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    To all who have ever feared the waves in the night, the sounds in the attic, or the stillness of a forgotten town.

And to my beloved wife, for being my beacon in the storm.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Men of science have warned us that what we know is but a drop of water in the ocean of the unknown. But not even they suspect what monsters swim in those depths."

— A loose adaptation of H.P. Lovecraft

      

    


THE MOON WAS NOT FULL. IT WAS NOT NEW. IT WAS BLEEDING.

Luciano Quintero never wanted to return to La Brisa Quebrada. The coastal town where his younger brother drowned under strange circumstances thirty years ago only brings him painful memories.

But a corpse on the beach, marked with an ancestral symbol of three moons, forces him to go back.

There, he will meet Valeria Montes, an obsessed journalist investigating her father's disappearance, which is linked to the same mystery. Together, they will discover that the town hides an ancient pact, a lie woven with black roots and oblivion. The Hunger, an ancient entity that lies beneath the sand, does not feed on flesh, but on stolen memory and innocence.

Every thirty years, the cycle repeats. Every thirty years, a sacrifice keeps the lie alive. But this time, the cycle has been broken. The twisted roots that connect every house, every street, every soul to the sea are demanding their final payment.

Luciano and Valeria must choose between joining the feast or becoming the main course. Because in La Brisa Quebrada, the price of truth is sanity, and the price of forgetting is eternity.

A cosmic horror novella that will plunge you into the depths of the most primal fear. The secret is about to be revealed. Are you ready to remember?

SYNOPSIS

A forgotten town. An ancient pact. A hunger that shows no mercy.

Luciano Quintero fled La Brisa Quebrada and the trauma of his brother's death. But a macabre discovery drags him back: a corpse on the beach with a grotesque symbol carved into its chest: Three Broken Moons.

Valeria Montes, a journalist with her own demons, arrives in town chasing the trail of her father, who disappeared decades ago while investigating the same mystery. Together, they will delve into a conspiracy woven with lies, salt, and black roots that pulse beneath the sand.

They will discover that the town is not a victim, but an accomplice. Every thirty years, the cycle renews with a sacrifice to appease "The Hunger," a primordial entity that devours not flesh, but memories and time. Innocence is the delicacy that keeps the lie alive and rejuvenates the chosen ones.

But the cycle has been broken. The Moons bleed in the sky. The roots emerge to reclaim what is theirs. Luciano and Valeria are not just investigators; they are the next harvest. To survive, they must face not a monster, but the most terrifying truth: they themselves initiated the pact as children, and now they must choose between becoming executioners or the final, most painful offering.

The Secret of the Broken Moons is a cosmic horror novella that explores the horrors we choose to forget and the price of redemption. Perfect for fans of Stephen King and Lovecraft, it will grip you from the first page and not let go until the last, disturbing whisper.
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CHAPTER 1: THE DROWNED MOON
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1. THE CURSED BEACH

The moon was not full. It was not new.

It was bleeding.

Three scars of clouds tore across its silver disk when Luciano Quintero stepped onto the shore, each step sinking into the sand as if the sea itself was sucking him down toward the horror. The breeze smelled of salt and something else, of static electricity and the sealed windows of a room abandoned for decades.

The corpse lay in a pose of false piety:


	Arms spread in a cross, too perfect, as if aligned with an invisible ruler under the stars.

	Skin with the lividity of a plum, yet intact as if by witchcraft, without a single mark from fish or seagull.

	An impeccable shirt buttoned up to the sternum... right where the symbol began.



That mark.

Three uneven segments carved with watchmaker's precision, the edges cauterized as if to never let it heal. Luciano tasted copper on his tongue—the same taste he had when he found his brother floating face down in '93. For an instant, it wasn't the beach but the bathtub of his childhood, overflowing with red water and the echo of a broken promise: "I'll always protect you, brother."

"Offi—!" His voice broke in two, just like the moon above them.

Someone (or something) among the rocks whispered, with a voice that was the crunching of empty crab shells:

"Three moons... three names..."

2. THE COP WHO SMELLED OF SIN

Officer Rojas arrived forty minutes late and three drinks ahead. His uniform was stained with grease and something that looked like tomato sauce, or perhaps it was something older and worse.

"Another dumbass who—hic—played with the currents," he spat near the dead man's open mouth, where a violet tongue seemed to be trying to articulate a last word, a name, a curse.

Luciano pointed out what didn't add up, his architect's mind searching for the error in a cursed blueprint:


	The smell: Bitter almonds mixed with saltpeter (like the poison old fishermen used for "convenient accidents," the same one Uncle Ramón used to silence his dog that barked too much on full moon nights).

	The fingernails: Clean under the lunar magnifying glass, no signs of a struggle against the waves, but under the index finger of the right hand, a tiny speck of blue paint, like that used on fishing boats.

	Don Efraín watching from his Cadillac, a ghost in a coffin of polished steel, polishing that pocket watch that never told the right time.



"The medical examiner in Puerto Santo could—"

"You know what happens to those who lift too many rocks around here?" Rojas dug a dirty fingernail into Luciano's chest, and the pain was surprisingly sharp, like the sting of a venomous insect. "They become the next drowned man. Or worse, they become the rock that others lift."
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