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EXT. REMOTE PACIFIC ISLAND - DAY 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Rugged, windswept cliffs rise 
dramatically from the churning sea. A small cluster of 
research tents, a stark anachronism, are pitched on a 
desolate patch of land. The air is thick with the smell of 
salt and isolation. She’s gaunt and driven, stands at the 
edge of a precipice, staring out at the vast, indifferent 
ocean. Her knuckles are white where she clutches a worn 
photograph. 
 

EVELYN 

This is it. 

 

 

INT. MAKESHIFT LAB - NIGHT 

 

 

FADE OUT. 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Flickering fluorescent lights hum 
over a cramped lab. Electronic equipment beeps erratically. 
her eyes bloodshot, leans intently over a sonar display. 

MARCUS HALE, younger and visibly tense, stands behind her, 
tracing lines on another monitor. 

MARCUS 
Dr. Harper, look at this. The density anomaly 
we detected earlier... it's not geological. 

Not natural. 

EVELYN 
I see it, Marcus. It's too uniform, too... 
contained. Like a void carved into the earth's 
crust. 

MARCUS 
And this recurring pattern, see? It's not 
random noise. It pulses. Almost like a 
heartbeat. 

EVELYN 

(intrigued) 
A heartbeat? Beneath miles of rock and sea? 

That's impossible. 

MARCUS 
The readings don't lie, Doctor. Whatever's 
down there, it's not just an anomaly. It's 
active. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

EXT. EXCAVATION SITE - DAY 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Evelyn’s face smudged with dirt, 
stands on a raised platform, and tablet in her hand. She scans 
the site, her brow furrowed. Nearby, MARCUS directs a team of 

diggers, his expression grim. 

A bruised, overcast sky looms above a chaotic excavation pit. 
Dust motes dance in the heavy air. Workers, clad in 
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utilitarian gear, operate heavy machinery, their movements 
urgent. 

EVELYN 
Anything? Any sign of deviation from the 
geological surveys? 

MARCUS 
Nothing that makes sense, Doctor. The rock 
here is… stubborn. But the seismic readings 
are still showing that pulse. Fainter now, but 
it's there. 

EVELYN 

(to herself) 
Stubborn. Or resistant. 

MARCUS 

What was that? 

EVELYN 
Just a thought. Keep them focused. We need to 
go deeper. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. EXCAVATION SITE - LATER 

A colossal stone slab groans as it's slowly levered aside by 
heavy machinery. Dust billows, obscuring the Team' straining 
faces. 

Beneath the slab, a perfectly rectangular cavity opens into 
absolute darkness. It's an entrance, impossibly ancient and 
untouched. 

EVELYN 

What is that? 

MARCUS 

It's a chamber. Sealed. For millennia. 

EVELYN 

(awed whisper) 
No geological anomalies. No seismic signatures 

from within. Just… silence. 

A faint, almost imperceptible WHISPER seems to curl from the 
opening, a mournful sigh carried on an unfelt breeze. Evelyn 
shivers, a thrill of terror and discovery coursing through 
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her.  

 

EVELYN 

Prepare the spelunking gear. We're going in. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) EVELYN and MARCUS descend into the 
darkness, their headlamps piercing the oppressive gloom. The 
air is heavy, dead. 

Their lights land on an astonishing sight: human skulls and 

bones are meticulously arranged in a complex, circular 
pattern across the floor, interspersed with strange, 
petrified artifacts. A faint, phosphorescent glow emanates 
from the very stones, casting an eerie, otherworldly light. 

EVELYN 

My God... it's a death mandala. 

MARCUS 

(hushed) 

Ritualistic. But what kind of ritual? 

EVELYN 
The silence is… loud. Like something is 

holding its breath. 

Evelyn cautiously steps further in, her boot crunching on 

something brittle. She freezes. 

EVELYN 

(Speaking to the team) 

Careful. Every piece here is significant. 

 

 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Evelyn's gloved fingers brush against 
a skeletal skull. A low rumble begins, vibrating through the 
stone floor. Dust and pebbles rain down from the ceiling. 

A guttural, mournful CRY tears through the silence, seeming 
to emanate from the very earth. The phosphorescent glow 
flares, pulsing with a dark, predatory energy. 

MARCUS 

(alarmed) 
We shouldn't have disturbed it. This place... 
it's alive. 

EVELYN 

It's not just alive, Marcus. It's awake. 
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The cold in the chamber intensifies, a palpable presence 
pressing in on them. The glow from the walls grows brighter, 
casting long, dancing shadows. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. BASE CAMP - NIGHT 

Tents flap violently; their moorings ripped from the sandy 
earth. Equipment crackles with erratic energy, screens 
flickering with static. 

An unnatural wind whips through the camp, carrying faint, 
disembodied WHISPERS that seem to coil around the surviving 

structures. 

LENA 

(irritated) 
Just the storm. These island legends are 
getting to everyone. 

EVELYN 
It doesn't feel like a storm, Lena, It 
feels... deliberate. 

