
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE BLACK VEIL BRIDE



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BLACK VEIL BRIDE

    

    
      First edition. May 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Adam Thorpe.

    

    
    
      Written by Adam Thorpe.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


By Adam Thorpe

Copyright Adam Thorpe 2026



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


INTRODUCTION













[image: ]




There were parts of the Kingdom of Velmourne where sunlight itself felt unwelcome.

The land stretched beneath endless grey skies that rarely opened long enough for warmth to touch the earth. Rain drifted constantly across the valleys and forests like wandering spirits unable to rest, feeding black rivers that cut through the kingdom like old scars. Ancient cathedrals overlooked crowded cities from high cliffs of dark stone while funeral bells echoed almost daily through narrow streets lined with gargoyles and weatherworn statues of forgotten saints. In Velmourne death was not hidden from view nor spoken of in hushed fearful tones. It existed openly beside the living. Children grew up walking past hanging corpses left inside iron cages as warnings to thieves and murderers. Noble families preserved entire wings of their manors as shrines to dead ancestors. Portraits of the deceased lined candlelit hallways so densely that one could walk for minutes beneath the painted eyes of generations long buried beneath crypts and catacombs.

Most kingdoms feared death.

Velmourne worshipped it quietly.

The people of the kingdom had become obsessed with mourning long before anyone still living could explain why. Widows dressed in black for years after funerals while grieving husbands carried locks of their dead wives’ hair sewn into the linings of coats close to their hearts. Funeral processions were treated with greater reverence than royal ceremonies. Entire villages stopped working whenever bells announced another burial. The dead were spoken to during meals as though they still occupied empty seats at the table. Some homes even left candles burning throughout the night beside mirrors draped in dark cloth because old superstition warned that wandering spirits could become trapped within reflections after death.

And perhaps worst of all, many people genuinely believed the dead listened.

Especially during storms.

There existed ancient sayings whispered throughout Velmourne whenever heavy rain rolled across the mountains after dusk. Mothers spoke them softly while locking doors before bed. Priests repeated them beneath candlelight during winter sermons. Travellers muttered them nervously while hurrying toward inns along empty roads swallowed by fog.

The dead walk easiest beneath mourning rain.

Most treated such words as harmless folklore born from centuries of plague, war, and grief. Velmourne possessed no shortage of tragedy buried within its soil. Entire bloodlines had vanished during famines and sicknesses that blackened the kingdom generations earlier. Villages had burned beneath inquisitions and witch hunts. Civil wars had left battlefields so overcrowded with corpses that rivers reportedly ran red for days afterward. There were forests where bones still surfaced after heavy rainfall despite no living soul remembering what massacre had occurred there. Sorrow had shaped the kingdom for so long that many believed grief itself had rooted deep into the land like some ancient poisonous tree.

Yet the stories surrounding the Veiled Brides were older than any war.

Older than the royal bloodline itself.

The first recorded mention of them appeared nearly six hundred years earlier inside fragmented monastery texts hidden beneath the Cathedral of Hollow Saints. According to the surviving accounts, widowers living near the northern mountains began claiming their dead wives had returned home during violent storms. The women appeared healthy and untouched by decay, dressed in black mourning gowns with dark veils hiding their faces from view. Some stood silently beside beds for hours without speaking while others whispered lovingly to the men they once married. The encounters almost always occurred shortly after midnight and ended before sunrise. Witnesses described the women smelling faintly of rainwater and grave soil. They never ate. Never removed the veils. Never entered homes unless invited across the threshold by grieving husbands desperate for one final glimpse of the women they had lost.

Then the deaths began.

The husbands were discovered pale and eyeless within locked bedrooms while neighbours swore no intruder had entered or left during the night. Some bodies appeared almost peaceful despite the horror carved across their expressions. Others looked as though terror itself had stopped their hearts before death ever touched them. Black rose petals were often found scattered across the floors beside the corpses despite no such flowers naturally growing anywhere within Velmourne. Priests blamed demons. Physicians blamed madness brought on by grief. Villagers blamed old gods buried beneath the mountains long before cathedrals were ever built.

None of the explanations stopped the killings.

As centuries passed the stories spread throughout the kingdom until the Veiled Brides became something far worse than simple folklore. They became a fear deeply rooted inside the minds of grieving men and women alike. Funeral customs grew harsher in response. Families chained coffins shut before burial. Mirrors were covered after sunset. Widowers were rarely left alone during storms. In poorer villages some even nailed iron symbols above doorways believing they protected homes from wandering spirits searching for entry during the night.

Still the sightings continued.

Sometimes years passed peacefully before another storm season brought fresh whispers from isolated towns and lonely estates. A farmer swearing his dead wife stood watching him from the edge of a flooded field. A nobleman claiming he heard his late bride singing softly beyond his chamber door after midnight. Black veiled figures glimpsed through cathedral graveyards during heavy rain before disappearing into fog. The stories changed from generation to generation but one detail always remained the same.

The brides always returned for the grieving.

And eventually the grieving always died.

Far beyond the crowded cities and ancient castles of Velmourne, hidden deep within the Mourning Woods where twisted trees blocked even daylight from touching the earth below, there stood the ruins of a forgotten monastery known as Mourning Veil Abbey. Few living people had ever seen it. Fewer still willingly spoke of it afterward. Time and weather had nearly swallowed the structure whole. Crumbling towers leaned above the forest canopy like broken gravestones while black vines strangled collapsed walls and shattered statues of faceless saints. According to forbidden church records sealed away centuries earlier, the abbey once housed a secretive order of women devoted not to God, but to grief itself.

