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EXT. VICTORIAN MANSION - DAY

LENA and MARCUS HOLLOWAY, hand-in-hand, gaze up at an
imposing, yet charming, Victorian mansion. Sunlight catches
dust motes dancing in the air, hinting at years of neglect.

Their eyes, however, are filled with starry-eyed optimism
as a REALTOR drones on about the bargain. They are already
lost in visions of their future life within its grand
walls.

REALTOR
And the price, as I mentioned, is simply
astonishing for a property of this caliber.
A true steal.

A faint, melancholic breeze whispers through the overgrown
gardens, a subtle warning they are too joyful to perceive.

FADE OUT.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - ENTRYWAY - NIGHT

Cardboard boxes are stacked haphazardly in the cavernous
entryway. LENA and MARCUS, giddy and exhausted, navigate
the maze of their belongings.

LENA
I can't believe we're finally here. It's.. a
lot.

MARCUS

A lot of home. A lot of future.

They share a tired, sweet kiss amidst the chaos. Their
laughter bounces off the high ceilings, a fragile sound
against the house's deep silence.

INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - MASTER BEDROOM - LATER

The room is vast and sparsely furnished, illuminated by the
faint glow of a streetlamp outside. Long shadows stretch
across the floor, giving the impression of unseen
presences.



LENA
(softly)
It feels.. alive, doesn't it?

MARCUS
It's settling in. Just like us.

He pulls her close. The old house groans, a low, resonant
sound that could be the wind, or something else entirely.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - MASTER BEDROOM - MORNING

Sunlight streams through the tall, dusty windows. LENA
stirs, a subtle frown creasing her brow as a faint,
metallic scent fills the air. It’s a strange coppery tang,
barely perceptible beneath the usual mustiness of an old
house.

LENA
(muttering)
What is that smell?

Her eyes drift to the baseboard near the ornate four-poster
bed. There, a faint, reddish smudge mars the dark wood.
It’'s barely there, easily dismissed as an old stain, but it
looks unnervingly like dried blood.

LENA
Marcus...

She nudges MARCUS beside her, but he only groans and pulls
the heavy duvet tighter around himself, lost in sleep. The
smudge seems to deepen in Lena's vision, a silent,
unsettling accusation.

FADE TO BLACK.



INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - STUDY - DAY

MARCUS unpacks boxes filled with books in the grand, dusty
study. Sunlight slants through the tall windows,
illuminating floating motes of dust.

He pauses, head cocked. A faint, almost imperceptible
MURMUR seems to emanate from the walls, like distant,
hushed voices.

MARCUS
Hello?

The murmuring ceases. Marcus shakes his head, dismissing it
as the house creaking or the wind.

MARCUS
(to himself)
Just the old house.

He resumes unpacking, but his movements are now hesitant,
his gaze occasionally flicking to the solid, unyielding
walls.

CUT TO:
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - KITCHEN - MORNING

LENA hums softly as she prepares breakfast at a large
island. Sunlight streams into the clean, modern kitchen, a
stark contrast to the rest of the house.

A hairline crack in the pristine white plaster above the
stove begins to weep a thin, wviscous crimson line. It
trickles down the wall, slow and deliberate.

Lena stops humming. Her eyes fix on the growing crimson
stain pooling on the immaculate tile floor. Her breath
hitches.



LENA
(whispering)
What...?

She tentatively reaches out a trembling hand towards the
fluid. It feels warm, unnervingly alive.

FADE OUT.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

MARCUS bursts into the kitchen, eyes wide with alarm from
Lena's cry.

He freezes, staring at the impossible crimson stream now
snaking down the wall, pooling on the floor.

MARCUS
Lena? What is this?

He rushes forward, snatching a dishrag and tentatively
swiping at the wviscous liquid on the wall.

It smears like blood, and more begins to seep from the
crack, a silent, horrifying testament to the house's decay.

MARCUS
(horrified)
It's... it's not stopping.

The air in the kitchen grows thick, heavy with an unseen
pressure. Marcus backs away slowly, his gaze locked on the
weeping wall.

CUT TO:
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - HALLWAY - LATER

LENA wanders through a dimly 1lit hallway, searching for a
flashlight. The familiar path seems to stretch unnaturally
long.

Doors are subtly out of alignment, the wallpaper patterns
shifting like an optical illusion.



LENA
This isn't right. Where is that flashlight?

She stops, a wave of profound sorrow washing over her, so
heavy it makes her knees buckle.

LENA
(whispering)
I can't... I can't find my way.

She stumbles back against a wall, feeling the ornate
patterns press into her skin, the house itself seeming to
hold her captive.

FADE OUT.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

MARCUS paces the room, his movements jerky. LENA sits
rigidly on the velvet sofa, eyes darting to every shadow.

Dust motes dance in the weak lamplight, creating shifting,
ephemeral shapes.

MARCUS
It's probably just the old pipes. Or maybe
some mold. Houses like this... they settle.

They make noises.

LENA
(softly)
It doesn't feel like noises, Marcus. It
feels... wrong.

Marcus stops pacing. He looks at Lena, truly sees the
terror etched on her face. He forces a smile that doesn't
reach his eyes.

MARCUS
We're just spooked. It's late. The house is
big. Let's just... try to relax.



He sits beside her, but keeps a wary distance. The silence
presses in, heavy and absolute, amplifying the sound of
their own breathing.

A floorboard CREAKS upstairs. Both jump.

LENA
Did you hear that?

MARCUS
(strained)
The house settling.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - BEDROOM - NIGHT

LENA jolts awake, gasping. A phantom chill clings to her
skin, her left arm tingling as if something impossibly cold
just brushed past.

The room is plunged into an oppressive darkness, the air
heavy and still. Marcus sleeps soundly beside her,
oblivious.

LENA
(whispering)
Marcus?

He doesn't stir. Lena slowly pulls her arm closer,
examining it in the faint moonlight filtering through the
window. Nothing is there, yet the sensation of that touch
persists.

LENA
Hello?

Her voice is barely audible, swallowed by the vast silence
of the house. A profound sense of being watched washes over
her, prickling the hairs on her neck.