Evelyn clutches her arms, her gaze fixed on the dark, 
oppressive jungle surrounding them. The whispers seem to 
intensify, almost forming words just beyond her grasp. 

LENA 
Folk tales and wind. Nothing more. We'll 
secure what we can and wait for morning. 

LENA attempts to restart a generator, but it sputters and 
dies. He kicks it in frustration, a flicker of unease 
crossing his face. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. BASE CAMP - NIGHT 

A bloodcurdling SCREAM rips through the night, abruptly 
cutting off the eerie whispers. Aris and Evelyn scramble out 
of their tent. 

They find Liam, a young researcher, at the jungle's edge. His 
body is twisted at an impossible angle, eyes wide with 
unfathomable terror. No tracks, no struggle, only a chilling 
stillness. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 
Liam? Oh god, no... 
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Evelyn kneels, her hand hovering over Liam's forehead. A 
faint, shimmering residue, like frost, coats his skin. It 
seems to pulse with a faint, spectral light. 

LENA 

What in God's name happened to him? 

EVELYN 

I don't know... but this isn't natural. 

CUT TO: 

INT. RESEARCH TENT - NIGHT 

 DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Evelyn jolts awake, breathing 
heavily. The tent fabric seems to press in, suffocating. 

Marcus lies still, his eyes wide open, staring at the tent 
ceiling. A low, guttural whisper emanates from his lips. 

MARCUS 

(unintelligible) 

It calls... from the stone... 

EVELYN 

Marcus? What is it? What are you saying? 

He doesn't respond, his gaze fixed. The air grows heavy, 

charged with an unseen menace. 

EVELYN 

The burial chamber... I must go back. 

She scrambles out of the tent, drawn by an irresistible, 
chilling compulsion. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. RESEARCH TENT - NIGHT 

Lantern light flickers over a tense gathering of the RESEARCH 
TEAM. Whispers are exchanged, faces etched with fear. 

LENA ORTIZ (20s) stands, trying to project calmly, but his 
voice trembles slightly. 

EVELYN 
We've had some unusual seismic activity and 
atmospheric anomalies. Nothing we can't 
explain with standard geological phenomena. 

LENA 

(scoffing) 
Phenomena? You call what happened to Ben 
'phenomena'? 
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LENA 
Ben is... recovering. These are stressful 
conditions. 

MARCUS 
People are talking about the 'Hollow One,' 
Aris. Old legends of this island. 

EVELYN sits apart, hunched over a waterlogged notebook, 
tracing symbols with a trembling finger. 

EVELYN 

(muttering) 
It's not a legend. It's a warning. We've woken 
it. 

Her eyes, wide and haunted, scanned the ancient script, a 
chilling recognition dawning. 

CUT TO: 

INT. RESEARCH - TENT - NIGHT 

Dr. MARCUS HALE (40s) A cultural anthropologist with deep 
respect for Indigenous traditions. His possession becomes the 
emotional core of the haunting. hunches over a strange, 
obsidian artifact, its surface pulsing with faint, internal 
light. Evelyn watches him, a growing unease in her eyes. 

Suddenly, Marcus gasps, his hands flying to his temples. He 
cries out, a raw, guttural sound. 

MARCUS 

Agh! Make it stop! 

He doubles over, his body convulsing. His eyes roll back, 
vacant. He collapses, his limbs thrashing uncontrollably on 
the tent floor. 

Evelyn rushes to his side, trying to help. He lies still, a 
terrifying stillness. 

Moments later, Marcus’s eyes snap open. They are no longer 
his own, but ancient and dark. His voice, when it comes, is a 
resonant baritone, layered with an alien timbre. 

MARCUS 

(ancient resonance) 
The seals are broken. The guardians have 
failed. 

EVELYN 

(terrified) 

Marcus? What are you saying? 

MARCUS 
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It is awake. The prison shattered. You must 
warn them, Evelyn. It hungers. 

He stares past her; his gaze fixed on something unseen beyond 
the tent walls. A shiver runs through him. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. RESEARCH - TENT - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Evelyn frantically flips through 
ancient texts, her face illuminated by a flickering lantern. 
Scattered around her are indigenous carvings and brittle 
scrolls. 

Her eyes widen as she connects a series of symbols. She 
traces a diagram depicting figures offering themselves to a 
void. 

EVELYN 

(hushed dread) 
Not a tomb... a prison. They didn't bury it, 
they bound it. 

EVELYN 
The bones... they were conduits. Their life 
force... a seal. 

She picks up a small, carved effigy of a guardian, its 
features eroded by time. Her hand trembles. 

EVELYN 

(To herself) 
They sacrificed themselves to contain it. And 
we... we broke it open. 

A chilling wind whips through the tent, extinguishing the 
lantern. Darkness swallows Evelyn. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

EXT. ANCIENT RUINS - NIGHT 

A blood-red moon hangs in the sky, casting an eerie glow over 
a circle of stoic GUARDIANS. They wear simple, dark robes, 
their faces etched with grim determination. 

