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Ashbourne Paranormal Investigations, #1

Based in eastern Tennessee, Ashbourne Paranormal has spent the past several years conducting investigations with little to show for the work. That all changes when they step foot into Burke House. A derelict farmhouse with a tragic history, Burke House is full of secrets, and the guys of Ashbourne Paranormal Investigations are ready to uncover them all. 
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~Benjamin~

September, 2025

“Good evening, Mr. Morton. Thank you for meeting me.”

I shook the student’s hand and gestured toward the seat across from mine. We sat, and I waited while she pulled out a pad of paper and a pen. “You’re welcome. Please call me Ben.”

She smiled and clicked the pen before jotting down my name. “So, as I explained on the phone, I’m doing a piece for my university’s newspaper. Given we are a month from Halloween, we decided to go with a spooky theme for each week. Next week’s is all about ghosts and hauntings.”

I nodded. “Understandable. Well, I’m an open book.”

“Great. So I guess we should start with an easy question. How did you get into this business of ghost hunting?”

Chuckling, I took a sip of water before replying. “Paranormal investigating,” I corrected with a smile. She nodded. “When I was eleven, our family moved to a farmhouse my dad inherited from his uncle. His uncle never had kids, and he’d doted on my dad as a result. The farmhouse was enormous—at least it seemed that way to me. Six bedrooms, three full bathrooms, two half-baths, a living room, a separate study, kitchen, mudroom-turned-laundry room. There was also this huge, almost cavernous walk-in pantry. My mom loved it; I was terrified of it.”

“Why did it scare you?”

I sighed and sat back in my seat. “Something never felt... right. When I neared that door, it felt as if someone was watching me, even when I was alone in the kitchen. One day, my mom was busy cleaning and asked me to get more furniture polish from the pantry. We kept our cleaning products on one of the lower shelves, away from the food. It took every ounce of willpower I had to open that damn door. I grabbed the polish and turned, wanting to get out as fast as possible.”

“So... what happened?” she asked, practically leaning over the table, eyes wide.

“I heard my name from behind me,” I replied. “It had been just a whisper, but I’d never run out of any place that fast in my life.”

“Did you tell your mother?”

I shook my head. “No. She was very devout, and any mentions of ghosts, death, or anything of the sort was consider blasphemous in our household. Hell, she died a few years ago still believing I’m straight.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Thank you. I’ve long since come to terms with it. At any rate, that was my first experience with the paranormal world. It certainly wasn’t the last—not even in that house.”

“May I ask what else you witnessed?”

“The next time was about two months later. I’d come home from school to an empty house—not unusual since both of my folks worked. I’d managed to convince Mom to let me keep some of my favorite pantry foods in a different cabinet, so I made myself a couple of sandwiches and took them to my room. Now, let me remind you, I was alone. I’m an only child, and both of my parents were still at work. I heard a noise from the kitchen, so, being an inquisitive kid, I left my room to go check on the sound. Honestly, I thought someone had broken in. I wasn’t allowed to have my own telephone, and the only phone we had was attached to the kitchen wall. If there was an intruder, I couldn’t call for help without being heard or seen.”

She wrote down what I’d said and nodded. “What happened next?”

I recalled it like it had been yesterday, despite it being thirty-five years ago. “I peeked around the doorframe of the kitchen and saw a black shadow just sort of hovering in the open pantry doorway. It was tall—taller than my dad, who was six-foot-two. It was shaped like a person, but it sure didn’t feel like any human I’d ever been around. This... thing felt evil. I couldn’t move. It was like I’d been frozen in place.”

“Oh, my God,” she muttered. “How utterly terrifying, especially for a kid. What did the shadow do?”

“It shifted, like it was turning toward me, then it vanished. I ran outside and sat in the front yard until my mom got home about two hours later. And, no, I didn’t tell her about it. I just said I wanted some fresh air, and she bought it.”

She shook her head. “I can’t imagine seeing something like that as an adult, much less as a child. So is that when your interest in the paranormal began?”

“It is,” I said with a nod. “I never told a soul until high school. I met Theo Rollins in sophomore year, and we became best friends. I finally confided in him about the things I’d seen in that house. He didn’t laugh, didn’t try to tell me it was my imagination. Hell, he said he understood because he’d seen things on his grandfather’s ranch as a kid that he couldn’t ever explain. It felt good to tell someone and have them not only offer support but also share their own experiences.”

“That explains my next question regarding how you formed your team.”

“Yeah, Theo’s joining was a no-brainer for both of us, and his brother followed along. We’re still in our infancy, though. It’s just us and Blake Austin, our tech manager.”

“Next question: how much do you usually make on an investigation?”

I smiled but shook my head. “We don’t get paid. Like many teams, we do this on a volunteer basis—some out of curiosity, others out of a need to help people. I do it for both—and to seek answers about what happens when we die.”

