Lara said quietly. "Not since the incident."
Mia didn't ask about the incident. Everyone in Hollow Creek knew the stories. Or thought they did.
"Someone has to go," Jack said. "Someone has to ask for his help."
"You're the sheriff," Mayor Webb said.
"I have no jurisdiction over magic. Never have." Jack looked uncomfortable. "A Blackwood would laugh me out of the house."
All eyes turned to Lara.
She shook her head. "I tried to help and nearly fed the curse enough power to crack this whole town open. A Blackwood would sense my magic the second I step on the property. Besides..." She pulled the blanket tighter. "Light and Chaos don't mix. It would be a disaster."
The silence stretched.
"Mia," Mayor Webb said slowly. "You're neutral. No active magic, no political ties, and you're the smartest person in this room."
"No." The word came out sharper than she intended.
"You recognized the signature," Lara said gently. "You knew it was Blackwood magic before any of us."
"That doesn't mean I can negotiate with one."
Jack leaned forward. "Mia, we have thirty-seven people trapped in a curse that feeds on magic. By tomorrow night, half the town will be jack-o'-lanterns. We need help. His help."
Mia looked out the window at the gazebo. Mrs. Patterson was still walking her endless circle.
"He won't help," she said quietly. "The Blackwoods hate this town."
"Then convince him," Mayor Webb said. "You're good at that."
"I organize books for a living."
"You organize chaos," Lara corrected. "It's the same skill set."
Mia stood outside the Mayor's office an hour later, staring up at Widow's Hill. The Blackwood manor was just visible through the trees—a dark silhouette against the dying light.
Jack handed her a flashlight. "Just... be careful. And polite. Very polite."
"If he turns you into a toad, we'll find a way to reverse it," Lara added, attempting a smile.
"That's not helping."
"Sorry."
Mia pocketed the flashlight and started walking. Her heart hammered against her ribs with every step.
She was walking straight into the den of the most dangerous witch in three counties.
A witch her town had shunned and feared for five straight years.
A witch who had absolutely no reason to help them.
This was, Mia decided, the worst idea anyone had ever had.
But she kept walking anyway.






  
  Chapter 3: The Manor


Chapter 3: The Manor 
The road to Blackwood Manor wound up Widow's Hill like a scar on the landscape—cracked asphalt surrendering to weeds and gravel with each hairpin turn. Mia's sedan protested every pothole, every rut, as if the car itself knew this was a terrible idea.
She gripped the steering wheel tighter and tried not to think about the stories.
But that was impossible. Everyone in Hollow Creek knew the stories.
The Great Blight of '98.
Mia had been twelve years old when it happened. Old enough to remember the panic, the fear, the way her mother had cried over the withered tomato plants in their garden. Damon's father—Marcus Blackwood—had gotten into a dispute with the town council over property taxes. Something minor. Bureaucratic. The kind of thing normal people settled with lawyers.
Marcus Blackwood had settled it with a curse.
Overnight, every crop within five miles of Hollow Creek turned to ash. Corn, wheat, tomatoes, apples—everything. The soil itself went dead, gray and cracked like drought-stricken earth. The farmers lost everything. The town nearly went bankrupt. It took three years and tens of thousands of dollars to import specialized soil treatments and break the curse.
Three years of near-starvation. Three years of economic collapse.
All because a Blackwood felt disrespected.
And now Mia was driving to the son's house to ask for help.
Her hands shook on the wheel.
The manor materialized through the trees like something out of a nightmare.
Three stories of black stone and wrought iron, windows dark as empty eye sockets. But it wasn't just the appearance that made Mia's breath catch—it was the feeling. The air around the building seemed to vibrate with barely contained energy. Wrong energy. Chaotic.
Her skin prickled. Her chest tightened.
And deep in her core, something she'd been ignoring her whole life suddenly woke up and screamed.
Order Magic. Latent, dormant Order Magic that had been sleeping in her blood for thirty-one years suddenly aware that it was in the presence of its opposite.
Chaos. Pure, concentrated, dangerous Chaos.
The manor wasn't just a building. It was a magical battery, saturated with decades of Blackwood power. It pressed against her senses like static electricity, making her teeth ache and her stomach clench.
Mia sat in her parked car for a full three minutes, trying to breathe.
"This is insane," she whispered. "This is absolutely insane."
But thirty-seven people had pumpkin heads. Lara had nearly died trying to break the curse. And Damon Blackwood was her only option.
She got out of the car.
The porch steps groaned under her weight. Up close, the manor looked even worse—paint peeling like dead skin, shutters hanging crooked, gargoyles leering from the roofline with expressions that seemed almost... alive.
Dead ivy crawled up the walls, thorns thick as fingers. The roses in the garden had grown monstrous, blooms the size of dinner plates, petals black instead of red.
Everything here was wrong. Twisted. Dangerous.
Her Order Magic
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