They chant in unison, a guttural, resonant sound that 
vibrates through the ancient stones. Spectral energy pulses 
around them, coalescing into a swirling vortex above the 
center of their circle. 

GUARDIAN 1 

CHANTING; HOLLO ONE STAY AWAY FROM US 

GUARDIAN 2 

. 

CHANTING: HOLLO ONE, STAY AWAY FROM US 
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As they reach the crescendo, a searing, black energy erupts 
from the vortex. The GUARDIANS cry out, their forms 
flickering as the power overwhelms their containment. 

GUARDIAN 3 

Non completum! 

The scene dissolves into static, the ancient ritual violently 
interrupted. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

A palpable darkness bleeds from the ancient sarcophagus, 
seeping into the stone walls. The air grows frigid, sharp 
with a tangible, hostile energy. 

Shadows glowing and coalesce at the chamber's center, forming 
a roiling, indistinct shape that pulses with malevolent 
power. Evelyn stumbles back, gasping. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 
What is this... 

The form solidifies a towering silhouette of pure void, its 
presence an agonizing pressure that threatens to crush 

Evelyn's sanity. 
 

 

No... 
EVELYN  

 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Marcus stands at the center of the chamber, his body rigid. 
An ethereal blue light emanates from his eyes, pulsing in 
sync with the chamber's oppressive aura. 

His voice, when it comes, is not his own. It's a layered 
chorus of ancient whispers, resonating with the weight of 
forgotten spirits. 

MARCUS (POSSESSED) 

The prison is broken. The Hollow One Stirs. 

MARCUS (POSSESSED) 

You must finish what we began, Evelyn. 

Marcus raises a hand, and the chamber walls flicker, showing 
Evelyn fleeting, horrifying visions of a world consumed by 
shadow and fire – the entity's destructive power from a 
forgotten age. 



10. 
 

MARCUS (POSSESSED) 
They were annihilated. Their sacrifice... 
sealed it away. 

MARCUS (POSSESSED) 
The ritual. You must complete the forgotten 
ritual. Heed our sacrifice. 

 

 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER RUINS - CONTINUOUS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CUT TO:

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) EVELYN scrambles through the debris, 
her hands covered in dust. She clutches a collection of 

brittle bones and ancient scrolls. 

The air grows heavy, thick with an unnatural chill. A phantom 
wind whips through the ruins, extinguishing her lantern. 

EVELYN 

Almost there... the symbols... they match. 

A guttural GROWL echoes from the shadows. Evelyn flinches, 
her eyes darting towards the sound. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 
The ritual must be completed before dawn. Or 

it's all for nothing. 

She works feverishly, piecing together the fragmented texts, 
her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

LENA ORTIZ (20s), stumbles backward, his face contorted in 
terror. Shadow tendrils erupt from the cracked stone floor, 
coiling around his legs. 

LENA 

(screaming) 
No! Get off me! 

The tendrils constrict, pulling Aris into the chasm from 
which they emerged. His screams were abruptly cut off. 
Nearby, MARTHA begins clawing at her own eyes, babbling 
incoherently. Another team member, BEN, stares blankly at a 
wall, a dark stain spreading across his chest from an unseen 
wound. 

EVELYN 

(hissing) 

It's consuming them. I have to stop it. 
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She clutches the scrolls tighter, her gaze hardening as she 
turns towards the oppressive darkness at the heart of the 
ruins. 

CUT TO: 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) stands alone at the precipice of 
a gaping maw, a lone torch casting frantic shadows. The air 
crackles with malevolent energy. 

The ground heaves. A guttural ROAR echoes from within the 
chamber, a sound that predates memory. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 

For Aris. For all of them. 

She tightens her grip on the ancient artifacts, her knuckles 
white. With a defiant glint in her eyes, Evelyn steps into 
the suffocating darkness. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER – CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) stumbles deeper into the oppressive 
darkness. The air is thick with a palpable dread that presses in on 

her, the weight of centuries of decay. 

The spectral glow from the bone’s pulses erratically, 
casting dancing, monstrous shadows on the stone walls that 
seem to glow from within the mysterious burial chamber. 

EVELYN 

(strained) 

It's here. I can feel it. 

She clutches a petrified amulet, its cold surface a sliver of 
comfort against the psychic assault. The entity's ancient 

hatred presses against her mind, a wave of pure malice 
threatening to shatter her resolve. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

A shimmering, spectral form coalesces at the chamber's 
entrance. It's MARCUS, his ethereal outline flickering 
against the oppressive darkness. 

MARCUS 

(resonant whisper) 
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Evelyn. You must not falter. The darkness 
feeds on fear. 

Evelyn turns, startled but not entirely surprised by the 
apparition. She glances at the scattered, glowing bones. 

EVELYN 

Marcus? How...? 

MARCUS 
The guardian spirit guides me. Arrange the 
bones. Their alignment is crucial. Mimic the 
constellation of the Serpent's Eye. 

