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They arrive just after eight, its already dark but they have enough portable lighting to set everything up.

The van crunches to a stop on gravel and broken stone, headlights briefly washing over the lower half of the church before Adam kills the engine. For a moment, no one moves. The night settles around them, quiet, damp, smelling faintly of wet leaves and soil.

St. Mark’s rises out of the darkness ahead.

It isn’t imposing in the way Adam expected. Not dramatic. Not looming. Just... present. Squat stone walls, uneven and darkened with age, ivy crawling up one side like something trying to reclaim it. One corner of the roof has collapsed completely, timbers jutting at odd angles where rain and moonlight have been pouring in for decades.

Adam checks his watch.

“Plenty of time,” he says, more to himself than anyone else.

Carl opens the back of the van and starts unloading cases. The others follow suit automatically, the routine familiar enough now that they don’t need to talk much. Tripods. Static cameras. Battery packs. Cable reels. Each item has its place.

Adam grabs the main camera last.

“This is a good one,” he says, glancing back at the church. “I’ve been wanting to do something properly old again.”

Carl snorts. “You say it’s a good one every time.”

“Yeah, but this time I mean it.”

They laugh. The sound feels loud in the open air, and Adam notices how quickly it dies once it leaves their mouths.

They walk the short path up to the church entrance together. The door is long gone, leaving a jagged archway that frames the interior in shadow. Adam pauses at the threshold, sweeping his torch beam across the inside.

“Alright,” he says. “Standard rules. Watch your footing. No wandering off. If anything feels off, say something.”

“Always does feel off, that’s the whole fucking point,” someone mutters.

Adam steps inside first, but not before saying, “swearing stops here lads, we’ll be going live soon and the last thing we need is strikes for content. If you need to get them out, do it now.”

“Fuck shit cunt bastard wanker bollocks!” Carl shouts out in fits of laughter.

The air is cooler than outside, but not cold. Damp, yes. Stale. It smells of stone, rot, and old rainwater. His boots scrape against grit and fallen debris as he moves forward, torchlight climbing the walls and disappearing into the rafters above.

“No obvious squatter signs,” Carl says, scanning the corners. “No bedding. No cans.”

“Good,” Adam replies. “Last thing we need is a live studio audience.”

They fan out, doing a slow, methodical sweep of the interior before setting anything up. Adam narrates quietly to the handheld camera, not live yet, just habit, muscle memory from years of doing this.

“Collapsed roof section here,” he says. “You can see where the timbers gave way. Water damage all along this side. Wooden part of the altar would have sat on top of the stone slab over there.”

The church feels bigger the further in they go. Not wide, but long and tall. The nave stretches ahead of them; broken remnants of pews scattered unevenly across the floor like ribs. Every step echoes.

Adam stops near the centre and turns in a slow circle.

“Okay,” he says. “This’ll do.”

They begin setting up.

The static cameras go up first, one near the altar, one halfway down the nave, another angled toward the side aisle. Adam watches as Carl adjust the angles, nodding when he’s satisfied.

“Battery levels?” Adam asks.

“Full.”

“Audio?”

“Clean.”

The red light comes on.

Adam grins into the camera and waits for the chat to catch up.

“Alright,” he says, rubbing his hands together. “We’re live.”

The comments begin to scroll almost immediately. Names he recognises. Names he doesn’t. A few regulars dropping emojis, inside jokes, references to last week’s hunt. Someone asks if Carl remembered the batteries this time. Someone else asks if they’re actually doing this or just clickbaiting again.

Adam leans back slightly so the camera catches the interior of the church behind him.

“I’m not going to overhype this,” he says. “I never do.”

He gives the camera a cheeky wink and the chat lights up exactly as expected.

“Before we start,” he says, “quick housekeeping. If you’re new here, I’m Adam Kincaid. This is Ghost Signal. We do live investigations, equipment reviews, and field tests. All the gear you see tonight is available for sale on my website, and the usual online selling sites through the link below. No pressure, obviously.”

He winks once more.

“Tonight’s location is St. Mark’s,” Adam says. “Abandoned for over a hundred years. No documented deaths on site, no graveyard attached, nothing obvious. Which usually means the stories don’t come from the history books, they come from experience.”

Someone in the chat types, already hate this.

Adam smiles.

Adam crouches to place an EMF meter on a fallen slab of stone, adjusting it until it sits level.

“This is the part that people always skip,” he says to the camera he’s now recording on. “Baseline readings. If you don’t know what normal looks like, you can’t spot what isn’t.” 