FADE TO BLACK.



INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - ATTIC - DAY

Sunlight streams through a grimy dormer window,
illuminating dust motes dancing in the heavy air. MARCUS,
ever curious, taps a loose floorboard with his boot.

He kneels, prying it up with a rusted crowbar found nearby.
Beneath, a dark cavity is revealed.

MARCUS
Lena! You have to see this.

He reaches into the hole, pulling out a small, leather-
bound box. Inside, a stack of yellowed letters tied with a
brittle, faded ribbon lies nestled on velvet.

MARCUS
They're old... like, really old.

He picks up the topmost letter, the paper crackling
ominously. The air grows colder, a faint whisper seeming to
emanate from the hidden compartment.

MARCUS
(to himself)
What secrets are you hiding?

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - STUDY - NIGHT

Flickering lamplight casts long, dancing shadows across the
opulent study. LENA and MARCUS huddle close over a small,
antique writing desk, the brittle letters spread between
them.

Marcus holds the topmost letter, his brow furrowed as he
reads aloud the elegant, spidery cursive.

MARCUS
'My Dearest William, the ache in my soul
grows with each passing day. This house,
once a sanctuary, now feels like a cage of
my own making.'



LENA

(whispering)
Eleanor... she sounds so lost.
MARCUS

'The silence here is deafening, broken only
by the whispers of what might have been. I
see her shadow in the halls, always just out
of sight...'

A faint CREAK echoes from the floorboards above. Lena
Jjumps, her eyes darting towards the ceiling.

LENA
Did you hear that?

MARCUS
(distracted)
'...a sorrow so profound it chills the very
air. I fear I am becoming as lost as she.'’

Marcus's voilce falters as he reads the last line. He looks
at Lena, his eyes wide with a shared unease.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

The lamplight flickers more violently. The floorboards
beneath Lena and Marcus begin to vibrate faintly.

A low, mournful WHISPERING emanates from below, growing in
volume. It's no longer just sound; it's a chorus of
spectral voices.

LENA
(terrified)
What is that? It sounds like crying.

MARCUS
(eyes wide)
It's coming from the walls... from the very
foundation.



The whispers coalesce, forming fragmented words that hang
in the air - pleas, regrets, desperate cries for release.

VOICES
(overlapping)
Let me out... so cold... forever trapped...

LENA
They're Eleanor's words. She's screaming.

Marcus clutches a letter, his knuckles white. The ancient
paper seems to tremble in his hand.

MARCUS
The house... it's answering us.

CUT TO:
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

The house LURCHES violently, as if a giant hand has gripped
it. Dust rains from the ceiling. Crimson tears stream
faster down the ornate wallpaper.

At the edge of their vision, a fleeting, spectral IMAGE
flickers - a gaunt face, a plea held within its ephemeral
form. It vanishes.

LENA
(gasping)
Did you see that?

MARCUS
(shaken)
This isn't a dream home, Lena. It's a

prison.

LENA
She's trapped here. And she's trying to tell
us.

They cling to each other, the spectral whispers now a
deafening roar in their minds. The house groans around
them, a tomb that refuses to stay buried.



FADE TO BLACK.

INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - HIDDEN STUDY - DAY

LENA and MARCUS are surrounded by the contents of a

recently discovered hidden compartment. Letters spill from
a wooden chest, a leather-bound diary lies open, and a

tarnished silver locket rests in Lena's palm.

Dust motes dance in the single shaft of light piercing the

gloom, illuminating the aged paper and faded ink. A faint

chill permeates the air, growing colder as they examine the

artifacts.

LENA
She loved someone named Thomas. These
letters are full of it.

MARCUS
(tracing)

This locket.. it has initials. T.R. And E.M.

Eleanor and Thomas.

LENA

They were separated. The diary.. it speaks of

a secret meeting. A betrayal.

MARCUS
The air feels heavy. Like something is
watching us, feeding off this sorrow.

LENA
(voice trembling)
She’s trying to tell us what happened to
her. We have to find out.

INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - HIDDEN STUDY - CONTINUOUS

CONTINUE

LENA carefully pries open the tarnished silver locket.
Inside, a miniature portrait of a handsome young man stares
back. The air grows heavy, charged with an unseen sorrow.



Lena's eyes well up, her breath catching in her throat. A
faint, mournful WHISPER seems to coil around her, a
spectral sigh. It sounds like Eleanor's name.

LENA
(barely audible)
Eleanor...

MARCUS
(concerned)
Lena? Are you alright? You look.. pale.

LENA
(gasping)
It's.. so much grief. It's like she's still
here, trapped in this.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - NURSERY - CONTINUOUS

Dust motes dance in the slivers of light piercing the grimy
windows of a forgotten nursery. Peeling wallpaper reveals
faded, once-cheerful circus animals now warped into
unsettling visages.

A lone, broken rocking horse, its paint chipped and one eye
missing, CREAKS and SWAYS as if pushed by an unseen hand. A
faint, disembodied LULLABRY drifts through the room.

LENA
(hushed)
It's so cold here. Like a child was left
alone... and afraid.

MARCUS
(uneasy)
We shouldn't linger. This place.. it feels
wrong.



LENA
(compelled)
But someone was here. Someone loved this
room. I can feel it.

Lena reaches out, her fingers hovering inches from the
rocking horse, a deep, aching maternal longing washing over
her.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN MANSION - MARCUS'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Darkness chokes the room. Marcus tosses and turns in a
sweat-drenched bed. His eyes snap open, wide with terror.

MARCUS
(gasping)
No... not again.

He sits up, breathing raggedly. The oppressive silence of
the house presses in, heavier than before.

Whispers, faint and mournful, seem to emanate from the very
walls - fragmented accusations of sorrow and neglect.

WHISPERS (0.S.)
You left her... you failed...

WHISPERS (0.S.)
Alone... so alone...

Marcus clutches his head, trying to shut out the spectral
voices. He scrambles out of bed, desperate.

MARCUS
(hoarsely)
Shut up! Leave me alone!

