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and fi always protecting me with a fierce love that I carry with me in every word I write.
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fi having my back through everything life throws my way, 
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Preface
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SOME STORIES DO NOT ask to be told. They creep from the dark like shadows that refuse to fade, whispering secrets that claw at the edges of your mind, demanding to be heard. The Veil of the Haunted Shores was one such tale — born from mist and blood and restless graves.

This is more than a story of magic, vampires, and the restless dead. It is a tale of defiance against the ancient chains that seek to bind the soul. Javi’s struggle to embrace the monstrous truth awakening inside him, even as unseen forces conspire to erase him, echoes the quiet wars we all fight — to be seen, to be known, to exist fully in a world that hungers to make us small.

I have always been drawn to the eerie, to the thrill of the unknown, to the way true fear sinks into your bones and lingers like a lover who will not leave. My great-grandmother first saw the darkness in me. My auntie Nita taught me the courage to chase it. And my Nana stood beside me through every storm, whispering that some shadows are worth walking into.

This story belongs as much to them as it does to me.

Step onto Spooki Island. Let the mist wrap around your throat like cold fingers. Let the shadows breathe against your skin. And remember — sometimes the things that haunt us most are not the monsters in the dark...

They are the ones we carry inside.

Welcome to the haunted shores.
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Prologue
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THE WIND HOWLS THROUGH the twisted trees of Spooki Island, whispering secrets long buried beneath its cursed shores. Beneath the pale, corpse-like glow of the moon, shadows dance like restless spirits, flickering and writhing in a macabre ballet. The land itself feels alive — a breathing, starving entity whose roots claw deep into the earth and whose branches reach out like grasping fingers, hungry for the unwary.

There is something darker here. Something ancient and patient that only those foolish or eager enough dare to listen for. For centuries, only the reckless or the damned have dared approach these shores. And now, standing once more where the waves thrash against the land with cruel, mocking rhythm, Javi feels the weight of it all pressing down on him.

He was a different man the last time he stood here — and yet the same. The echoes of his past lives cling to him like unseen shadows, always present, always watching. The air thickens with magic, pulsing with the promise of something vast and terrible. The Infernal Beings know. They watch from the dark, waiting for the moment he finally slips — when the beast inside him fully awakens.

But it is Riley who pulls him back from the edge. Riley, whose very presence bends the laws of nature, whose blood calls to him like a long-lost lover. In her eyes he sees the same haunted recognition — a shared history neither of them can escape. They are drawn to each other across lifetimes, two lost souls tethered together in the storm of time. Their bond is fragile, teetering between salvation and ruin.

If only he could resist the pull of the old magic. If only the beast inside him could be silenced. But the truth is colder and darker: he no longer knows how to fight it. And as the shadows deepen around him, Javi understands one terrible certainty.

The storm is coming. Whether he is ready or not.

Spooki Island is about to change forever.

The only question that remains is whether they will survive what is awakening.
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1. It Reeks of Puke
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JAVI’S HAND MOVES ACROSS the scarred wooden bar with the same lifeless rhythm it has followed for hours, polishing the same invisible stain again and again. The motion is empty. Mechanical. His mind has long since slipped away from the dim glow of the bar and into deeper, hungrier shadows. Something ageless stirs beneath his skin tonight. The low murmur of drunken voices and the hollow clink of glass feel miles away, as if submerged underwater. A heavy, invisible veil presses down on the room, thick with the scent of stale beer, damp wood, and something sharper — ozone and old blood. His breath comes shallow. A cold, slick sweat traces down the nape of his neck, slow as a lover’s fingernail. He can feel it breathing with him. The magic. That forbidden, velvet-dark entity coiled in his chest, whispering promises in a voice that is not quite his own. Let go. Just once. The old rule hangs in the air like a noose: No magic. Or else.

Years have passed since he last broke it in front of living eyes, but the memory still claws its way up his throat on nights like this. The way the entire room had frozen. The way their faces had twisted — first in confusion, then in revulsion, then in fear. They had looked at him like something unholy. Something that should be put down. He has kept the beast leashed ever since, feeding it only in the dead hours inside his silent apartment, where no one can see what he truly is. But tonight, the leash feels thinner. Frail. The hunger pulses thicker, slower, sweeter. It wants out. It wants to taste the air. Near the end of the bar, a drunk stumbles. A heavy tray crashes to the floor. Glass explodes across the sticky tiles like shattered bones. 

The sound slices through the haze... and for one terrible, delicious heartbeat, Javi smiles. Instinct screams at him to fix it. To stop the glass before it scatters across the floor, to restore order with nothing more than a thought. He can feel the raw energy pulsing inside him, wild and impatient. The last time he let his magic slip, the patrols came. No one wants to see a mage at work. Not since the Great Fight. Not since the deaths. The Infernal Beings wiped out anyone who practiced openly, and those who survived were never the same. Javi has read what happened to them — torn apart, broken in ways he refuses to imagine. His breath hitches. One mistake and he’ll be marked for death. He glances down, keeping his hands steady. He just has to survive tonight. He clenches his fist, pouring every ounce of will into burying the power. Not tonight. Not here. He forces a smile even as the energy twists inside him like a caged animal desperate to break free. With a sharp exhale, he bends down and scoops up the shards, the faintest tremor still running through
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