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The car's btires hummed a monctonous tune against the
avement as it rolled through the dusk‘v couh&rvside, the
ast hues of kwilight painting a dim silhouette of brees

along the horizon. Inside the old sedan, the atmosphere

was far from the quiet world outside. Jane sat in the

Eassehger seal, her qaze alternating between her phone and
he passing scenery, while in the backseat, Freddy was

reaching forward to fiddled with the radio, trying to find a

station that wasw't just static.

Jack, Jane's older brother, grippec{ the steering wheel with a
casual ease, the corner of his mouth hinting at a smirk.
"You guys wank to hear a SEO‘I’j;?" he asked, his voice mixing
with the faint crackling of the radio.

Jane rolled her eyes without looking u,ﬁ from her screen,
"1f it's anocther one of your mad.eﬂup ghost stories, Jack,
save it. Halloweew's tomorrow.”



"Buk &odo;?’s the perfect day for i, sis,” Jack insisted, his
eies fixed on the road Ekaz seemed to swallow the car

whole, "Besides, we're driving right through the heart of the
old tale.”

Freddy leaned back, his interest piqued, the radio
forqotten. "I'm i, Hit us with ik Jack.”

Jack cleared his throat theabrically, his voice clrop g ah
octave as he beqan. "Long aqo, right in this area, Er\ere
lived a witch named Abigail Ashwood. She was unlike any
other — feared bj many, but still with the capacity of real
love. You see, Abiqail's “i\ea\rfz belonged to another woman,
Serene, the dauqghter of the most influential man in ktown —
a Puritan Minister and a successful farmer renowned for
his vast gardens filled with the most magnificent pumpkins
you could ever lay eyes on.”

The radio f&hail.j gave in, and a soft melody played in the
backqround, almost as if it was sebting the stage for Jack's
story,

"The Minister, a man of God and soil, was blinded bj his
beliefs and pride in his crops. When whispers of his
daughter's moonlit rendezvous with Abilgail reached his
ears, rage consumed him, He and the village, fueled bfj
ignorance and hate, burnt the witch's cottaqe to the qround.
But fake's cruel hand spared the witch that night, for she
WS away, qgathering flowers for Serene — ingredients for a
ritual meant to create a child from btheir union, You khow,
'‘cause they were bobth women.”

F’T‘@.cidv
chuckled in the
back, Like a
siickering child
who just found
his older
brothers nudie
magazines.,

...fueled by ignorance and hate. ..



Jane {UAQLL:} ut her phone dowi, drawn into the narrative
despif:e herself. "That's tragic,” she muttered.

Jack nodded solemnly, "But tragedy turned to horror when
they realized they had killed Serene instead. The wikch
returned to find her Llover's Lifeless bodj amidst the
cinders of what was once a home, The townsfolik, however,
were quick to blame Abiqail for the Minister's Afoi.l.v. They
seized her, bound her to the mightiest tree in the preacher's
garden, and Ptaced a massive pumpkin over her head,
marking her an abomination.”

The car seemed ko slow dowi as if i reverence to the
sfzorj, the engine's qrowl a distant echo.

"With her last breath, Abiqail cursed the preacher's beloved
garden. She proclaimed that the fruiks of this Lland would
ensihare those who trespassed, dooming them to spread her
curse to all they encountered, The Minister, haunted bj fear
and quilk, cies?:roveci his garden, leaving behind nothing but
a charred stump — the very one she was tied to.”

Frecidj, who
had just
been
smiling,
si.owij
drapfed LE.
"That's
crazy. What...
what does ik
mean,

though?”

Jack's voice qrew softer. "No one khows really. But they say
that the Minister prevented the land from being farmed
again, but nature is not so easitz swajed. wild pumpleins
sprout there every year, around that blackened tree stump,
as if mocking his attempts to erase the past.”



As if on cue, the car appoached a field full of pumpkins, a
dark distant stump visible amongst the sea of orange. Jane
gasped. "Is that—?"

Jacke's smirke reburned. "‘/ep. That's the F?Lace. How aboub we
take a closer Llook? You know, for fun.”

