
​BLOOD MOON IN BLACK HOLLOW

​By: Jenny Katherine Hart


  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLOOD MOON IN BLACK HOLLOW

    

    
      First edition. March 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jenny Katherine Hart.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231573448

    

    
    
      Written by Jenny Katherine Hart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Blood Moon in Black Hollow

Chapter 1: The Stranger in the Mist

Chapter 2: Shadows on the Road

Chapter 3: The Iron and the Road

Chapter 4: Beneath the Earth

Chapter 5: Echoes in the Hallowed Halls

Chapter 6: The Heart of the Covenant

Chapter 7: The Warden’s Warning

Chapter 8: Seraphine’s Deception

Chapter 9: The Labyrinth of Reflections

Chapter 10: Shattered Glass

Chapter 11: The Serpent in the Garden

Chapter 12: The Father’s Sin

Chapter 13: The Valley of Bones

Chapter 14: The Bridge Between Worlds

Chapter 15: Renewal

About the Author

PART I: THE SHADOW OF BLACK HOLLOW
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​Chapter 1: The Stranger in the Mist
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The town of Black Hollow did not simply experience nightfall; it surrendered to it.

Here, the darkness was not an absence of light, but a physical weight, pressing down from the jagged peaks of the mountains that boxed the valley in like the walls of a prison cell. The mist was a living thing, coiling around the gas streetlamps in spectral ribbons, dampening sound and obscuring vision until the world felt no larger than an arm’s length away.  

It was a town of locked doors and hushed prayers. By eight o’clock, the shutters were drawn tight. By nine, the cobblestones were empty, save for the scurrying of rats and the brave few who dared the gloom. The locals muttered protections under their breath, clutching iron charms or holy symbols, though if you asked them what they feared, they would look away, their eyes haunted by a terror they refused to name.  

Stavy Whitaker was not like them.

At fourteen, he walked the line between the mundane and the impossible. To the casual observer, he was merely the son of Thomas Whitaker, the widowed tailor who hemmed trousers and patched coats on High Street. Stavy was gangly, with hair that never quite settled and hands that were already calloused from handling heavy bolts of wool.  

But Stavy had a secret that walked beside him.

"You're walking too loud, boy," a gravelly voice rasped from the shadows near his ankle. "You sound like a cart horse on a tin roof."

Stavy glanced down. "And you complain too much, Gus."

Gus scurried into the pool of yellow light cast by the streetlamp. He was small—no taller than a toddler—but his body was a knot of wiry muscle and leathery, slate-gray skin. His eyes burned with the low, steady heat of dying embers. He was a goblin, a creature of the old world, bound to the Whitaker bloodline by a promise so ancient the words had long since eroded from history.  

"I complain because I have sensitive ears," Gus grumbled, hitching up the small burlap sack tied around his waist. "And because the air tastes wrong tonight. Like copper. Like ozone."

Stavy adjusted his grip on the package of thread and beeswax they had fetched from the general store. He felt it, too. Usually, the Black Hollow fog was cold and wet, smelling of pine needles and damp earth. Tonight, the air was heavy, charged with a static electricity that made the hair on his arms stand up.  

"It's just the storm coming in over the peaks," Stavy said, though he didn't believe it.

"No," Gus whispered, his ears twitching. He stopped abruptly, his ember-eyes widening. He grabbed the hem of Stavy’s trousers, tugging hard. "Something’s watching."  

Stavy froze. The silence of the street suddenly felt aggressive, as if the town itself were holding its breath.

"Where?" Stavy breathed.

"Behind us," Gus hissed, his voice dropping to a vibration that Stavy felt in his bones rather than heard. "Don’t turn too fast."  

Stavy forced himself to move casually, shifting his stance as if checking the sole of his boot. He cast a glance back toward the mouth of the alley they had just passed.

There was a figure standing there.

It was a man, tall and unnaturally thin, dressed in an old-fashioned black suit that seemed to absorb the meager light of the gas lamps. A wide-brimmed hat obscured his face, leaving only the suggestion of a sharp jawline visible. He didn’t sway, he didn’t fidget. He stood with the absolute, predatory stillness of a spider waiting in a web.  

The streetlamp above the stranger flickered, buzzing like an angry hornet, but the man cast almost no shadow.  