Marcus gestures with a translucent hand. Evelyn begins to 
move, her hands steadying as she picks up a femur, its 
surface unnaturally cold. 

MARCUS 
Concentrate. Focus your will. Doubt is its 
weapon. Remember your purpose. 

CUT TO: 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) kneels, her fingers tracing the 
carvings on a large femur. As she shifts it, the stone walls 
around them begin to transform with dark, viscous energy. 
Ghostly faces, twisted in eternal torment, flicker in and 
out of existence within the stone. 

Thousands of ghostly pure shadows glowing from the corners 
of the chamber, lashing out like whips. Evelyn scrambles 
backward, narrowly avoiding a searing, frigid touch that 
grazes her arm. The air grows impossibly cold, pressing in 
on her. 

EVELYN 

(gasping) 

No... it's too strong. 

MARCUS 

(urgent whisper) 
Resist it, Evelyn! Your fear is its anchor. 
Remember the prophecy! 

Evelyn squeezes her eyes shut, forcing the terror down. She 
visualizes the Serpent's Eye constellation, the pattern 
Marcus described. The shadows recoil slightly. 

FADE OUT. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 
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Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) eyes squeezed shut, begins to chant 
a guttural series of syllables, her voice shaky but growing 
stronger. Marcus joins in, his baritone a steady counterpoint. 

The shadowy ghostly images momentarily recoiling from the 
sound. Fleeting, spectral images of ancient WARRIORS, their 
faces grim, flicker across the walls, mirroring Evelyn’s 
struggle. 

EVELYN 
By the blood of the fallen, by the silence of 
the tombs, we call to thee. 

MARCUS 
Let the ancient chains be broken, let the 
darkness be undone. 

A surge of power courses through Evelyn, a feeling of ancient 
spirits coalescing around her, lending their strength. The 
cold intensifies, but now it feels less like a threat and 
more like cleansing. 
 

EVELYN 
The weight of their sacrifice… I feel it. I 
will not falter. 

 

 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

 

 

 

CONTINUE 

The spectral images on the walls warp, coalescing into a 
single, amorphous shadow that pulses with malevolent energy. 
A cacophony of whispers fills the air. 

THE HOLLOW ONE (V.O.) 
You think these old bones hear your pleas? 
They have long since crumbled to dust, just 
like your resolve. 

Evelyn flinches, her grip on the amulet tightens. Illusions 
flicker at the edge of her vision: her deceased brother, LEO, 
gaunt and sorrowful, reaching out. 

THE GUARDIANS (FHOSTLY WHISPERS) 
Stop, Evelyn. You can't save us. You'll only 
doom yourself. 

EVELYN 

(gritting teeth) 
You are not real. Lies. 

The Hollow One's laughter, a grating sound of grinding stone 
and tormented screams, echoes around them. The air grows 
colder, heavy with dread. 

THE HOLLOW ONE (V.O.) 



14. 
 

The more you fight, the deeper you sink. This 
place consumes all hope. 

Marcus grabs Evelyn's arm, his face etched with concern, but 
she shakes him off, her eyes fixed on the swirling darkness. 

EVELYN 

I will not break. 

CONTINUE 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Marcus stumbles, his hands clenching into fists. A faint, 

ethereal light emanates from within him, struggling against 
the encroaching darkness. 

MARCUS 

(strained) 

Get out! You don't belong here! 

His body jerks violently, as if fighting an invisible force. 
The light within him flickers, weakening. Evelyn watches, a 
desperate urgency in her eyes. 

EVELYN 

Marcus, hold on! We're almost there. 

The Hollow One's whispers intensify, swirling around Marcus, 
attempting to crush his spirit. His knees buckle, but he 
forces himself upright, his teeth gritted in agony. 

THE HOLLOW ONE (V.O.) 
Such futile resistance. Your inner light will 
be extinguished, just like all the others. 

CONTINUE 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) carefully places the final obsidian 
amulet onto the circle of bones. A blinding pulse of azure 
light erupts, momentarily repelling the creeping shadow. 

EVELYN 

It's done. The guardians are awakened. 

The artifacts thrum with an otherworldly energy, resonating 
with an unseen chorus of spectral guardians. Evelyn feels a 
profound connection to the ancient spirits, a silent promise 
of protection. 

MARCUS 

(weakened) 

Can you feel them? They're here. 
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The spectral guardians manifest as shimmering, translucent 
figures, their forms coalescing from the ambient energy. They 
surround Evelyn and Marcus, a silent, formidable bulwark 
against the encroaching dread. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

The spectral guardian’s shimmer, their forms solidifying for a 
breathtaking instant. One figure, taller than the rest, turns 
its luminous gaze towards EVELYN. It is a being of sorrowful 
light, ancient and weary. 

EVELYN 

Who... who are you? 

The guardian inclines its head, a gesture of solemn 
acknowledgment. Its eyes, deep pools of ancient starlight, 
convey a silent message of grim determination and immense 
sacrifice. 

EVELYN 

(hushed) 

You understand. You will help us. 

