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By SL Saunders

I had been on the verge of giving up that week. After more than a decade as a paranormal investigator, the thrill had all but vanished. What had once felt like a calling had become a gimmick—reduced to cheap scares and online clout. Our little group of six still clung to relevance; we had built a decent following on social media, hosted a mildly successful podcast, and even landed a few brand deals. The merchandise sold surprisingly well, but the spark had gone.

If I’m being honest, it had been years since a genuine encounter—no whispers in the dark, no cold spots a draughty window couldn’t explain, no spectral figures lurking in the shadows anymore. That is, until Dreadmoor Hall.

My once raven-black hair now bore a streak of silver I hadn’t earned through age. I had seen things I couldn’t explain—things I wished I could forget. I’d learned the hard way that doubt was dangerous, and belief was a blade that cut both ways. But the worst part? I’d lost one of my most trusted team members. So let me tell you about Dreadmoor Hall.
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I ADJUSTED MY SHADES, making sure they fully obscured my eyes—and blocked the curious stares from too many coffee shop patrons. While waiting for my order, I kept my head down. As the main host and face of Beyond the Static, I was recognised more often than I liked. It didn’t help that my look wasn’t exactly subtle. Neither was my name.

“Ozzy! Pumpkin spice latte for one,” the barista called—far too loudly for my liking.

Heads turned. Mostly women. All of them staring.

“Thanks,” I muttered, snatching the paper cup with its corrugated holder and flimsy plastic lid. I turned sharply and strode out, the hem of my faux-leather coat flaring behind me as if I’d stepped out of a music video from 1987. 

It would have been laughable if it had been a costume for the show—but it wasn’t. This wasn’t some edgy on-screen persona. This was me. Raised on a steady diet of glam rock and eyeliner, I had grown into the image naturally. I hadn’t just embraced it—I had become it. Like it or not, I was every inch the namesake my mum had saddled me with. And honestly? I didn’t mind.

The shop windows were already dressed for the season, adorned with plump orange pumpkins and leaves in shades of burnt amber and earthy brown. Some displays went the spooky route—skeletons grinning behind glass, ghouls mid-screech—while others catered to the Instagram crowd, with perfectly arranged hay bales and cosy flannel aesthetics. Autumn was in the air. I could feel it in the crisp bite of the wind and smell it in the sweet, spiced steam curling up from my latte.

I was about to cut through the local cemetery—a well-worn shortcut from one end of town to my flat—when the shrill ring of my phone snapped me out of my autumn reverie. I didn’t need psychic powers to guess who it was. The screen lit up with ‘Jenny, your ghoulie PA.’

“Hey, Jen. How’s it going? Anything new come in?” I asked, though I already suspected the answer was yes. Jen didn’t call without reason.

“Well, Oz,” she said, a mischievous giggle sounding down the phone, “funny you should ask. We’ve had an inquiry—Dreadmoor Hall. It’s a big one. We’ll need the full team. And the pay’s decent too.”

Dreadmoor Hall. The name rang a bell, but I couldn’t place it. Why?

“Brilliant, Jen. Call them back and confirm the details. I’ll check in at the office in an hour.” Jen’s cheery voice signed off with a “speak soon,” and the line went dead. 

I tugged my scarf tighter around my neck and took a long swig of my coffee, letting the warmth and spice jolt my senses awake. I needed to be sharp—there was research to do back at the office. Whenever a job came in, we dug deep before setting foot on site. That was rule number one. My old mentor had drilled it into me early on: never go in blind. Know your house, and, more importantly, know its history. 

Before heading to the office, I had to stop by home to pick up what some might have called one of the most important members of our team—though not officially on the payroll, at least not in cash. Her payment came in the form of treats and kisses on the head. The moment my key turned in the lock, I heard the familiar sound of claws scrambling across the laminate floor. I braced myself. As soon as the door opened, there she was—Sabbra, my loyal German Shepherd—launching herself at me with all the joy and enthusiasm only a dog could give.

She had been more than a pet. She was family—and on investigations, she was often the first to sense what the rest of us couldn’t.