“I never thought about it that way, but it makes sense. Have you had any cases yet?”

“A few, but nothing truly exciting if that’s what you’re asking. The cases were run-of-the-mill and didn’t provide any real concrete evidence. That said, they served as learning curves. We’ve really started hammering out details and honing our methods. Blake has a few folks who may be interested in joining us, but only time will tell. Unlike TV shows and movies, we don’t want boisterous people or anyone who may be disrespectful of the living or the dead.”

“I love the spookiness of those shows, I admit,” she said, “but I agree. A lot of those people are loud and obnoxious to the point where, if I was a ghost, I’d slap them silly.”

I laughed and nodded. “Agreed.”

“So, back to cases... anything coming up?”

“We’ve got a few possibilities, but I can’t say anything beyond that, at least not without owner consent. I can say that two of them stand to be our largest investigations, especially for such a new team.”

She glanced at her watch and smiled. “Well, I want to thank you very much for this chance, Ben. I think our readers will love to hear all about you and your team. Who knows? Maybe one day I or another reporter could join you on a case?”

I shrugged. “Maybe. Thank you as well. You’ve got my contact info, so perhaps someone will shoot me a text or email and be a good fit for the team.”

She got up and shook my hand again. “Have a good night, Ben.”

“You, too.”

I polished off my water and stared out the café window. The sun had set, yet it felt like it was just noon. One thing I’d noticed upon moving to Ashbourne was that time just seemed different here somehow. I couldn’t put my finger on why. My phone chimed with a text, and I unlocked it.

“How’d the interview go? Think maybe we’ll get some hits out of it?”

“Maybe,” I typed. “Any luck with the names Blake gave you?”

“Possibly,” Theo replied. “If you’re done, how about we grab dinner and go over my notes? I’m starving.”

I just rolled my eyes. “How does a man with a graduate degree in nursing manage to forget to eat?”

“Book smarts don’t always equal common sense.”

“So very true. Yeah, let’s meet up for food. Any suggestions?”

“Personally, I’m craving spicy,” Theo texted. “How about that Caribbean place a couple of blocks from your apartment?”

“Sounds good to me. I’ll be there in about twenty minutes or so.”

I tossed out my trash and left the café. Having a condo downtown helped in terms of getting around, and the walk to Theo’s favorite restaurant only took about twenty minutes. When I stepped inside, I spotted him almost immediately. He stood and gave me a hug before we both sat down. The server came over with two waters and took our drink and dinner orders. Theo waited until she left before saying anything.

“Remember that nasty fire a few weeks ago?”

“The one that took out an entire apartment building?” I asked. He nodded and sipped his water. “It was all over the news. Not that I told you or anything, but a few of the renters are now clients at our firm.”

“I imagine so,” Theo replied. “One of the firefighters is a friend. He confided in me that they think it was due to landlord negligence.”

“That’s the basis of what’s looking to be a class action suit. So what’s the connection?”

“That firefighter wants to join us—our team, I mean. His name is Owen Conway. Thirty-eight, not a total skeptic but not a full believer. I think that balance would be a good fit.”

I nodded. “I agree. Has he ever done anything like this?”

“No, but he said he’s had an interest for years. His cousin also wants to talk to us. He’s in IT and a photography nut, according to Owen.”

The server returned with our drinks and condiments. “Your food will be out shortly. Anything else I can get you?”

“We’re good, thank you,” Theo said with a smile. He turned his attention back to me. “Thoughts?”

I gave my unsweet tea a stir and took a drink. “Do they have a good relationship? Not sure I can handle another Charlene-and-Kate fiasco.”

Theo chuckled and shook his head. “God, don’t remind me. Sisters are supposed to love each other, aren’t they?”

“That’s the theory.”

It had been an insane run with the sisters. They’d met Theo at work when their mother had gone in as a patient to the ER. Theo had seen her as the assigned nurse, and somehow, casual conversation had turned to the paranormal. The sisters joined us on a few outings, but they’d argued and fought so much, we feared they’d come to blows. Charlene was prone to angry shouting—at her sister and whatever ghosts she felt needed to hear her. Kate was just full of snark and regularly directed it at Charlene and the rest of the group. It hadn’t been easy, but we’d managed to part ways with them.

“Anyway,” Theo said, “Owen’s cousin is Alex Sawyer.”

I blinked up at him. “Really?”

“Yeah. You know him?”

Laughing, I sipped my tea. “He’s the lead tech for the IT firm we use at work. I know him quite well. I like him. Good head on his shoulders, isn’t prone to angry outbursts or snarky remarks.”

“Thank God,” Theo muttered. “You think we’ll get some interest from the interview?”

“I’m kind of hoping so. Personally, I’d like to have another skeptic on board. We need their perspectives, too.”

Theo nodded. He
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