The guardian’s form begins to dissipate, fading like mist in 
the dawn. The profound sense of purpose settles over Evelyn, 

heavy with the weight of what must be done. The remaining 
guardians continue to hum with power. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

A low GROWL echoes from the shadows. The chamber SHAKES 
violently, dust and debris raining from the ceiling. 

MARCUS 

(strained) 
Evelyn! The artifact! It's destabilizing 
everything! 

CRACKING sounds amplified as massive STALACTITES detach from 
the ceiling. Evelyn stumbles, desperately trying to keep her 
balance within the sacred circle of bones. 

EVELYN 

I see it! Just a little longer! 

The ground BUCKLES. Evelyn, chanting the final incantation, 
clutches the glowing amulet. The air thrums with raw, 
uncontained power. 

MARCUS 
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Hurry! We're going to be buried alive! 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

The ground continues to TREMBLE. Marcus scrambles for cover 
as a large chunk of ceiling crashes down, narrowly missing 
him. 

EVELYN 

It needs more. A sacrifice. 

Her eyes fell on the petrified amulet. She understands its 

true purpose, a conduit for life itself. 

MARCUS 

(panicked) 

Evelyn, what are you doing? Don't! 

Evelyn takes a deep, shuddering breath. She presses the 
amulet to her palm, drawing a single, crimson drop of blood. 

EVELYN 

For the balance. 

The blood sizzles on the ancient stone, a defiant spark 
against the encroaching darkness. The amulet PULSES with 

renewed power, a beacon of her will. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

A deafening ROAR echoes, the chamber violently shaking. A 
colossal, shadowy form, the HOLLOW ONE, materializes, 
dwarfing the space. 

Its form continuously glows with an unholy, malevolent 
energy. Evelyn shields herself as spectral guardians surge, 
their forms shimmering with defensive light. 

MARCUS 

(terrified) 

Evelyn! What have you done? 

EVELYN 

I've given them a chance. A fighting chance. 

The Hollow One unleashes tendrils of darkness. The spectral 
guardians intercept, their blades of light clashing against 
the primordial shadow. 

FADE TO BLACK. 



17. 
 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

The spectral guardian within MARCUS stirs, its ethereal form 
flickering with newfound resolve. It observes EVELYN, a 
silent understanding passing between them. 

MARCUS 

(agonized cry) 
It is time. 

Marcus cries out, channeling his spectral energy, a blinding 
light erupts from his chest. Evelyn and the spectral guardians 
surge with power. 

Marcus collapses, his body momentarily glowing before 
dimming. The guardian spirit departs, leaving Marcus drained 
but alive. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Evelyn stands at the center of the 
stone altar, eyes closed. The air crackles with residual 
energy from Marcus's sacrifice. Ritualistic bones scattered 
around the altar begin to pulse with a soft, internal 
luminescence. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 
Guardians, lend me your strength. Connect me 
to the ancient path. 

The bones blaze, bathing the room in a blinding white light 
that intensifies the spectral forms coalescing around Evelyn. 
She gasps, feeling an immense power flood her, a connection 
to an unbroken line of protectors stretching back millennia. 

EVELYN 

I feel them. I am ready. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) her eyes snap open, blazing with 
an ethereal light. She raises her hands, the ancient amulet 
pulsing like a captured star. 

EVELYN 
By the blood of the ancients, by the light 
that binds us, I banish thee! 

The spectral guardians solidify, forming a radiant circle 
around Evelyn. Their luminous forms merge with the pulsing 
bones, weaving a tapestry of pure, protective energy that 
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crackles and hums. 

A guttural ROAR echoes through the chamber as the Hollow One 
roars like thunder. Its shadowy tendrils recoil violently 
from the encroaching light, its form flickering and beginning 
to dissipate. 

EVELYN 

(desperate) 

Receive! Your reign is over! 

The vortex of energy intensifies a blinding white sphere at 
the room's center. The Hollow One screams, a sound of pure 
anguish, as it is consumed by the sacred light. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT ALTAR ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

The spectral guardians, now solidified, form a radiant circle 
around Evelyn. Their luminous forms merge with the pulsing 
bones, weaving a tapestry of pure, protective energy that 
crackles and hums. 

A guttural ROAR echoes through the chamber as the Hollow One 
intensifies it’s shadowy ghastly presence violently from the 
encroaching light, its form flickering and beginning to 
dissipate. 

EVELYN 

(desperate) 

Receive! Your reign is over! 

The vortex of energy intensifies a blinding white sphere at 
the room's center. The Hollow One screams, a sound of pure 
anguish, as it is consumed by the sacred light. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT ALTAR ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

The blinding white light recedes, leaving a profound silence 
in its wake. The altar room is scarred, debris scattered, but 
the oppressive darkness is gone. 

The spectral guardians are nowhere to be seen. Evelyn, spent, 
slumps to the cracked stone floor, her body trembling. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 

It's… over? 

