
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



​Midnight Harvest


The Reaping Begins When the Clock Strikes Twelve



14.  Chapter 11 – Midnight Reclaimed
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15.  Chapter 12 – After the Harvest
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16.  Author Note
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>  For the ones who walk through the dark... And for those who face it and rise again.

— P.K . & R .K .

​🕯 Preface – The Last Harvest


Black Hollow, October 31st, 1955

They say the screams could be heard through the corn.

Not just one voice, not just one soul—but dozens, swallowed by the soil like seeds. And like seeds, they came back. Twisted. Hollow.

There’s a reason the elders stop speaking when the harvest moon rises. A reason the scarecrows wear more than just straw. A reason the children are told to never—under any circumstance—go near the Miller barn after midnight.

Because on that cursed night in ‘55, something rose from the field. A shape with roots for fingers. A smile carved into bark. A voice like rustling wheat and the sound of flies.

And every fifty years, it comes back. Always at midnight. Always for blood. You might think this is just a story.

You’d be wrong.

​Introduction – “They Said the Land Was Cursed”


Black Hollow wasn’t on any map that mattered.

A small, slow-breathing town tucked between forgotten cornfields and fog-choked forests, where time crawled and shadows arrived before the sun had finished setting. The population board read 1,283, but it hadn’t changed in decades. Some said no one ever really left.

Others whispered that something wouldn’t let them.

There were things people didn’t talk about in Black Hollow. Like the Miller barn.

Like the Reaping.

Like the night the town bled.

Everyone knew the stories, of course. Passed down in hushed tones, shared like poisoned candy at sleepovers and bonfires. “Don’t walk near the fields after dark,” they’d say. “Don’t follow the scarecrows’ eyes.” “If the wind stops, run.”

Most kids thought it was a joke. Just old farmer legends to keep teens out of trouble. But Riley didn’t laugh. Not anymore.

Not after what she saw.

Not after what she lived through.
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​Chapter 1 – The New Girl
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The first thing Riley noticed about Black Hollow was the silence.

Not the peaceful kind—the unsettling kind. The kind that clung to your skin like humidity, thick and heavy, pressing against your ears like a held breath. No honking horns. No construction noise. Just wind and birds... and even those seemed hesitant to break the stillness.

Riley pressed her forehead against the car window as her dad’s pickup rolled slowly past the “Welcome to Black Hollow” sign. A hand-painted scarecrow leaned beside it, wearing a torn flannel and a straw hat that drooped over its stitched-on grin.

“Creepy,” she muttered.
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