“Hey, Sabbs, want to come to work with me? Food first, of course—then we’ll walk to the office and meet up with the gang.”

She was already in the kitchen before I got there, sitting patiently by her bowl. Sabbra was well trained, sharp as ever, and deeply intuitive. She loved being part of the team. I doubted she saw it as work—more like an adventure.

Every location had been a new world to explore, and she had treated it that way—sniffing into corners we couldn’t reach. When something unseen lingered in the air, her hackles would rise before any of us even felt the chill. She hadn’t just been a loyal companion. Sabbra had been a guard dog in every sense of the word—both physical and spiritual. I packed her bag with plenty of treats—though she had her own stash at the office too, being a regular. She even had a bed tucked into a quiet corner—her little base of operations.

I slipped on her coat—the one with the reflective strips—as the air had already taken on a noticeable bite with the late afternoon creeping in. Her tail wagged contentedly as we headed out for a short walk—twenty minutes, just enough to stretch our legs before the team meeting about Dreadmoor Hall.

I had chosen offices tucked away in the old part of town, and, truth be told, I had much preferred it to the newer developments. That area had a soul. The architecture hadn’t been sleek or modern—it had been a beautiful chaotic blend of 14th to 17th-century styles. Mediaeval stonework sat beside Gothic arches; Renaissance flourishes met Georgian symmetry. The streets had felt like walking through a timeline, every building whispering its history.

As I had approached our office, its dark, brooding silhouette had come into view. The building had looked like something lifted straight from a Victorian ghost story—tall and narrow, with pointed-arch windows framed by crumbling stone. Iron sconces had flanked the heavy oak door, and ivy had crawled up the exterior like green veins on ancient skin. The blackened roof had sloped steeply, crowned with jagged finials, and the stained glass above the entrance had shimmered faintly with whatever light the grey afternoon had offered.

It didn’t just house a paranormal investigation team—it looked the part. 

I had known Jen would’ve already gathered the rest of the team. Most of them had lived just a stone’s throw from the office—another reason we had chosen that location, aside from the fantastic Gothic aesthetic.

Matteus had probably been there for hours. He was our tech specialist, aka the man in the chair, completely obsessed with scouring every minute sound captured on the audio recorders. He had spent entire afternoons holed up in the office, replaying old investigations just to make sure he hadn’t missed a whisper.

I had suspected he also liked being close to his gear. His apartment was far too small to house it all now, and over time, the office had become more of a tech lab than a workspace. The place was packed with high-end monitors, infrared and full-spectrum cameras, audio recorders, EMF detectors, REM pods—and one of my personal favourites, the spirit box. We’d started with just the basics, but now... I couldn’t even name half the equipment we had.

“Boo,” came a voice behind me just as I reached for the office door—followed by a familiar squeal of delight.

“Can you believe we’ve got a booking at Dreadmoor Hall?” Carmen enquired, grinning at me, her energy as infectious as ever.

“I know. Ready to help me research?” I asked and returned her smiled. “I’m hitting a wall—memory blocks or something. Feels psychic, but I can’t figure out why.”

Carmen leaned in, scanning my face with her usual, uncomfortably close intensity.

“Hmm... let’s see what we uncover once those computers are fired up, baby,” she said, linking her arm through mine. “If that Hall’s hiding dark secrets, you know we’ll find them.”

Carmen had always been a gifted psychic and one hell of a researcher. Paired with my skill set, we made a formidable team.

She was also one of my closest friends—and sometimes, we’d crossed the line between friendship and something more. We never talked about it. Never needed to.

Carmen Celeste—always a mystery. She’d had a knack for making me laugh, for keeping the mood light even when things got dark. She claimed that was her real name, but we’d all teased her, saying it sounded made-up.

Her comeback had always been, “Like Ozzy is real?”
She’d had a point. My mum really had named me Ozzy.
“Glad you two are here. Come and have a look at the layout and photos of Dreadmoor Hall I pulled from the historical archives,” Billy called, beckoning us over to his monitor before we’d even had the chance to shut the door behind us.