The amber glow of the late afternoon sun bathed the
couv&rvside I a warm, golden Light as the car pu,tted up
beside the sprawling pumpiin patch. The world was quiet,
save for the distant caw of a crow and the soft rustlie of
the autumin wind through the leaves, Jack killed the engine,
and the three friends qolt out of the car, their shadows
stretching long across the ground.

"This is ncredible,” Jane breathed, taking in the sight of
hundreds of pumplins scattered across the field, their
skins burnhished bj the wmagic hour Light.

F:T'ecidj
grinned,
F?u,i.i.i,hg his
howne out
g
ch&o.
'Yeah,
talle abouk
Instagram
gold.”

The three friends got out of the car.

Jane’s eyes were wide as she took in the sea of pumplins,
their shapes slightly grotesque and misshapen. "Mawn, this is
kinda spoolky.”

A sense of trepidation hung over the trio as they
approaahed the pa&ck, the pumplkins Likke silent withnesses to
their inkrusion.



“"Hey there!” A gruff voice called out to them.

A figure emerqged from a Mea\rbj hedqge, an old farmer with
a weabthered face and skeptical eyes, "This is private

property, you kihow,"” he said, not too uml&iv\dl.j.

Jack stepped forward, his hands raised in a placating

gesture. "Sorry about that, sir. We were just driving through
and qob curious about the Fumpk‘iv\s."

The farmer efjec\ them for a moment before his feakures
softened with a chuckle, "Curious, huh? About nmy wild
pumpkin patch here?”

Jane nodded eagerly, "Yes, we heard Ehis story about a
witch and a curse and-—"

_J)
& X

,r,',-

The farmer eyes them

The farmer cut her off with a laugh. "Ah, the old Abiqgail
Ashwood tale! My great-great-granddaddy used to scare us
with that one. Nothing but a silly folk tale, but a good

one.,'

Freddy leaned against the fence, his interest evident. "So,
you know the story?”



The farmer leaned on his hoe, a smirk flickering across his
face. "Oh, I know it alright. Been in the family for
generations, But as you can see,” he gestured broadi.v at the
patch, "tk’s nothing more than a story, These pumplkins grow
wild and haven't bothered a soul. I've been meaning to
clear them out for grazing land.”

Jack glanced at the gu,mpk’ms, a mischievous glint in his
eye. "Would you mina f we took a few off your hands? We
could pay you for them."

One of the farmer's ejebrows went up, "Sure, I quess. I
could use the cash. Just come get me when 3ou,’re done.”

With a nod and a wave, the farmer turned and walked
away, his silhouette outlined against the setting sun as he
made his way up the hill to his cozy homestead.

Left alone in the patch, the friends split up to explore. Jack
and Freddy ventured off in search o} the perfect pumpkin,
while Jane's attenkion was drawin to the cenber of the ;E:ei.d.

Jack called oubt from a distance, his voice tinged with
urgency. "Hey, actually.. I'm gonna ask if I can use his

R

bathroom. Re right back!




"Okay. Hurry up, we're losing daylight.” Jane replied.

As Jack headed in the direction the farmer had qomne,
Jane's attention was caught by the silhouctte of the charred
stump in the center of the field. She walked over to it, her
curiosity piqued bv the aura of mystery that surrounded the
darkened wood. The stump stood as a silent testament to
the tale they had heard earlier, its presence lending
credence to the legend of the wikch.,

She walked toward ik, her hand brushing against the rough
vines, The stump was charred and twisted, a relic that
suddenly fell very real. Jane circled it slowly, running her
fingers over the blackened wood, Llost in thought.

It was then she noticed it a pumpkin unlike any other
she'd seen before. It was larger and had an otherworldly
luminescence, even in the daylight. It sat at the base of the
stump, as f quarding it.

Across the patch, Freddy found a semi-secluded area and
Lik up a joint. "Jane! Want a hit?" he yelled.

