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Beneath the Black Veil 

A town haunted by secrets older than its soil. 
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Dedication 
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To the ones who are drawn to the quiet chill in the air, 

to the knock on the wall when no one else is home, 

to the rustle in the woods that never had a name. 

To those who grew up looking over their shoulders, 

trusting their instincts when logic failed them. 

To the dreamers who feel more alive in nightmares 

than in daylight. 

This story is for you. 

Not to scare you— 

but to remind you that sometimes, 

you’re not imagining it. 
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Preface 

[image: ]


There is a place they never marked on maps. 

A town where time moves strangely, 

where generations vanish from memory, 

and where soil soaks up more than rain. 

It’s not the kind of town you pass through. 

It’s the kind of place that either calls you back 

or never lets you leave. 

This story was born in the quiet space between fact and folklore, 

where truth is hidden in whispers, and legends are warnings. 

Beneath the Black Veil is not just a tale of horror— 

it is a reflection of what happens when silence festers, 

when history is buried, 

and when a community chooses to forget the cost of looking away. 

Every town has its ghosts. 

Some wear faces you recognize. 

Some... wear yours. 
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Introduction 
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We live in a world obsessed with the visible—what can be proven, measured, verified. 

But what of the things that linger just beyond the edge of perception? 

What of the shadows we ignore, 

the coincidences we explain away, 

the creaks in the hallway we blame on old wood? 

Beneath the Black Veil is set in one such forgotten place. 

A town whose name you won’t find in books. 

A town that does not welcome strangers... or allow its own to forget. 

The people who live there are ordinary, at least on the surface. 

But like the land itself, their roots twist deeper than they admit. 

This story is told not through one voice, 

but through many — 

interwoven, conflicted, 

and carrying secrets they’d hoped would never resurface. 

It’s a slow descent. 

Not into madness— 

but into memory. 

If you’ve ever felt something watching you... 

If you’ve ever dreamed of places you’ve never seen... 

If you’ve ever sensed that something old has been waiting for you— 

then this book is already yours. 

Turn the page. 

The town remembers. 
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Chapter 1: The Arrival 
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The rain had followed her all the way to Durnfield. 

A slow, spitting drizzle, not loud enough to be called a storm, but insistent—like the sky couldn’t decide whether to weep or whisper. When Eliza Cain stepped off the bus, she noticed how even the air seemed to hold its breath. No station, no benches. Just a rusted sign leaning half-buried in wet gravel that read: Welcome to Durnfield. 

The driver didn’t wait to make sure she was clear of the road. The bus hissed and disappeared into the mist, swallowed by a row of pines so dense they seemed unnatural. She stood alone, clutching a worn leather suitcase and a letter that had no return address. 

The letter was from her aunt, apparently. An aunt she had never met. Come quickly. It’s your inheritance now. Don’t speak of it to anyone. 

Her phone had no signal. She checked twice, then a third time, as if willing a single bar to appear would change what she already suspected: Durnfield did not want to be found. 

The gravel crunched beneath her boots as she began walking toward the outline of the town ahead. Houses peeked out from behind drooping elms, windows shuttered though the time was only late afternoon. She passed a gas station that looked abandoned, except for a flickering “Open” sign and a man behind the glass who didn’t blink. 

She felt it, even then—like something had just stepped behind her, invisible but present. 

She didn’t turn around. 
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Chapter 2: A Town That Doesn’t Blink 
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The house on Hemlock Street wasn’t on any GPS map. It sat at the end of a curve in the road that didn’t appear until you were nearly past it. The cab Eliza had finally flagged down seemed reluctant to drive there. 

“Sure you wanna stay up this end?” the driver asked without looking back. 

“My aunt’s house,” she replied. 

He grunted, then whispered something under his breath. Not to her. To himself. 

The house itself was tall and narrow, with black-painted shutters and ivy curling around the windows like vines on a tombstone. The key had been left under the doormat, just as the letter promised. 

Inside, it smelled like earth and lavender, the scent of something recently disturbed and recently covered. Furniture was covered in white sheets that hung like ghosts, dust thick in the folds. 

There were photos on the walls—but all the faces had been scratched out. 

Eliza tried to sleep that night, but the silence was too loud. She kept waking up, each time convinced the door had moved just slightly. Once, she swore she heard her name, but it came from beneath the floorboards. 
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Chapter 3: The Black Veil 
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The townspeople were kind. Too kind. 

Eliza noticed it first when she visited the market the next morning. Everyone smiled. Everyone nodded. But no one asked questions. Not even the usual ones like, Where are you from? or Who are you staying with? 

They spoke in short sentences, as if afraid to say too much. A woman selling candles gave her a bundle of black lace. 

“To keep the dust out,” she said, not meeting Eliza’s eyes. 

Later, she found an old photo album in the attic of the house. Every page had been sliced neatly—like someone had gone through with a razor, cutting away the faces. 

She ran her finger along the edge of one torn page. Her fingertip burned. A paper cut. But there was no blood. 

That night, she had a dream. A woman stood in the garden, her face covered by a black veil. The veil moved like smoke, and beneath it, Eliza could swear she saw her own reflection—older, frightened, and trying to scream. 
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