He stumbles towards the door, the shadows in the room
seeming to writhe and grasp at him.

FADE TO BLACK.



INT. LENA'S STUDY - DAY

Sunlight filters through dusty window panes, illuminating a
cluttered desk. Lena, hunched over, turns the brittle pages
of an old diary.

Her fingers, stained with ink, trace faded script as she
reads, a look of dawning realization on her face.

LENA
Eleanor... Thomas...

She pauses, her breath catching. A letter slips from
between the pages, addressed in elegant, spidery
handwriting.

LENA
(whispering)
My dearest Thomas, they will never
understand our love...

Lena's eyes scan further, her expression shifting from
sorrow to a fierce, protective empathy. The diary spills
secrets of forbidden meetings and desperate plans.

LENA
You were so afraid. So trapped.

She closes her eyes, a tremor running through her. The
weight of Eleanor's past, her desperate longing, presses
down, a mirror to Lena's own crushing reality.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. LENA'S STUDY - NIGHT

The room is cloaked in shadow, save for the eerie glow of a
single desk lamp. Lena sits, the diary open before her, her
voice a low murmur.

LENA
If only I could escape this house, this
life. My heart aches for a freedom I may
never know.



At the far end of the dimly 1lit hallway, a translucent
figure begins to form. It's a WOMAN, her form shimmering,
her face etched with profound sorrow.

LENA
Eleanor? Is that you?

The spectral woman turns her head slowly. Just as her eyes
seem to meet Lena's, she dissolves like mist, leaving
behind only a faint, ethereal scent of lavender.

MARCUS enters the study doorway, drawn by Lena's voice. His
eyes dart to the hallway, his face draining of all color as
he sees the lingering wisps of the apparition.

MARCUS
(choked whisper)
The scent... lavender...

He stumbles back, his gaze fixed on the empty hallway, the
shared horror palpable between them.

CUT TO:
INT. MANOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

The crimson weeping intensifies. Thick, viscous trails of
blood now snake across the ornate wallpaper and pool on the
polished floorboards. It drips from the chandelier, each
drop echoing in the strained silence.

LENA
It's everywhere. It's like the house is
bleeding out.

Marcus shields his eyes as a fresh rivulet cascades from
the ceiling, splattering near his feet. The wood groans, a
mournful sound that seems to emanate from the very
structure.

MARCUS
(frantic)
We can't stay here. We have to get out.



Lena stares at the walls, her reflection a distorted, tear-
streaked mess in the dark liquid. The scent of lavender is
almost overpowering, suffocating.

LENA
Where else do we go? It follows us.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Steam hangs heavy in the air, clinging to every surface.
Marcus stands before a vanity, the mirror a dull, fogged-
over grey.

Slowly, a patch of the mirror clears, as if a spectral hand
is wiping it. Letters materialize in the condensation.

MARCUS
What the...

He leans closer, his breath misting the glass again. The
words 'HE TOOK EVERYTHING' are starkly visible, etched by
an unseen force.

MARCUS
(whispering)
No. That's not possible.

He lunges forward, wiping frantically at the glass with his
sleeve. The condensation smears, then reforms, the chilling
message reappearing instantly.

MARCUS
Get out of my head!

CUT TO BLACK.
INT. ATTIC - DAY

Dust motes dance in the single shaft of sunlight piercing
the gloom. Lena ascends the creaking pull-down stairs, a
flashlight beam cutting through the shadows.



She stops, a shiver coursing through her despite the room's
stuffiness. One corner of the attic is noticeably colder,
an icy pocket that seems to hum with a profound sorrow.

LENA
What is this place?

Her hand, outstretched, brushes against something
invisible. A child's faint, sorrowful CRY echoes, seeming
to emanate from the very air around her.

LENA
(gasping)
Hello?

An unseen force presses against her, a palpable wave of
grief so intense it makes her knees buckle. She clutches
her head, fighting back tears.

LENA
I can't... I can't breathe...

FADE OUT.
INT. OLD STUDY - NIGHT

A single, flickering lamp casts long shadows across a dusty
mahogany desk. ELIZA, eyes wide with a desperate urgency,
hunches over a brittle, leather-bound journal.

Her trembling hand clutches a fountain pen, the ink
bleeding onto the aged paper. The air is thick with the
scent of old paper and a palpable sense of dread.

ELEANOR
They are coming for it. I can feel their
cold touch, their hunger.

ELEANOR
The legacy. My only hope. I've hidden it so
well. They will never find it.

ELEANOR
(whispering)



But he.. he promised. He said he would
protect it. Why did he lie?

ELEANOR
The darkness closes in. I hear his
footsteps. No more running. Not anymore.

Eliza slams the journal shut, the sound echoing in the
oppressive silence. Her breath hitches as a floorboard
GROANS from the hallway outside.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. OLD STUDY - NIGHT

MARCUS paces the study, eyes darting to every shadow.
Papers are scattered, some torn. Lena watches him, her face
etched with worry.

He stops, running a hand through his already dishevelled
hair. The silence of the house feels suffocating.

MARCUS
This isn't normal, Lena. We need to get out.
Now.

LENA
And go where? Back to nothing? Eleanor
wouldn't want us to run.

MARCUS
(frustrated)
This isn't about Eleanor anymore! This
house.. it's getting to us. It's making us
see things. Hear things.

LENA
Or it's showing us the truth. We owe her
this, Marcus. To understand.

MARCUS
Understand what? That we're going insane? I
can't do this anymore, Lena. I'm scared.



LENA
I know. Me too. But we're together. And we
won't leave until we find out what happened.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. OLD HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Marcus and Lena stand in the center of the dusty living
room. The air crackles with an unseen energy. Shadows
writhe at the edges of their vision.

Suddenly, a framed portrait of ELEANOR on the mantelpiece
CRASHES to the floor. Shards of glass spray across the worn
rug.

LENA
(gasping)
It's angry.

MARCUS
(shaken)
We have to leave. Now!

The grand piano in the corner BANGS a single, discordant
note. Bookshelves tremble, sending volumes tumbling. A
chilling whisper, like a tormented sigh, fills the room.