Jane didnt take her eyes off the pumplkin, "No, I'm good,”
she reptiec&, her voice distawnt,




Freddy shruqgged, a cloud of smoke billowing around him.
"Suik vou,rsetf. More for me," he muttered, turning away to
find a better spot to ehjov his high,

Under the spell of the d.ji,hg Light, the pumpkin patch was
an ocean oF undulating shadows and whispers. Jane stood
motionless, her qaze kransfixed bv the singular pumplkin, It
called to her, a siren song without words, compelling her to
reach oul, to touch, to talee,

Jane wrapped her arms around the large pumplkin, Lifting ik
with a qrunt her heart beating a Little faster. It was
heavier than it looked, but she managed to hold it up.
"You're so.. beautiful,” she wkispered to ik, a strange
infatuation in her voice.

With a delicate yet decisive movement, Jane's fingers
graced the pumpkin's surface, and a pulse of warmth
surqged through her, rooting her to the spo&. A tv\exptica\bie
need overtook her, and with a surge of energy that was
not her owi, she hoisted the pumpleiin above her head and
brought it down onto herself with a swift, deliberate
motion,



The bottom of the pumpkin easily gave in, and meedm&ei.j
ev\vetoped her, sitting Percked on her shoulders, The
moment the pumplin setbtled around her head, Jane snapped
out of it, and her bodj erufo?zed inko chaos. Her muffled
screams vibrated within the confines of her new, flesh
prison, her hands scraping against the un lelding su,r{?xce

as she failed to Lift ik, Then she felk something, an
overworldly feeling that iqnited Like a flame, spreading
through her with an intensity that was both Eerrbfvi,hg and
exhilarating. she started to change.

Jane's bodj writhed i the midst of the pumpkin patch, the
Eransformation relentless and agonizing. Her silhouette
became more Prov\ou,nc:eci, curves deepehi,hg, Limbs
lengthening. Her clothing, a feeble barrier to the
metamorphosis, gave wa under the strain; the fabric of her
casual oubfit pulled taut as her torso elongated, giving way
with sharp, tearing sounds. Her jeans split downh the sides,
unable to contain the expanding and reshaping of her hips
and leqs. Her shirt burst along the seams as her fiqure
expanded, her form growing ever more voluptuous,



Inside the cursed pumpkin the environment was a
daus&ropkobéc chamber of Living horror, In there her
screams were magnified. Her frantic eyes darted around,
trying to take in her dark surroundings. The inner walls of
the pumplin were slick and Iutsa&ﬁvxg, coaked with a thicl,
sYrupy substance that seemed to throb with ks ocwn sinister

ulse. The flesh of the umpkin clung to her skin, vading

er pores, seeping tnkto her very beLV\g with a voraciousness
thot was as relentless as it was grotesque. It felk as if
thousands of tiny tendrils were burrowing into her flesh,
worming their way through her muscle and bone, weaving a
tapestry of corruption into her beautiful face. The air in
there was humid and rank. As the pumpkin's presence
overwhelmed her senses, it began to numb what was once
Jane, suffocating her thouqghts, her memories, her very
esseice under its oppressive weight.

As the Eransformation buill, so did a strange, burgeoning
pleasure, intertwining with the fear and confusion thak
raced through Jane's mind, It crescendoed, overwhelming
her semses, until she could no longer distinguish between
the horror of her transformation and the ecstasy it
wrought.



The pleasure was washing over her, made evident by her
mubted moans. Her movements, once violent and jerl&j, NOW
were smooth and sensual, like she was perferming some
ancient fer&iti,&j dance, Jane's brain was overwhelmed wikh
bliss, as her rough new hands expi.ored her changing bodj,
which nearly bursted out of her clothes now. She ripped
open her tattered shirt, freeing her new huge perfect breast,
how green and glorious. She grasped her pants at the crotch
and ripped open a glant hole, revealing a slick motist pussy,
pulsing with a Life of it's own,

Her hips twitched, then twitch again. Her long fingers

quickly sunlke into her sloppy, gloopy cunt. She grasped one ¥
breast and worked her engorged green clit, sensitive and
needy, She twerked her big plump ass, as her moans grew
louder and louder, gaining a odd ethereal tone.,



In a sudden spasm, she came. Orange juices exploded
fyom her pussy, shooting out several pumpkin seeds, like
bullets, The flow continued as her bodj convused more
than ever, reaching a final torrent of horriaf\ji,ng pleasure.