Sabbra padded off towards her usual corner once I unclipped her lead. She circled her bed before settling down with a low huff. It was as if she sensed the storm coming—the calm before the chaos, as always.

Billy was officially our historian, though, to be fair, we all wore multiple hats. Field notes, interviews, background checks—whoever was available stepped up. That was the beauty of our team: no ego, no fuss—just the work.

As if on cue, the final member of our crew appeared from the kitchen, balancing a tray of drinks.

“Usual for everyone,” River said with a grin. Their smile was as warm as their energy—light, grounding, and utterly contagious.

River was our all-rounder, but they had a real knack for visuals. They made sure we looked the part for the camera and practically lived in charity shops, hunting for pieces that matched our on-screen personas. You could even say they curated our ‘costumes’—stylised versions of who we were, just turned up a notch for the audience.

“Cheers, River,” echoed around the room as we each took our drinks. 

“Looks like an impressive place, Billy,” I said, eyeing the old black-and-white photo on his screen. “We’re gonna need the full kit for this one.”

Billy nodded, but a shadow passed across his expression.

“Yeah... and I found something else,” he said, tapping a file open on his desktop. “A newspaper article from 1972. Headline read: ‘Dreadgore Hall’.”

“Dreadgore?” Carmen echoed, raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” Billy continued. “Four members of the same family had been found murdered there on Halloween—mutilated. The case was never solved. Police had suspected the father, but nothing was ever proven. Locals always claimed he’d been possessed... something about a demonic presence in the cellar.”

The room fell quiet. Even Sabbra lifted her head slightly, her ears twitching.

“Well,” I muttered, my fingers tightening around the warm mug, “guess we weren’t just chasing cold spots and creaky floorboards this time.”

“When the booking came through for tonight, the owners of Dreadmoor Hall apologised for the short notice,” Jen explained, pulling up the email. “They said three paranormal investigation teams had already pulled out on them. I thought that was a bit odd—and honestly, quite unprofessional—when I first spoke to them.”

“Sounds more like paranoia,” Matteus muttered, turning his laptop towards us. He’d just uploaded a thread from a paranormal forum about Dreadmoor. 

I leaned in, scanned the screen, then started reading some of the entries aloud.

Don’t go to Dreadmoor Hall—an investigation team went there in the late 1970s, and all four members ended up in psychiatric care.

Another post read: My friend visited someone at Dreadmoor in 1980 and got possessed by the Devil.

Most of the entries followed the same tone—urban legends, maybe, or exaggerated local lore—but a thread of dread ran through all of them.

Carmen pointed to one further down the page. “Have you seen this one?”

We all leaned closer as she read aloud:

“If you go into Dreadmoor Hall to investigate, at least one of you won’t come out alive.”

Silence settled over the room. Even the usual background hum of equipment seemed to fade. I wasn’t sure whether to let out a mock-ghoulish laugh or take it deadly seriously—until Jen broke the tension with a grin.

“Well, that explained why we got the gig over the SAU,” she said. “Looks like they wussed out.”

The Spectral Analysis Unit considered themselves the elite in our region—always polished, always clinical. In my experience, they didn’t walk away from a case like this unless they had a damn good reason. But with such short notice, I hadn’t had time to delve into why they really pulled out.

We only had a couple of hours before we were due to head out to Dreadmoor Hall. Billy and Matteus were already loading the van with gear, Carmen and Jen had gone to collect the food we’d ordered, and River was flitting around the office, laying out our outfits for the shoot—making sure every look matched our curated paranormal personas, all very gothic-looking.

Sabbra stared up at me with those big, soulful, chocolate-brown eyes.

“Come on, girl,” I said, grabbing her lead. “One quick walk before the chaos began.”

The night had already fallen, cloaking the streets in a deep indigo sky. It wasn’t Halloween yet—still the weekend before—but the festivities had begun. Kids in plastic fangs and superhero capes paraded into community centres for parties. Groups of drunken twenty-somethings laughed too loudly as they stumbled towards pubs, women dressed in vampy costumes with
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