LENA
No. It's trying to tell us something. Don't
you feel i1it? Eleanor..

A spectral, white dress drifts past the doorway,
accompanied by a guttural WAIL of pure anguish.

MARCUS
Eleanor, please! What do you want?!

CUT TO BLACK.



INT. OLD HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Lena, trembling, pulls back a heavy, moth-eaten tapestry
depicting a pastoral scene. Dust motes dance in the beam of
her flashlight.

A section of the wall behind it is discolored, revealing a
faint outline. Lena presses her fingers against it, finding
a slight give.

LENA
Here.. it has to be here.

She pushes harder, and a small, hidden compartment CLICKS
open. It's barely large enough to hold anything
significant.

Inside, nestled on faded velvet, sits a child's worn wooden
horse. Next to it, a single, perfectly preserved dried
rose.

LENA
(whispering)
Oh, Eleanor. Your secret.

Lena reaches out, her fingers brushing the cool wood of the
toy. The air in the small space feels heavy, thick with an
ancient, suffocating grief.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. OLD HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Lena clutches the wooden horse, her gaze fixed on the dried
rose. A soft, spectral weeping echoes, closer now.

The air grows colder. A translucent, child-sized SHAPE
flickers at the edge of Lena's vision, vanishing as she
turns her head.

LENA
(to herself)
She lost a child. That's why you're trapped
here. That's the grief.



The weeping swells, a heartbroken lament that seems to
vibrate through the very floorboards. The faint outline of
the child reappears for a fleeting moment, reaching out.

LENA
(sobbing)
I'm so sorry, Eleanor. So, so sorry.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. OLD HOUSE - ATTIC - DAY

Dust motes dance in the single shaft of light piercing the
gloom. Marcus kneels before a loose floorboard, prying it
open with trembling hands.

He reaches into the dark cavity and pulls out a brittle,
yellowed NEWSPAPER CLIPPING.

MARCUS
What is this...?

His eyes scan the faded ink. A headline screams: 'Prominent
Family Rocked by Child's Mysterious Disappearance’.

MARCUS
The Athertons... Eleanor Atherton.

The clipping details a scandal from thirty years ago, a
little girl named Eleanor who vanished without a trace. The
date matches the whispers, the spectral child. A chilling
dread washes over Marcus.

MARCUS
(hushed whisper)
This is her... this is what happened.

He clutches the clipping, the paper crackling ominously.
The shadows in the attic seem to deepen, coalescing around

him.

FADE TO BLACK.



INT. OLD HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Lena and Marcus stand frozen at the end of the dimly lit
hallway. The air grows heavy, thick with an unnatural
chill.

At the far end, a spectral figure coalesces from the
shadows - ELEANOR. Her form is more distinct now, her eyes
hollow voids of sorrow.

ELEANOR
(weakly)
Garden...

She raises a translucent hand, pointing a trembling finger
towards the unseen garden, then dissipates like mist.

LENA
She's trying to tell us something. The
garden.

MARCUS
She's showing us where to look. It's
outside.

They exchange a determined look, the spectral warning
igniting a fresh resolve.

FADE TO BLACK.
EXT. OVERGROWN GARDEN - NIGHT

Lena and Marcus push through a rusty iron gate, entering a
wild, untamed garden. Moonlight struggles to pierce the
dense canopy of ancient trees.

The air is thick with the cloying scent of damp earth and
decaying leaves. Eleanor's spectral form flickers at the
edge of their vision, always just ahead.

FELEANOR
(pointing)
There...



She drifts towards a colossal oak tree, its branches
contorted like skeletal limbs reaching for the sky. A
profound dread emanates from it.

MARCUS
This is 1t. This is where she wants us to
look.

LENA

I can feel it. Something is buried here.

Eleanor's form intensifies near the base of the oak, her
sorrowful gaze fixed on the gnarled roots. The tree seems
to hum with a terrible, ancient energy.

FADE TO BLACK.
EXT. OVERGROWN GARDEN - OAK TREE BASE - NIGHT

Lena and Marcus kneel by the massive roots of the ancient
oak, shovels in hand. The air is thick with an unseen
presence.

As they begin to dig, a dark, viscous liquid seeps from the
disturbed soil, resembling blood. The ghostly whispers from
the house intensify, swirling around them.

LENA
What is this? It's like the ground is
weeping.
MARCUS
(grunting)
It feels too soft... like it's been dug

before. Keep going.

Marcus’s shovel hits something hard with a dull, sickening
THUD. Lena freezes, her eyes wide with dread.

LENA
Did you hear that?

MARCUS
Yeah. We found it.



CUT TO:

EXT. OVERGROWN GARDEN - OAK TREE BASE - CONTINUOUS

Marcus and Lena frantically dig around the oak's roots.
Their shovels scrape against aged wood. They unearth a
small, intricately carved wooden box.

Dusting it off, they reveal a tarnished metal clasp,
stained with what looks like dried blood. The box feels
heavy, unnaturally so.

LENA
It’s locked. And look at this.. it’s blood,
isn’t 1it?

MARCUS
(grimly)
Eleanor's pain. It's all here.

The house creaks, a long, drawn-out groan that seems to
emanate from its very core.

LENA
Do you feel that? The house.. it knows we
have it.

MARCUS

We need to get it open. Now.

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. OVERGROWN GARDEN - CONTINUOUS

Marcus pulls a tarnished letter opener from a small pouch.
He carefully works it into the box's clasp. Lena watches,
breathless.

With a sharp *CLICK*, the clasp springs open. Inside,
nestled on faded crimson velvet, rests a child's tarnished
silver rattle and a delicate lock of golden hair.



LENA
Oh, no.. this was her child’s. It was never
found.

A chilling, spectral SOB echoes through the garden, carried
on a sudden gust of wind. Lena recoils, eyes wide with
terror and sorrow.

MARCUS
(hushed)
She’s still here. Still grieving.

FADE OUT.

EXT. OVERGROWN GARDEN - CONTINUOUS

A spectral figure, THOMAS, coalesces beside ELEANOR's
ghost. His form flickers, a young man consumed by profound
sadness.