"He’s not moving," Stavy whispered, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of his neck.

"He doesn't need to move to hunt," Gus said, his teeth bared in a snarl of fear. "He glides. We run. Now."  

Stavy didn’t argue. The instinct to flee hit him like a physical blow. He pivoted and bolted, his boots slamming against the slick cobblestones. Gus was a gray blur beside him, moving on all fours, scrambling with surprising speed.  

Thud-thud-thud.

Stavy’s heart hammered against his ribs, louder than his footsteps. He expected to hear the heavy tread of pursuit, the shout of a man chasing them. But there was nothing. Only the unnatural, suffocating silence.

Then came the voice. It didn't travel through the air; it seemed to slide directly into Stavy’s mind, cold and intimate as a grave.

"Stavy Whitaker... I’ve been looking for you."  

"Go, go, go!" Gus shrieked.

They rounded the corner onto High Street, the sign of Whitaker & Son Tailors swinging creakily in the wind. Stavy lunged for the door, his fingers fumbling with the latch. He threw his shoulder against the wood, bursting into the warm, wool-scented shop and slamming the door shut behind him. He threw the deadbolt, his chest heaving as he gasped for air.  

Thomas Whitaker, Stavy’s father, sat at his worktable in the center of the room. He looked up, a needle paused mid-air, startled by the intrusion.  

"Boy?" Thomas frowned. "What’s the rush?"  

"Dad," Stavy choked out, backing away from the door. "There's a man. Outside. He knew my name."

Thomas never had the chance to respond.

The gas lamps in the shop didn't just flicker; they were sucked dry. The light bent toward the door, swallowed by a presence on the other side. Then came the knock—three precise, deliberate raps that sounded less like knuckles on wood and more like stones falling on a coffin lid.  

Thomas stood instantly, the warmth vanishing from his eyes. He reached toward the fireplace and gripped the heavy iron poker, his knuckles turning white.  

"Get behind me," Thomas commanded.

The lock didn't click; the mechanism simply dissolved. The door drifted open, pushing the mist into the room.  

Silas Crane stood on the threshold. He didn't look like a man; he looked like a cutout in reality where the light had failed to render. His suit was blacker than the night behind him, absorbing the dim glow of the fireplace. Up close, his skin was the color of moonlight on snow.  

"My name is Silas Crane," the stranger said, his voice a dry rustling, like dead autumn leaves dragging over pavement. He stepped inside, uninvited.  

"You have no business here," Thomas snarled, raising the poker. "This house is warded."

"Wards are for things that breathe, Tailor," Silas replied. He didn't walk; he glided, the distance between them evaporating without a footstep taken. He fixed his gaze on Stavy—storm-cloud eyes that felt like a physical weight on Stavy’s chest.  

"I come on behalf of an old acquaintance," Silas said. "A matter of blood and inheritance."  

"He has no inheritance from your kind," Thomas spat.

Silas ignored him. "The boy feels it. You’ve felt it, haven’t you, Stavy? The pull of the dark. The dreams. You are of the blood."  

"You will not take my son!" Thomas roared. He lunged, swinging the iron poker in a vicious arc aimed at Silas's head.  

Silas didn't flinch. He simply wasn't there anymore. He reappeared three feet to the left, a blur of motion that hurt Stavy’s eyes to track.

"Iron cannot stop the tide, Thomas," Silas whispered, his voice sliding into Stavy’s mind like a cold needle. "The Coven knows. They will come for him."  

The lights in the shop flared violently, casting monstrous shadows that stretched toward Stavy like grasping claws.

"Leave!" Thomas shouted.

Silas tipped his hat. "Prepare yourself, boy. The night is long."

With a final, chilling smile, Silas stepped backward. He didn't turn around; he simply stepped back into the night as if the darkness were a solid wall that swallowed him whole.  

The moment he was gone, the fire in the hearth flared violently before instantly dying out. Silence rushed back into the shop, heavy and suffocating.  

Stavy stood trembling. "Dad? What... what was that?"

Thomas didn't answer immediately. He moved to the door, slamming it shut and dragging a heavy wooden chest in front of it. When he finally turned to face his son, his face was grim.

"We don't have time for stories," Thomas said, his voice rough. "Pack your things. We’re leaving."
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