“Before we even think about contacting anything,” he says to the lens, “we need to know what normal looks like in here, that way, we can back the paranormal up with science if there are any anomalies.”

He crouches beside the first EMF meter and holds it up, so the display is clearly visible.

“This is electromagnetic field detection. Power lines, wiring, phone signals, all of that can cause spikes. So, if this thing lights up later, but we haven’t clocked the pylon overhead, that’s not evidence. That’s bad science.”

The needle sits stubbornly low.

Adam nods. “That’s good.”

He moves to the second meter. Same result.

“Consistent,” Carl says.

“Exactly what we want,” Adam replies.

They stand still for a moment, letting the equipment run. No one speaks. The only sounds are the faint hiss of the spirit box powering up nearby, and the distant rustle of leaves outside.

Adam checks the temperature sensor next.

“Seven degrees,” he says. “Which makes sense given the open roof. If we see a sudden drop later, or even a sharp rise, that would be interesting.”

The chat scrolls steadily. Some viewers complain that nothing’s happening yet. Others tell them to be patient.

Adam smiles at the camera. “This is the boring bit,” he says. “And boring is good. Boring means we’re not fooling ourselves, or you.”

He gestures toward the darkness at the far end of the church.

“Places like this get a reputation because people come in expecting something. They jump at shadows, convince themselves every sound is a sign. We’re not here to do that.”

He pauses, listening.

The church does nothing.

No movement. No noises beyond the ambient creaks of an old structure settling into the night. The air feels still, heavy but not oppressive. Adam rolls his shoulders, relaxed.

“Alright,” he says. “Baseline’s look clean.”

He switches on a digital audio recorder and places it on the stone floor near the altar.

“This will run the whole time,” he explains. “If anything happens later that we don’t catch live, we’ll review it after and hopefully find it.”

Carl checks one of the static cameras and gives a thumbs-up. “All feeds stable.”

“Perfect.”

Adam straightens and takes a step back, surveying the space again. The church feels... ordinary. Old, yes. Atmospheric, definitely. But no different to dozens of other places they’ve investigated.

He feels a flicker of satisfaction.

“Okay,” he says, clapping his hands once, the sound echoing sharply through the nave. “We’re set.”

The echo fades.

The silence that follows is comfortable.

For now.

Adam reaches for the spirit box and brings it into frame; it’s gone into standby mode.

“This is where people usually expect something to happen straight away,” he says. “And nine times out of ten, it doesn’t. That’s fine. We don’t rush this.”

He glances around the church one more time, torch beam drifting lazily across stone and shadow.

Nothing moves.

Adam nods.

“Alright,” he says. “Let’s begin.”

Adam switches the spirit box on.

Static spills into the nave immediately, a harsh wash of sound that fills the empty space and rebounds off the stone walls. He adjusts the volume down a fraction, then nods to himself.

“Alright,” he says. “This is a fast sweep. It’s scanning radio frequencies several times a second. What you’re hearing right now is normal.”

The device rattles and crackles, bursts of clipped audio flickering through too quickly to resolve into anything meaningful.

Adam crouches, placing it carefully on the stone slab between the two EMF meters.

“We’re going to start simple,” he continues. “If there is anyone here, you can use this device to communicate. You don’t need to be afraid of us.”

He pauses.

The static continues uninterrupted.

“Can you tell us your name?”

Nothing.

A fragment of music flashes through the speaker, then vanishes. A half-second of a DJ’s voice. Gone.

Adam nods. “That’s radio bleed. That’s what we expect.”

He glances at the chat, which is already filling with people claiming to hear words that aren’t there.

“This is the part where people start reaching,” he says calmly. “Try not to.”

He waits another ten seconds.

The spirit box chatters aimlessly.

“Can you tell us how many people are here with us?” Adam asks.

A burst of static. Then silence. Then more static.

Carl shifts his weight nearby. “Nothing.”

“Exactly,” Adam says. “And that’s fine.”

He lifts the device briefly, turning it slightly so the camera catches the display.

“No intelligent responses. No repeated patterns. No timing that lines up with questions. That tells us we’re not getting anything right now.”

He sets it back down.

The church remains inert.

No movement. No sounds beyond the constant hiss of the device and the soft ambient creaks of the building settling.

Adam feels himself relax.

“Sometimes,” he says, “that’s just how it goes. A lot of locations don’t respond straight away. Some don’t respond at all.”

He looks around the nave as he speaks, torch beam drifting across pillars and broken pews.