His translucent hand raises, trembling, pointing a skeletal
finger towards the distant, imposing manor. His face is a
mask of anguish and regret.

THOMAS
You.. you abandoned me.

Eleanor's ghost turns to him, her own spectral face etched
with a familiar, deep sorrow. She reaches out a hand, but
it passes through him.

ELEANOR
Thomas.. I couldn’t.. I was afraid.

THOMAS
(agonized)
Afraid? You buried me alive! The silence..
the darkness..

His accusatory gaze snaps back to the manor. The spectral
couple’s shared despair hangs heavy in the air, a palpable
weight of unresolved grief.

FADE TO BLACK.



INT. MANOR BEDCHAMBER - NIGHT

The room is grand but decaying, dust motes dancing in the
moonlight. Eleanor's ghost is more solid now, her spectral
form radiating an intense, maternal love.

Images flicker around her: a swaddled infant, a cruel,
masked face looming, a hidden passage.

ELEANOR
(anguished whisper)
My son.. I had to hide him. Born of shame,
they would have destroyed him.

ELEANOR
My husband.. his rage.. it was a storm I could
not weather. He would have seen the child as
proof of my sin.

She clutches her spectral chest, the pain of her sacrifice
palpable.

ELEANOR
So I let them believe he perished. A
mother's lie, to save her child's life. He
lives. Somewhere safe.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR STUDY - DAY

Dust motes swirl in the dim light. A heavy, leather-bound
journal lies open on a mahogany desk. ELIAS, Eleanor's
husband, is a specter of his former self, his presence
chillingly cold.

His spectral hand hovers over an entry, his unseen eyes
scanning the aged parchment.

ELTAS
(coldly)
The whispers of scandal were a poison. A
deformed lineage, an heir born of some base
deception. Unacceptable.



ELIAS
She refused to confess. To acknowledge her
failing. I had to ensure her silence. For
the family name. For control.

He turns a page, revealing frantic, spidery script
detailing further threats and punishments.

ELIAS
The child was an inconvenience. A stain.
Best eradicated before it could spread its
contagion. She wept. Such melodrama.

ELIAS
My will is absolute. My legacy will be pure.
Her secrets, buried with her. And the
child's existence, a lie I orchestrated.

FADE OUT.
INT. MANOR NURSERY - NIGHT

The room is a chilling tableau of neglect. A small, ornate
crib stands empty. Moonlight casts long, distorted shadows.

Eleanor's journal lies open on a dusty shelf, a final,
damning entry visible.

ELEANOR
(frenzied)
He found out. Thomas, my sweet Thomas, he
confronted Elias. The rage... it consumed
him.

ELEANOR
I heard shouts from the study. A struggle.
Then silence. Too much silence.

ELEANOR
Elias emerged, his eyes wvacant, his hands...
red. He told me the child was gone. A
necessary cleansing.

ELEANOR



My baby. Where is my son? The box... the
earth... Oh God, what have I done?

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - NIGHT

The manor groans under an unseen weight. Rain lashes
against the windows like desperate fingers. Crimson light
pulses from within the walls.

Spectral figures of ELEANOR and THOMAS materialize, their
forms flickering with an unholy rage. They lash out at
empty space where ELIAS once stood.

ELEANOR
You cannot hide from us, Elias! Your cruelty
ends now!

THOMAS
Justice for my son! Justice for us all!

The house shudders wviolently. The crimson light
intensifies, bleeding from every surface, and the very
structure of the manor seems to weep.

FADE OUT.
INT. MANOR - HALLWAY - NIGHT

LENA and MARCUS are slammed against a wall by a spectral
wave. Dust rains from the ceiling.

The spectral forms of ELEANOR and THOMAS surge towards
them, not with anger, but with a desperate, pleading
energy.

ELEANOR
Please... my son...

MARCUS
(to Lena)
It's Elias's cruelty. It's what fuels them.
We have to stop it.



LENA
But he's long gone. How do we stop someone
who isn't here?

THOMAS
His legacy... his hate...

Eleanor's spectral hand reaches out, her eyes locking with
Lena's, a silent plea for release.

LENA
We have to confront his pain. His choices.
Not just them, but what he left behind.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - STUDY - DAY

Sunlight, thick with dust motes, pierces the gloom of a
once—-grand study. Bookshelves overflow, papers are strewn
about, and an oppressive silence hangs heavy.

LENA and MARCUS move cautiously through the disarray, their
senses on high alert for any sign of malice.

LENA
It feels... different. The rage is gone, but
the sadness is suffocating.

MARCUS
He never let anyone see his true face. It's
all here, though. Hidden away.

Marcus pulls open a heavy oak desk drawer, revealing stacks
of ledgers and legal documents.

LENA
(sifting)
If we can find proof of what he did to them,
maybe Eleanor and Thomas can finally rest.

MARCUS
This is where his legacy is buried. We have
to unearth it.



Lena picks up a framed photograph from the desk - a stern-
faced Elias, his eyes cold even in the image.

CONTINUED:
INT. MANOR - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

Lena’s gaze drifts to the fireplace. Above it hangs a
large, o0il portrait of ELIAS, rendered in harsh,
unforgiving strokes. His eyes seem to follow them.

LENA
There he is. The man himself.

A sudden, sharp drop in temperature. Lena shivers, pulling
her cardigan tighter. Faint, spectral WHISPERS begin to
swirl, no longer mournful, but sharp with accusation
directed at the painting.

MARCUS
(grimly)
He's still here. His hate is a palpable
thing, clinging to the canvas.

LENA
It’s directed at him. All of it.

The whispers intensify, coalescing into a singular,
chilling sound - a chorus of pure, unadulterated rage,
aimed squarely at Elias’s painted face. The air crackles
with unseen energy.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

Marcus carefully pries the heavy portrait away from the
wall. Dust motes dance in the sudden gloom. Behind it, a
dark recess is revealed, housing an old, imposing SAFE.

LENA
My God. He really did hide things.



Marcus approaches the safe, his fingers tracing the ornate,
rusted tumblers. He begins to turn them, the sound grating
against the silence.