A faint, residual shimmer of energy lingers in the air, a 
ghost of the battle that transpired. 
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FADE OUT. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

The oppressive energy in the room dissipates, replaced by 
heavy silence. Evelyn, weakened but resolute, crawls across 
the scarred stone towards Marcus. 

Marcus lies still, but his breathing is steady. His eyes, 
once vacant and clouded, are now clear, though etched with 
exhaustion and deep, unsettling knowledge. 

EVELYN 

Marcus? Are you...? 

He weakly reaches a hand towards her. Evelyn’s fingers meet 
his, a jolt of connection passing between them. 

MARCUS 

(hoarse whisper) 

I see it now. All of it. 

Their gazes lock, a silent acknowledgment of the horrors they 
have survived and the profound change that has occurred 
within Marcus. The weight of the island feels lifted, but the 
scars remain. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER ROOM – CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) her body aching, scans the altar room. 
The oppressive energy has receded, leaving an unnerving stillness. 

Her eyes landed on the center of the stone altar where Marcus 
had been. A faint, dark scar, almost imperceptible, is etched 
into the rock. 

EVELYN 

What is this? 

She crawls closer, her fingers tracing the impossibly deep 

line. A faint, cold pulse emanates from the scar, like a 
dying ember of pure darkness. 

MARCUS 

(weakly) 
It's where it touched us. Where it tried to 
break through. 

Evelyn recoils, a residual chill seeping into her bones. The 
scar remains, a stark, terrifying testament to the entity's 
power. 

EVELYN 
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But it's sealed. The ritual worked. 

MARCUS 
Sealed doesn't mean gone. This is its mark. A 
reminder that it can always return. 

The weight of his words hangs heavy in the air, the faint 
scar on the altar a chilling promise. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

EXT. ISLAND BEACH - DAWN 

The first rays of dawn break over the horizon, casting a 
pallid, golden light on the wrecked research camp. Tents are 
shredded, equipment smashed, and personal effects are strewn 
across the sand like forgotten toys. 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s), her arm bandaged, stands beside 
MARCUS, who leans heavily on a makeshift crutch. Both are 
gaunt, their clothes torn, eyes red-rimmed from exhaustion and 
trauma. 

EVELYN 
It looks like a storm hit. Not... whatever 
that was. 

MARCUS 
The island wants to forget. Or perhaps, it's 
just indifferent. 

Marcus gestures with his head towards a pile of debris where 
a tattered photograph lies half-buried in the sand. It shows 
the missing team members, smiling, alive. 

EVELYN 

(quietly) 
We were so close to understanding it. And 
now... 

MARCUS 

Now we're the only ones left to remember. 

He kicks a piece of twisted metal, the sound of a dull clang 
against the gentle lapping of waves. The air is still heavy 
with unspoken loss. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

EXT. ISLAND BEACH - DAY 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS sit amidst the 

scattered wreckage of their camp. The morning sun offers 

little warmth, highlighting the devastation. 

The only sounds are the gentle wash of waves and the distant 
cry of seabirds. Evelyn stares at the ocean, her face etched 
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with weariness and a profound stillness. 

EVELYN 

It's over. For now, at least. 

MARCUS 
The island breathes again. And we are left to 
carry its secrets. 

Marcus picks up a shard of ceramic, turning it over in his 
hand. It's from one of their ancient artifacts. 

EVELYN 

What do we do now, Marcus? 

MARCUS 
We leave. And we remember what the world 
forgot. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. RESEARCH TENT - DAY 

Marcus sits cross-legged on the dusty floor of the temporary 
tent, eyes closed. Evelyn watches him from a folding chair, a 
mixture of concern and awe on her face. 

The faint hum of the portable generator is the only sound 
until Marcus stirs. 

MARCUS 
It's still here. Not the entity, but its echo. 
A resonance. 

EVELYN 
An echo? 

MARCUS 
Yes. It whispers. Not in words, but in 
feelings. The pulse of the earth beneath us, 
the dormant power in the chamber... it's all 
amplified. 

MARCUS 
I feel the layers of history, the weight of 
all those who guarded this place. It’s as if 
the island itself has imprinted itself onto my 
consciousness. 

EVELYN 

Can you sense it? All of it? 

MARCUS 

(nods) 
A profound connection. It’s... daunting but 
also clarifying. Like seeing the world through 
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ancient eyes. 

 

 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) carefully places the sacred 

 

 

CUT TO: 

artifacts, now dim, into a padded satchel. The ritualistic 
bones follow, their unsettling phosphorescence extinguished. 

A profound silence has fallen, heavier than before, carrying 
the weight of what was and what might have been. 

EVELYN 

They're safe. For now. 

MARCUS 

(solemn) 
Their power is dormant, not gone. They are 
relics of a force that predates our 
understanding. 

EVELYN 
The guardians understood. They protected this 
place, this energy. We must honor that. 

MARCUS 
Their vigil will continue through us, Evelyn. 
The echoes remain. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) sifts through the scattered debris 
of Aris Thorne's research station. 

Her fingers brush against a cracked, dust-covered data pad. 