“Doesn’t mean the stories are fake. Doesn’t mean nothing ever happens here. It just means tonight might not be the night.”

The chat slows slightly. A few disappointed comments scroll past. Someone types, finally someone honest.

Adam smiles faintly.

He waits another full minute, letting the device run without prompting.

The spirit box offers nothing but noise.

No rhythm. No repetition. No answers that could reasonably be mistaken for intent.

Adam reaches forward and switches it off.

The sudden silence feels louder than the static ever did.

“Alright,” he says. “First pass is a washout.”

He stands, stretching his back, and glances at Carl. “Let’s give it some time.”

Carl nods. “Agreed.”

Adam turns back to the camera.

“This is important,” he says. “If something comes through later, we know it didn’t start like this. That matters. Think of it as a baseline measurement.”

He steps away from the altar, leaving the spirit box dark and silent on the stone.

For a moment, the church feels almost peaceful.

Adam takes a slow breath.

“Okay,” he says. “Let’s move on.”

They leave it for a while.

Adam talks through some of the church’s history, what little there is to tell. Renovations that never happened. A dwindling congregation. Closure without scandal. He keeps his tone neutral, professional, giving the space time to settle again.

Eventually, he returns to the altar.

“Alright,” he says. “Let’s try again.”

He switches the spirit box back on.

Static floods the nave once more, harsh, and familiar. Adam adjusts the volume, listening closely. The others drift in, unconsciously tightening their circle around the device.

“This is still the same sweep rate,” Adam says. “Same conditions. Nothing’s changed.”

He waits a beat.

“Is there anyone here who wants to communicate with us?”

The static continues.

Then, just as Adam starts to speak again, a clipped burst of sound cuts through.

It’s too fast to be a word. Too short to hold onto.

Adam frowns slightly.

“Alright,” he says. “Let’s slow it down.”

He adjusts the settings, reducing the sweep rate by a fraction. The static shifts, becoming more granular, each fragment lingering a heartbeat longer.

“Can you tell us your name?”

Nothing.

A faint syllable flickers through the speaker. Something that might be a consonant. Or might be nothing at all.

The chat surges.

Adam glances at the screen, then back at the device. “I’m not calling that,” he says. “That’s still radio.”

He waits again.

“Can you tell us how many people are here?”

Static. Silence. Then...

A single, sharp burst.

one

Adam freezes.

The word is clear enough that everyone hears it.

Carl’s eyebrows lift. “Did that...”

Adam raises a hand. “Hold on.”

He rewinds the feed on one of the static cameras and plays it back.

The sound is still there. Short. Isolated.

Adam exhales slowly. “Okay,” he says. “That’s interesting.”

The chat is chaos now. Some people insist it’s a clean response. Others argue it’s coincidence, a DJ voice bleeding through.

Adam nods along with both camps.

“This is where it gets tricky,” he says. “Because timing matters.”

He leans closer to the device.

“If that was a response,” he continues, “then it lined up. But it also could’ve been chance. One word isn’t enough.”

He straightens.

“Can you repeat that?”

The static rolls on.

Nothing else comes through.

Adam waits longer this time, giving the silence room to breathe.

“Can you tell us how old you are?”

A burst of static. A fragment of music. Nothing intelligible.

Adam nods. “That’s noise.”

The room relaxes slightly.

He waits another ten seconds.

Then asks, “Can you tell us why you’re here?”

The static shifts.

A syllable forms, soft, indistinct, but there.

stay

Adam’s stomach tightens.

He doesn’t react immediately.

He rewinds the feed again.

The sound is still ambiguous. The timing is... close. Not perfect. But close enough to make his skin prickle.

Carl shifts beside him. “That’s... weird.”

Adam keeps his voice level. “It might be.”

He turns to the camera. “This is the grey area,” he says. “This is where confirmation bias kicks in. We want it to be something, so we decide it is something.”

He pauses, then adds, quieter, “That doesn’t mean it is.”

He looks back at the spirit box.

“If you’re trying to tell us something,” he says, carefully, “you’ll need to be clearer than that.”

The device crackles.

Nothing comes through.

The EMF meters remain steady.

The church does not react.

Adam reaches forward and switches the spirit box off again.

The silence feels heavier this time.

“Alright,” he says. “Second pass gives us... maybe. Which isn’t enough.”

He forces a small smile. “We don’t jump on maybes.”

But he doesn’t step away immediately.

For a moment longer than necessary, he looks down at the darkened device.

Then he straightens and steps back.

“Let’s move on,” he says.

The chat continues to argue long after the sound has faded.