They believed sorrow possessed power.

Not metaphorical power born from emotion or faith, but something living and ancient hidden beneath the world. They believed grief weakened the barrier separating life from death. That love mixed with despair could open doors never meant to open. The order vanished after what surviving records described only as The Night of Mourning Rain. No bodies were ever recovered from the abbey afterward. The church sealed the surrounding forest and destroyed nearly every text connected to the women who once lived there.

But some stories could never truly be buried.

And during the autumn of the year 1348, when relentless storms once again swept across Velmourne beneath black skies heavy with rain, the Veiled Brides returned to the kingdom in greater numbers than ever before.
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Father Aldren Morcant hated storms.

There had been a time during his younger years when rain brought him comfort. As a boy growing up beside the cold cliffs near Saint Vey Hollow, he used to fall asleep listening to distant thunder rolling across the sea beyond the black rocks beneath his family home. Storms had once felt cleansing to him then, as though the heavens themselves were washing sickness and cruelty from the world for a handful of precious hours. Age had destroyed that illusion long ago. After nearly four decades serving within the Cathedral of Hollow Saints, Aldren had witnessed too many deaths arriving alongside rain to ignore the pattern any longer. Bodies surfaced more frequently after storms. Murders became crueler. Graves were discovered disturbed. And every few years, whenever the kingdom suffered particularly violent seasons of endless rainfall, whispers regarding the Veiled Brides began spreading once more through the streets of Velmourne like plague carried upon the wind.

Tonight the storm hanging over Gravesend Vale felt wrong even by the kingdom’s miserable standards.

Rain hammered the cathedral roof with unnatural force while thunder shook the ancient stained glass windows towering above the empty sanctuary halls. Candles flickered constantly as icy drafts moved through corridors lined with stone saints worn smooth by centuries of prayer and smoke. The great cathedral always felt oppressive after midnight, but during storms it became something else entirely. Shadows stretched strangely along the walls. Footsteps echoed too loudly through distant chambers. Even the air itself seemed heavier somehow, thick with dampness and the faint scent of old incense soaked into stone.

Aldren stood alone beside the cathedral altar staring toward the enormous entrance doors while lightning briefly illuminated the sanctuary in flashes of silver white light. His aging hands rested against the polished wood of the prayer rail before him while exhaustion pulled heavily at the lines carved deep into his weathered face. The priest had not slept properly in nearly three nights. Each evening brought fresh reports from terrified villagers throughout Gravesend Vale and the surrounding countryside. Another widower claiming his dead wife appeared outside the bedroom window during heavy rain. Another body discovered pale and eyeless inside a locked home before dawn. Another family begging the church for protection it could no longer convincingly promise.

The kingdom was frightened.

Worse still, the church itself was frightened.

Aldren could sense it in every conversation whispered between bishops throughout the cathedral halls these past weeks. The higher clergy attempted maintaining calm publicly, but fear lingered behind their carefully chosen words. Older priests had begun carrying iron prayer symbols once more despite such customs being officially dismissed as pagan superstition generations earlier. Cathedral servants refused walking the lower crypt corridors alone after sunset. Several younger members of the clergy claimed they heard women singing softly somewhere beneath the cathedral during storms despite searches revealing nothing except darkness and ancient tombs stretching endlessly beneath the structure.

Aldren trusted neither hysteria nor folklore.

But he trusted patterns.

And the pattern unfolding across Velmourne terrified him.

A sudden pounding against the cathedral entrance shattered the silence.

The sound echoed violently through the sanctuary.

Three heavy knocks.

Then three more.

Aldren straightened immediately. Few people visited the cathedral this late unless driven by desperation, grief, or madness. Given recent events, any of the three possibilities felt equally dangerous. Another crash of thunder rolled across the city as the priest moved carefully through the candlelit aisle toward the towering entrance doors. His black robes swayed softly against the stone floor while cold drafts slipped through cracks in the ancient walls around him. Outside, rain battered the city streets hard enough to blur the world beyond the stained glass windows into shifting darkness.

The knocking came again.

Faster this time.

More frantic.

Aldren pulled open one side of the cathedral doors just enough to peer into the storm beyond.

A man stumbled inside almost immediately.

Rainwater poured from the stranger’s dark overcoat onto the stone floor while violent trembling shook his entire body. He looked perhaps no older than thirty five, though terror and exhaustion had hollowed his face so severely he appeared far older beneath the flickering candlelight. Wet black hair clung across his forehead while his pale eyes darted nervously toward the cathedral entrance behind him as though expecting something to follow.

Aldren recognised him after only a moment.

Lucien Thorne.

The wealthy wine merchant from the western quarter.

And recently widowed.

The priest’s stomach tightened instantly.

Lucien’s wife, Eveline, had died barely six weeks earlier after suffering from a wasting sickness that swept through portions of Gravesend Vale during late summer. Aldren himself had performed the funeral rites beneath grey skies while Lucien stood motionless beside the grave looking less like a grieving husband than a man already buried alongside his wife in spirit. Since then the merchant had avoided nearly all public appearances. Rumours throughout the city claimed servants heard him speaking to himself late into the night inside the enormous Thorne estate overlooking the river district.

Now the man looked as though death itself had chased him through the storm.

“Please,” Lucien whispered hoarsely while clutching Aldren’s arm with shaking fingers. “You must lock the doors.”

The desperation in his voice sent cold unease crawling slowly through the priest’s chest.
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