EVELYN 
Aris Thorne... I knew his work was dismissed, 
but this is worse than I imagined. 

She powers on the data pad. Corrupted text flickers across 
the screen. 

EVELYN 
(reading) 

Seismic anomalies... readings off the charts. 
Nothing geological. Not... natural. 

Another fragment appears, Thorne's scientific certainty 
dissolving into fear. 

EVELYN 
(reading) 
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The energy signature... it's not a machine. 
It's alive. We should not have disturbed this 
place. The cost... 

The screen dies, plunging the data pad into darkness. Evelyn 
clutches it, a chill running down her spine. 

EVELYN 

He was right. We awakened something. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. TEMPORARY CAMP - DAY 

A makeshift camp is set up near the cave entrance. Tents are 
being dismantled, supplies packed into crates. 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) carefully placed the recovered 
sacred artifacts into a padded case. 

LENA 
We've got enough to send a distress signal. If 
it reaches anyone. 

EVELYN 
We must hope. Grab those research notes, 
Liam. Anything that might explain what 
happened to Thorne, or what we're up against. 

LENA 

(grimly) 
There's not much left. Just fragments of his 
obsession. 

EVELYN 
It's all we have. We need to understand the 
cost of disturbing this place. 

Liam nods, his gaze sweeping over the barren landscape, a 
profound sadness in his eyes. 

LENA 
The cost is already paid, Evelyn. By the ones 
who never made it out. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. RUINED VILLAGE - LATE AFTERNOON 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS are packing the last 
of their equipment. The wind whistles through the skeletal 
remains of stone huts. 

Evelyn pauses, tilting her head as a faint, sibilant sound 
drifts on the breeze. It's almost like whispering. 

EVELYN 
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Did you hear that? 

MARCUS 

(straining) 

Hear what? Just the wind. 

EVELYN 

No, it was... different. Like voices. 

Marcus scans the desolate surroundings, a flicker of unease 
crossing his face. He feels it too, a subtle resonance, a 
lingering echo of the entity. 

MARCUS 
Just the place playing tricks on us. It's been 
quiet since we sealed the chamber. 

EVELYN 
I know. But it feels... unfinished. Like it's 
watching. 

She shivers, pulling her jacket tighter. The whispers fade, 
leaving only the mournful cry of the wind. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) descends the rough-hewn steps, a 
lone flashlight beam cutting through the oppressive darkness. 
The air grows heavy, charged with unseen energy. 

She stops before the altar, her light settling on the jagged, 
black scar etched into the stone. A faint, low HUM emanates 
from it, a sound that vibrates deep within her bones. 

EVELYN 

It's still here. 

She reaches out with a trembling hand, her fingertips 
brushing the unnatural cold of the scar. The hum intensifies, 
a pulse of dormant malevolence. 

EVELYN 

It feels... alive. 

Her eyes, wide with a dawning horror, trace the edges of the 
wound. It’s a tangible tear in reality, a reminder of what 
lurks just beyond the veil. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. BURIAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Marcus clutches his head, stumbling back. His eyes roll back 
as a blinding white light engulfs him. Ancient, spectral 
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GUARDIANS appear, their forms flickering, ancient beyond 
measure. 

GUARDIAN (V.O.) 

(whispering) 

The seal weakens. The darkness stirs. 

Images flash other desolate chambers, chained horrors, 
cosmic dust swirling. The guardians point towards Evelyn, 
then the scar on the altar. Marcus gasps, falling to his 
knees. 

MARCUS 

It's not over. It's just... sleeping. 

He looks up at Evelyn, his face pale, etched with the burden 
of his vision. The guardians vanished. 

MARCUS 
They warned me. This is a temporary prison. A 
fragile wall against something ancient. 

CUT TO: 

INT. ARCHAEOLOGICAL TENT - NIGHT 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) meticulously cleans a small, stone 
idol under a work lamp. Marcus watches, still shaken from his 
vision. 

A low, resonant HUM begins to emanate from the idol. The 
stone feels warm under Evelyn's gloved fingers. 

EVELYN 
What is this sound? It's coming from the 
relic. 

MARCUS 
The hum... It's like the chanting from the 
temple, but deeper. More... primal. 

His eyes widen as she recognizes the intricate carvings on 

the idol. The hum intensifies. 

EVELYN 
This isn't just a relic, Marcus. It's a key. 
Part of the original sealing ritual. 

MARCUS 

(grimly) 
And it's waking up. The balance... it's 
already shifted. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. ISLAND PERIMETER - NIGHT 
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The dense forest foliage rustles violently, though no wind 
stirs. A SHADOWY FIGURE detaches itself from the deepest 
blackness of the trees. 

It moves with jerky, unnatural gait, a distortion of human 
form that seems to absorb the faint moonlight. Evelyn and 
Marcus, standing near their research tent, catch a flicker of 
movement at the edge of their vision. 

EVELYN 

Did you see that? 

MARCUS 

(staring) 
It's... it's gone. But I felt it. The same 
cold dread from the temple. 