MARCUS
(whispering)
Eleanor.. I'm sorry it took so long.

Lena stands watch, her eyes scanning the shadows. A faint,
chilling SCRAPE echoes from the far corner of the room,
unseen.

LENA
Hurry, Marcus. I don't think we're alone.

Marcus’s knuckles are white as he twists the dial. The air
grows heavy, thick with an oppressive dread. A faint, cold
breath washes over Lena’s neck.

FADE OUT.
INT. MANOR - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

The heavy SAFE door SWINGS OPEN with a low GROAN. Marcus
pulls out a thick, brittle envelope. Lena watches, her
breath catching in her throat.

LENA
What is 1it?

Marcus carefully extracts a folded letter. The paper is
yellowed, the ink faded. He unfolds it, his eyes scanning
the spidery script.

MARCUS
(reading)
It's.. a confession. From my father. He
admits it all.

LENA
Admits what?

Marcus swallows, his gaze fixed on the page. His voice
trembles.



MARCUS
He.. he orchestrated Thomas's disappearance.
He states he paid off the nurse, that he
ensured Thomas was taken far away. He
writes.. he couldn't bear the shame if you
knew about the.. illness.

LENA
No. He wouldn't. He loved Thomas.

MARCUS
He writes it was pride. Fear. He says he
thought he was protecting the family name.
Protecting me. Protecting you from.
disgrace.

Lena stares at the letter, her face pale. The clinical,
cold words seem to seep into the very air of the room.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

The spectral rage ignites. The portrait of Eleanor's
HUSBAND on the wall GLOWS, his painted eyes burning with
unholy light. The room TREMBLES violently.

A spectral wind HOWLS through the study, whipping papers
off the desk and slamming them against the walls. The heavy
SAFE door RATTLES as 1f struck from within.

MARCUS
(terrified)
What is happening?

Lena clutches Marcus, her eyes wide with terror and dawning
comprehension. She glances from the enraged portrait to the
violently shaking room.

LENA
He knows. He knows we found out. His
secrets.. they've awakened him.

MARCUS



Awakened him? Lena, this is more than just a
haunting. This is pure malice!

The portrait's painted mouth contorts into a silent SCREAM.
The bookshelves begin to topple, spectral forces throwing
them outward.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

The spectral rage of Eleanor's husband ERASES the portrait.
A chillingly serene figure of ELEANOR materializes between
the enraged energy and Lena and Marcus.

Her form SHIMMERS with a soft, protective light, her
weeping eyes now blazing with fierce resolve. The violent
tremors in the room CEASE.

FLEANOR
You will not touch them.

ELEANOR
Your secrets die with you. My child will not
inherit your darkness.

Eleanor raises a spectral hand. A wave of pure, loving
energy emanates from her, pushing back the encroaching
spectral malevolence.

MARCUS
Mother?

ELEANOR
Run, my darlings. Live. Be free.

Eleanor's form begins to FADE, her final gaze fixed on Lena
and Marcus, a beacon of protective love in the dissipating
chaos.

FADE TO BLACK.



INT. MANOR - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Lena and Marcus stumble out of the study, breathless. The
faint echo of THOMAS flickers into existence at the end of
the hall.

He is a pale, translucent figure, radiating a quiet
defiance. Eleanor's spectral form, now faintly visible
beside him, clasps his translucent hand.

MARCUS
Father?

THOMAS
You were not meant to carry this burden.

ELEANOR
We protected you from the truth. We failed.

THOMAS
The injustice will end. For all of us.

He looks towards the study, his spectral eyes hardening.
FADE TO BLACK.
EXT. MANOR GARDEN - CONTINUOUS

A soft, otherworldly luminescence pulses from the garden's
heart, where a child's spectral form, unseen, begins to
glow brighter. The oppressive atmosphere of the manor
subtly shifts, an unseen weight lifting.

Whispers, once discordant and pleading, now harmonize into
a gentle, fading hum, like a lullaby sung on the wind. The
house itself seems to breathe a sigh of release.

FADE OUT.
INT. MANOR - GRAND HALL - CONTINUOUS

The spectral form of ARTHUR, once a towering figure of pure
rage, flickers violently. His tormented screams distort and
weaken.



ELEANOR stands firm, her protective glow amplifying the
child's nascent peace. Arthur's form strains against an
unseen force, his edges fraying like old cloth.

ARTHUR
No... 1t cannot be...

ELEANOR
It is, Arthur. Love is stronger than hate.
Peace finds its way.

Arthur roars one last time, a sound that cracks the very
air, then implodes inward. His form dissolves into motes of
light that are quickly swallowed by the surrounding calm.

The oppressive cold recedes. The manor falls silent, the
lingering echoes of spectral fury finally extinguished.
Eleanor closes her eyes, a single tear tracing a path down
her cheek.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - VARIOUS ROOMS - CONTINUOUS

The unnatural crimson stains that had bled across the walls
and floors recede, vanishing like smoke. Rooms that had
felt distorted and suffocating now regain their proper,
albeit dusty, dimensions.

The pervasive miasma of sorrow and rage lifts. The air
grows still and clean, carrying only the faint scent of old
wood and disuse. LENA and MARCUS stand amidst the returning
calm, their shoulders slumping with exhaustion.

LENA
It's over.

MARCUS
(quietly)
For now.

Lena nods, leaning her head against a now-solid wall, her
eyes closed. Marcus offers a weak, weary smile.



FADE OUT.
INT. MANOR - GRAND HALL - CONTINUOUS

The last vestiges of the manor's torment dissipate into
nothingness. Lena stands alone now, the oppressive
atmosphere replaced by an unnerving quiet.

She gently holds a tarnished silver locket, its surface
cool against her fingertips. A faint, residual warmth
emanates from it.

LENA
Rest now, Eleanor. Your pain is no longer
yours to bear.

A spectral, shimmering form of ELEANOR, her face etched
with sorrow but now peaceful, appears before Lena. She
offers a faint, grateful smile.

LENA
You are free. You are loved. Let go.