They step away from the altar.

Adam suggests a short break, not to stop, just to reset. He talks quietly to the camera, answering a few comments, grounding the moment again. Carl checks the static feeds. Everything appears stable.

For a few minutes, nothing happens.

Then one of the EMF meters chirps.

It’s soft at first. Almost apologetic.

Adam turns toward it immediately. “Hold on.”

The needle rises.

Not a spike. Not a jump.

A smooth, deliberate increase.

“That’s new,” Carl says.

Adam kneels beside it, keeping his voice even. “We’ve had clean, base readings all night.”

The needle drops.

Then rises again.

Same height. Same duration.

Up. Down.

Up. Down.

The rhythm is unmistakable.

Adam looks up slowly. “That’s not interference.”

Carl checks the second meter.

It remains flat.

Only the one closest to the altar is reacting.

Adam swallows. “Okay,” he says. “That’s interesting.”

He reaches for the temperature sensor.

“Seven degrees,” he says. “Same as before.”

The EMF meter pulses again.

Up. Down.

Someone mutters, “That’s... steady.”

Adam nods. “Too steady, especially when the other meter isn’t reading anything, lets reset both meters and swap them round.”

The same EMF meter, although in the other position, continues its steady rise and fall.

He glances around the nave, torch beam sweeping slowly across the stonework.

Nothing moves.

The air feels thicker now, not colder, just resistant. As if sound doesn’t want to travel as far as it should.

A soft scrape echoes from somewhere behind them.

Everyone turns.

The sound is faint, distant, stone on stone, slow and dragging.

Adam lifts a hand. “Did anyone move?”

No one answers.

They stand still, listening.

The sound doesn’t repeat.

Adam forces a breath out. “Old building,” he says, but the words lack conviction.

The EMF meter pulses again.

Up. Down.

Carl checks the time. “It’s lining up.”

Adam frowns. “With what?”

Carl gestures toward the device. “Your questions. When you stop talking, it starts.”

Adam tests it.

He speaks about nothing. Filler. Equipment. Process.

The EMF meter stays flat.

He stops.

Three second’s pass.

Up. Down.

Adam’s mouth goes dry.

“That’s... slightly creepy,” he says quietly.

One of the static camera’s flickers briefly.

Not off, just a brief distortion, like something passing close to the lens.

Adam moves toward the monitor. “Replay that.”

They scrub back.

The flicker doesn’t appear on playback.

Adam straightens slowly.

“Okay,” he says. “So, we’ve got a patterned EMF response, unexplained sound displacement, and visual interference that isn’t recording.”

The chat is screaming now.

Adam ignores it.

He steps back toward the altar.

“If something is causing this,” he says carefully, “you need to make it clear that you are.”

The EMF meter drops to zero.

Every torch flickers at once.

Someone screams.

The lights return immediately, but the silence afterward is absolute. No wind. No distant sounds. Even the ambient creaks have stopped.

Adam feels his heartbeat in his throat.

He checks the temperature sensor again.

“Three,” he says.

A four-degree drop.

Carl exhales. “That’s fast.”

Adam nods. “That’s very fast.”

He straightens and looks directly into the camera.

“This is the point,” he says, voice low, “where we stop attributing things to coincidence.”

A loud bang erupts from the left side aisle.

One of the team yelps.

Adam swears under his breath, spinning toward the sound. Dust drifts down from the ceiling. A loose stone skitters across the floor.

“That,” Adam says carefully, “was not wind.”

A shadow crosses the far wall, clear, distinct, human-shaped, then vanishes.

Adam freezes mid-sentence.

Carl whispers, “Did you see...”

“Yes,” Adam says. “We, we all saw it.”

They replay the static camera feed.

The shadow isn’t there.

Adam forces a grin. “Cameras miss things sometimes.”

The chat is feral now.

He reaches down and picks up the spirit box.

It feels heavier in his hands than it did before.

“We haven’t touched this,” he continues. “Nothing’s changed on our end.”

The EMF meter pulses once more.

Up.

Down.

Adam doesn’t turn it on yet.

He waits.

The church waits with him.

Adam doesn’t speak straight away.

He stands at the altar with the spirit box in his hands, listening to the church breathe, or not breathe. The silence feels held, like something waiting for permission.

The EMF meter sits perfectly still.

Adam glances at Carl. Carl nods once.

Adam switches the spirit box on.

Static floods the nave again, but it sounds different now. Thicker. Less scattered. The fragments linger just a fraction longer than they should.

Adam doesn’t introduce it this time.
He doesn’t explain.
He simply waits.