-




In the climactic throes of her orqasm, Jane's skruqqles
ceased abrupf:tj; her boc\j wenk LLMI, surrendering into her

new form. She stood there, hunched over, Pah&iv\g, breathing
heavy and deep, filled with the scent of the earth,

The Last sliver of sun disapeared behind the v\em‘bj hills.
Then, as if the night itself was sculpting her anew, a new
face began to form. Where there was smooth pumpkin flesh,
crevices carved themselves into existence, shaping eyes and
a mouth, the glowing semblance of a smile that was neither
kind nor merciful, A jack-o'-lanteri, When the creature
Lifted its head, the transformation was complete.
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Jane was qone, consumed by the eh&i&v she had become. In
a testament to her new exis?ence she lek out a slow,
deliberate laughter that echoed through the fields, a sound
not of this world, but of a dark harvest sown in the fertile
ground of nightmare and legend.



it Llooked down ot it self. Jane's cloth now sat Limp and
tattered over it's thick sexualized body. Her tits and ass,
green and slimey as they were, were skqped like a pori
star's. In spif:e ot that she was taller now, with long arms
and lankey (but shapely) legs. Her hands and feet were
brown and k&rciemeci c?awos, buk they blended up her shins
and forearms, into the smooth plant-like greeness that was

the rest of her bodj.

In the aftermabth of her btransformation, the creature stood
in the midst of the punmpkin patch, its breathing shallow
and uneven as it adjusted to its new form. The world
around it seemed sharper;, every whisper of the wind and
rustle of the leaves amplified. It was as if the very earth
communicated with it, instilling within it an ancient, primal
understanding.

The creature felk a stirring within, a nascent urqge that was
at once alien and inteqral to iks being. It was a call to
continue a cycle, ohe that was as old as the curse that now
putsed through its veins, Inside iks grofzesque bod

et
sensation began to build, an internal pressure El«a? WAS
uncomfortable but necessary




The creature's hands — gnarled and hardened— moved to iks
abdomen as it felk something growing within, The sensation
was not one of pain but of purpose, as something small
and round began to form inside, a creation fueled bj the
dark magic that had overtaken Jane.

The creature oyev\e_d its legs and squa&ed, wider thawn ik
seemed possible for any human to do. With a guttural
sound that was part si: 2\, part groan, it Pu,shec&, as ik's Fmssv
began to open and a little orange egq crested from it's
nether Lips. Covered in qoo, a small lone pumplieiin emerqed,
Eushed forth b'j the will of the creature, and dro Fed onto
he ground. The creature stood there, then picked up the
baby pumpkin underneath it. It felt like a part of ib.. yet
separate, an offspring of darkness.

In ib's hands, the small pumpicin beqan to Futsa&e_ with a
life of its own, its skin undulating as if breathing.
Iv\sﬁinckuattv, the creabure that was once Jane held the ?:E,v:z
pumpkin up to her enormous breast. The Little thing purred
and cooed as it absorbed whatever foul necture spil ed out
of the Pumplin Jane's tik. It grew rapidly, fed bv unholy
Juices tainted from the soil of this cursed land, It grew
until it mabched the size and form of the pumplin that
Jane had first come upon, the one that was now her head.
The creature watched with a corrupted fascinakion, iks mind
no longer its own but filled with the insidious desires of
the entity it had become.



The desire to share this transformation, to propagate the

curse, was overwhelming. The creature's eyes, now glowing
hollows in the jack-o'-lantern’s wicked face, scanned the
horizon with a new purpose. It needed someone, another
bearer for the pumplkin, another soul to ensnare.

Clutching the pumplkin, it's child, the creature Lurched
forward, driven bj an instinct as old as the curse ikself, It
moved through the patch with a singular focus, searching
for the unwitting companions it had once known, They used
to be dear ko it a brofker, a friend; now Ehej were pre to
ks newfound hunger. The creature’s thoughts were sLmPPe
and clear: find them, complete the cycle, and Llet the curse
live on through another scream, anocther transformation,
another lost soul in the pumpkin patch.
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