Eleanor's form nods slowly, her eyes fixed on Lena with
profound understanding. The locket in Lena's hand grows
cold.

The spectral figure of Eleanor dissolves completely,
leaving Lena alone in the silent hall.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - LIBRARY - CONTINUOUS

Marcus stands by a dusty bookshelf, Eleanor's confession
letter clutched in his hand. The faint scent of old paper
and forgotten stories fills the air.

He rereads a passage, his expression shifting from grief to
a quiet understanding. His gaze drifts to a framed portrait
of Eleanor, her eyes soft.



MARCUS
She did it all for us. For Thomas. For a
future she'd never see.

He carefully folds the letter and places it into his inner
jacket pocket. He turns as LENA enters the library, her
face bearing the exhaustion of their ordeal.

MARCUS
(resolute)
We have to tell them, Lena. Everyone needs
to know what she sacrificed. What Thomas
endured.

LENA
They deserve the truth.

MARCUS
And we'll make sure they get it. For
Eleanor. For justice.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. MANOR - HALLWAY - DAWN

The first rays of dawn filter through the grand windows,
painting streaks of soft light across the polished
floorboards. The air is still, the oppressive atmosphere of
the previous night replaced by a fragile calm.

MARCUS and LENA stand facing each other, their faces etched
with exhaustion but also a newfound resolve. The spectral
remnants of their ordeal seem to have receded with the
darkness.

MARCUS
It's over. We made it through.

LENA
The house.. it feels different now.



MARCUS
It always held their story. Eleanor's love.
Thomas's resilience. We Jjust had to survive
long enough to hear it.

He gently takes her hand, a silent promise passing between
them. The manor, once a prison of fear, now stands as a
testament to enduring spirit.

LENA
It's our home now, Marcus. We'll rebuild.
We'll live.

MARCUS
Together. For them. For us.

FADE OUT.

INT. HISTORIAN'S OFFICE - DAY

Sunlight streams into a cluttered office filled with
ancient books and artifacts. DR. ELIAS THORNE, a
distinguished man in his late sixties, pores over a faded
map. LENA and MARCUS sit opposite his desk, a worn leather-
bound diary and legal documents neatly stacked before them.

Lena speaks, her voice calm, carrying the weight of truth.

LENA
This diary, along with Mr. Abernathy's
signed confession, confirms the truth of
what happened here for generations.
Eleanor's story is finally being heard.

DR. THORNE
Abernathy's confession... I never thought
I'd see the day. This is an extraordinary
find, truly. It reshapes our understanding
of the estate's history.



MARCUS
We want to ensure it's properly documented.

Acknowledged. So no one else suffers what we
did.

DR. THORNE
Indeed. With this evidence, we can petition
the historical society and the courts. The
legacy of this house will be rewritten.

Dr. Thorne carefully picks up Eleanor's diary, his fingers
tracing the embossed cover. A solemn understanding passes
between the three. The past is finally being laid to rest,
not forgotten, but understood.

FADE OUT.
EXT. ESTATE GARDEN - DAY

Sunlight filters through the leaves of a massive, ancient
oak tree. The ground beneath it, once disturbed, is now
covered in fresh, green growth. The air is still and
peaceful.

LENA and MARCUS stand by the tree, hand in hand. They gaze
around the now tranquil garden.

LENA
It feels different. So quiet.

MARCUS
The presence is gone. It's finally at peace.

Marcus runs a hand over the rough bark of the oak. Lena
looks up, a soft smile on her face. The shadows of the past
no longer linger here.

LENA
We did it. We finally brought it to light.

MARCUS
And now, we can finally start healing.



They share a look of profound relief and enduring love, the
quiet garden a testament to their strength and
perseverance. A gentle breeze rustles the leaves, carrying
away the last vestiges of dread.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. THE HOUSE - DAY

Weeks later. Sunlight streams through large, clean windows,
illuminating dust motes dancing in the air. The oppressive
atmosphere that once clung to the walls is gone.

Painters are at work, rolling fresh, pale blue paint over a
wall where a deep crimson stain once seeped. The air smells
of new paint and possibility.

LENA
It's incredible. It feels like a different
place entirely.

MARCUS
The house is breathing again. It's finally
shedding its past.

Marcus watches a painter meticulously sand down a warped
floorboard. Lena runs a hand along a newly painted wall,
her touch gentle.

LENA
I never thought we'd see this day.

MARCUS
We faced the darkness, Lena. And we won.

He offers her a warm, genuine smile. The vast entryway
echoes with the sounds of renovation, not dread.

FADE OUT.



INT. THE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Sunlight washes over a meticulously clean living room, the
scent of lemon polish faintly in the air. Bookshelves are
now neatly organized, devoid of any unsettling tomes.

Lena approaches the grand fireplace, her movements
deliberate. She carefully places a single, perfectly
preserved deep red rose onto the polished marble
mantelpiece.

MARCUS
Eleanor's favorite.

LENA
She loved roses. This house always felt like
a reminder of her, but not in a way that
hurt anymore.

Marcus watches her, a gentle understanding in his eyes. He
nods slowly, appreciating the quiet tribute.

MARCUS
She's a part of its story, just like us now.

Lena smiles, a genuine, soft expression. The rose, vibrant
against the pale marble, feels like a promise of enduring
beauty, not a symbol of loss.

FADE OUT.
INT. THE HOUSE - STUDY - DAY

Sunlight filters through the study window, illuminating
dust motes dancing in the air. Lena sorts through a box of
old photographs, her movements gentle.

Marcus enters and watches her for a moment, a quiet calm
about him.

MARCUS
Anything interesting?



LENA
Just memories. Our wedding, your terrible
haircut in college.

She pulls out a small, faded photograph. Her brow furrows
as she examines it.

LENA
Who is this?

Marcus steps closer, his eyes widening as he sees the
photo. It shows a young boy, no older than seven, with
bright, intelligent eyes.

MARCUS
He.. he looks so much like Thomas.

Lena turns the photo over, searching for a name. There is
none. A silent understanding passes between them.

LENA
Perhaps.. perhaps he’s happy.