Five second’s pass.

Nothing.

Ten.

The EMF meter twitches.

Adam looks down, then back at the device.

“Are you causing what we’re seeing?” he asks.

The static continues.

Then, immediately, cleanly,

yes

No overlap.
No delay.
The word lands exactly where the answer should be.

No one moves.

Adam feels his stomach drop.

He rewinds the feed.

The word is still there.

He plays it again.

Still there.

Carl swallows. “That was...”

Adam raises a hand.

He keeps his voice level, but it takes effort.

“That could still be coincidence,” he says. “One word isn’t...”

The EMF meter pulses.

Up.

Down.

Adam closes his eyes for a moment, then opens them.

“Did you hear us earlier?” he asks.

The static shifts.

always

Someone lets out a sharp breath.

Adam doesn’t rewind this time.

He already knows.

“Are you alone here?” he asks.

The response comes so fast it almost interrupts him.

no

The temperature sensor chirps.

Adam glances at it automatically.

two degrees.

“That’s enough, we are nearly out of time.” Carl says quietly.

Adam hesitates.

Not because he doesn’t believe Carl, but because stopping feels like conceding something.

He forces himself to speak one last time.

“We’re going to leave now,” he says. “You don’t need to follow us.”

The static hisses.

Then,

stay

The EMF meter spikes hard.

Adam switches the spirit box off.

The silence crashes down like pressure.

No one speaks.

No one laughs.

Adam sets the device down with care, as if it might react to being dropped.

“Time to pack up,” he says. “Now.”

They don’t argue.

Carl is already unplugging cables. One of the others lifts the static camera nearest the altar without being told. Movements are efficient, practised, but tighter than before, hands a little less steady, voices noticeably absent.

Adam keeps filming for a moment longer, then lowers the camera.

“Okay,” he says quietly. “Let’s just get out clean.”

No one jokes.

The EMF meters stay flat as they’re switched off. The temperature sensor returns to eleven degrees as if nothing unusual ever happened. The spirit box sits dark and inert on the stone slab, harmless again.

Adam watches it for a second longer than necessary before slipping it into its case.

As they work, the church feels larger.

Not louder. Not more active. Just... emptied of something it had been holding while they were inside. The silence no longer presses, it recedes, creating space that feels wrong in a different way.

Carl breaks it first.

“Well,” he says, forcing a half-laugh, “that’ll get people talking.”

No one responds.

Adam clears his throat and switches the main camera back on, the red light blinking into life.

“Alright,” he says, slipping back into presenter mode. His voice is steadier now, familiar. Safe. “We’re going to call it there.”

He gestures vaguely toward the darkness behind him. “Nothing dramatic. No flying objects. But definitely some interesting responses.”

He smiles, and this time it sticks, just enough.

“We’ll go through the footage, do proper reviews, and let you know if we find anything we missed.”

The chat is still moving fast. Adam doesn’t read it.

“Thanks for sticking with us,” he says. “We’ll see you next time.”

“Don’t forget to like, share and subscribe.”

He reaches forward and ends the stream.

The red light goes out.

For a few seconds, no one moves.

Then Adam exhales, long and slow. “Okay,” he says. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

They shoulder the last of the equipment and head toward the entrance together. The church doesn’t react. No sounds. No movement. Just stone and shadow and the open night waiting beyond the doorway.

As Adam steps over the threshold, the chilly air hits him harder than he expects. He pauses, frowning, then shakes it off and continues down the path toward the van.

Behind them, St. Mark’s remains unchanged.

The drive home is quiet.

Someone turns the radio on, then off again a few seconds later. Carl stares out of the passenger window, jaw tight. The others scroll through their phones, already reading reactions, clips, speculation.

Adam grips the steering wheel a little too hard.

At a red light, he glances at his reflection in the rear-view mirror and doesn’t recognise the expression there, not fear, exactly. Something closer to irritation. Or offence.

As if something had crossed a line without permission.

When they pull into Adam’s yard where they keep their equipment, Adam helps unload in silence. They part with quick goodbyes, promises to talk tomorrow, plans to review footage.

Adam drives home, then subconsciously checks behind himself to make sure he’s alone before unlocking his front door.

Inside, the house feels normal. Too normal. Warm. Quiet. Exactly as he left it.

He drops his keys on the counter and leans back against the door, closing his eyes.

For a moment, he’s convinced he can still hear static.

He opens his eyes.

Nothing.

Adam exhales again, longer this time, and pushes himself upright.

“Get a grip
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