MARCUS
He’ s seen.

Marcus gently takes the photo, a profound peace settling
over his features. Lena offers a small, hopeful smile.

FADE OUT.
INT. LOCAL NEWSPAPER OFFICE - DAY

Fluorescent lights hum over a cluttered desk. ELARA (40s),
sharp and observant, sips coffee, a finished article in
front of her.

She adjusts her glasses, rereading the headline: 'The
Holloway House: A Ghost of Its Past Unveiled'.

ELARA
Poor Eleanor. Finally, her story is told.



Across town, LENA stands at her kitchen counter, holding a
copy of the paper. Her eyes are teary but soft.

LENA
He wasn't a monster. He was just.. lost.

She traces the image of the Holloway House on the front
page, a profound sense of peace washing over her.

MARCUS
(quietly)
And now, people will know.

He places a hand gently on her shoulder. The sunlight
streams in, warm and comforting.

FADE TO BLACK.
EXT. LENA AND MARCUS'S FRONT YARD - DAY

Sunlight bathes the familiar lawn. LENA and MARCUS stand on
their porch, a quiet strength about them.

MRS. Gable, a neighbor who once glared, approaches with a
plate of cookies.

MRS. GABLE
I read Elara's piece. Such a tragic story.
These are for you.

LENA
Thank you, Agnes. That's very kind.

MR. Henderson walks over, a shy smile on his face.

MR. HENDERSON
Heard the news. Glad things are.. settling.

MARCUS
It's a new chapter for us. And for the
house.

More neighbors gather, their previous fear replaced by
genuine curiosity and a touch of sympathy.



LENA
(softly)
It feels.. good. To be understood.

Marcus puts an arm around Lena, a shared sense of peace
settling between them and the gathering community.

FADE OUT.
INT. LENA AND MARCUS'S HOUSE - EVENING

Soft twilight filters through open windows. A gentle breeze
stirs the curtains.

LENA and MARCUS sit in their living room, a comfortable
silence between them.

A faint, almost musical WHISPER drifts in on the breeze.

LENA
Do you hear that?

MARCUS
(smiling)
It's the house. It's finally breathing easy.

The sound is a soft murmur, like contented sighs, not the
chilling whispers of before.

LENA
It feels.. at peace.

Marcus reaches for Lena's hand, their fingers intertwining.

MARCUS
We are too.

They watch the settling dust motes dance in the fading
light, the house's soft murmurs a lullaby.

FADE TO BLACK.



EXT. GARDEN - DAY

Sunlight warms a small, vibrant garden. Marcus kneels,
gently tending to a blooming rose bush.

Lena watches him from the porch, a serene smile on her
face.

MARCUS
It needed a little care. Like us.

He looks up at Lena, his eyes reflecting the warmth of the
sun and a newfound peace.

LENA
We found our own sunlight, didn't we?

MARCUS
Together. We always will.

He stands, brushing dirt from his hands, and walks towards
Lena, his steps firm and sure.

FADE OUT.

INT. OLD HOUSE - LENA'S ROOM - DAY

Sunlight streams through a large window, illuminating dust
motes dancing in the air. Lena stands by the window, her
hand resting on the cool glass.

The room, once a place of shadow and fear, now feels airy
and serene, filled with a quiet, gentle energy.

LENA
It's just quiet now. No more echoes.

She closes her eyes for a moment, a soft smile gracing her
lips. The oppressive weight that once clung to this place
has wvanished.

LENA
We finally brought peace back to it. To us.



Lena turns from the window, her gaze sweeping over the room
with a newfound confidence and calm. The shadows have
receded, replaced by a soft, pervasive light.

FADE OUT.
INT. RENOVATED HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SUNSET

Sunlight, a warm, golden hue, bathes the living room. The
space is newly renovated, clean lines and soft furnishings
replacing the decay.

ELARA and MARK stand near a large window, looking out at
the vibrant sunset. They are holding hands, a quiet
strength between them.

ELARA
It's real. We made it real.

MARK
It wasn't the dream we started with, but
it's better.

ELARA
A home. Filled with us, not them.

Mark squeezes her hand, his gaze softening as he looks at
Elara.

MARK
They're just stories now. We're the ones
living the future.

Elara leans her head on his shoulder, a serene smile on her
face. The house, once a vessel of terror, now hums with a
peaceful, vibrant energy.

FADE OUT.
INT. RENOVATED HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

The bedroom is dimly lit by a bedside lamp. Elara and Mark
are in bed, the sheets pulled up to their chins. They are
quiet, comfortable in the silence.



A faint, almost imperceptible scent of lavender drifts
through the air, ephemeral and sweet.

ELARA
Did you smell that?

MARK
Smell what?

ELARA
Lavender. Just for a second.

Mark inhales deeply, a slight frown on his face as he tries
to catch the scent.

MARK
Nothing. Must be the new candles.

Elara smiles faintly, looking towards the window where
moonlight streaks across the floor. The scent is gone,
leaving only the quiet hum of their new life.

ELARA
It was... nice.

MARK
Everything is nice now.

He pulls her closer, their bodies finding a familiar,
comforting rhythm.

FADE TO BLACK.
INT. VICTORIAN HOME - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

Lena and Marcus lie in bed, facing each other. The room is
bathed in moonlight, shadows softening the once-terrifying
corners.

The silence is deep, a heavy blanket of peace that has
finally settled over the house. Outside, the wind whispers
through ancient trees, a lullaby instead of a shriek.



LENA
It feels.. quiet.

MARCUS
It is. No more whispers. No more shadows.

Marcus reaches out, his fingers tracing the curve of Lena's
cheekbone. Her eyes flutter closed, a soft smile gracing
her lips.

LENA
We did it.

MARCUS
We did.

He pulls her closer, their bodies a familiar, comforting
weight against each other. The house sighs around them, a
contented exhalation.

LENA
This is home now.

MARCUS
Yes. It is.

Their breaths deepen, syncing into a peaceful rhythm. They
drift towards sleep, held secure in the gquiet strength of
their enduring home.

FADE TO BLACK.