EVELYN 
The Hollow One. Even weakened, its influence 
can still... manifest. Like a phantom limb. 

MARCUS 
Or a warning. It knows we're here. It knows 
we're getting closer. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. RESEARCH TENT - NIGHT 

Lantern light casts dancing shadows across the cramped 
interior. Evelyn pores over ancient texts, her face etched 
with exhaustion and growing unease. 

The pages seem to glow with unseen energy, and the air 
crackles with a palpable tension. 

EVELYN 

It can't be over. Not like this. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 
The incantations were imperfect. The seal... 
it wasn't complete. I know it. 

EVELYN 
What if I didn't banish it? What if I just... 
woke it up? 

EVELYN 
This redemption feels like a prelude to 
damnation. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. RESEARCH TENT - CONTINUOUS 
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Marcus enters, his silhouette framed by the tent flap. He 
carries a quiet strength, an echo of the guardian's recent 
presence. 

Evelyn looks up, her face a mask of doubt and fear. 

MARCUS 

You are not alone in this, Evelyn. 

EVELYN 
But the ritual... I think I made it worse. I 
might have unleashed something terrible. 

MARCUS 
We survived. That wasn't chance. It was a 
test, a calling. 

MARCUS 
The spirits, the ancient ones... they chose 
us. To stand against this. To protect others. 

EVELYN 

(shaking her head) 

I don't feel chosen, Marcus. I feel cursed. 

MARCUS 
Then let my conviction be your anchor. We have 
a purpose. We will see this through, together. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. ISLAND BEACH - DUSK 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS are rigging a 
makeshift signal flare, a tangle of wires and scavenged 
parts. The usual symphony of the jungle has vanished, 
replaced by an unnerving stillness. Not a bird calls, not an 
insect chirp. 

The air grows heavy, thick with an unseen presence. The 
silence presses in, a palpable entity. 

EVELYN 

Do you hear that? 

MARCUS 

(listening) 

Hear what? There's nothing. 

EVELYN 
Exactly. It's too quiet. The island... it's 
holding its breath. 

MARCUS 
They're watching us. Waiting for us to make a 
move. 
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EVELYN 

Or for us to break. 

 

 

EXT. OPEN SEA - NIGHT 

 

 

FADE TO BLACK. 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS huddle in their battered 
inflatable raft, scanning the inky blackness. The island, a 
hulking shadow, recedes behind them. 

A faint, distant pinprick of light appears on the horizon. It 
grows steadily, a beacon of hope against the crushing dark. 

EVELYN 

A light. It's real. They saw our flare. 

MARCUS 

(hoarse) 

Rescue. We made it out. 

EVELYN 
Out of the island, maybe. But not from what it 
did to us. 

MARCUS 

We leave the past behind. We have to. 

EVELYN 

Some things you can't outrun. 

The distant light grows larger, resolving into the silhouette 
of a ship. Evelyn and Marcus watch, their faces etched with 
profound, unsettling relief. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. ISLAND SHORELINE - DAWN 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS stand on the rocky 
shore, watching a small rescue boat approach. The air is thick 
with the scent of salt and decay. 

Evelyn's gaze drifts back to the dense jungle, toward the 
hidden entrance of the burial chamber. 

EVELYN 

It's not over. 

MARCUS 

(weary) 

We're leaving, Evelyn. That's what matters. 

EVELYN 



29. 
 

The scar on the stone... I can still feel it. 
Pulsing. 

A faint, dark shimmer seems to emanate from the jungle's 
edge, like a breath of pure shadow. 

MARCUS 

(sharply) 
Don't. There's nothing there but what we left 
behind. 

EVELYN 

It's still awake. 

The rescue boat is close now, its engine a steady drone 
against the unsettling quiet of the island. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. ISLAND SHORELINE - DAWN 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS stand on the rocky 
shore, watching a small rescue boat approach. The air is thick 
with the scent of salt and decay. 

Evelyn's gaze drifts back to the dense jungle, toward the 
hidden entrance of the burial chamber. 

EVELYN 

It's not over. 

MARCUS 

(weary) 

We're leaving, Evelyn. That's what matters. 

EVELYN 
The scar on the stone... I can still feel it. 
Pulsing. 

A faint, dark shimmer seems to emanate from the jungle's 
edge, like a breath of pure shadow. 

MARCUS 

(sharply) 
Don't. There's nothing there but what we left 
behind. 

EVELYN 

It's still awake. 

The rescue boat is close now, its engine a steady drone 
against the unsettling quiet of the island. 

FADE OUT. 
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EXT. RESCUE SHIP DECK - DAY 

The island recedes into the distance, a dark, ominous smudge 
against the horizon. Evelyn stands by the railing, clutching 
a worn wooden box. The metal clasps feel cold against her 
fingers. 

She glances down at the box, the weight of its contents both 
a burden and a solemn vow. 

EVELYN 

They're safe now. 

MARCUS 

(quietly) 

And that's all that matters. 

EVELYN 
It changes everything, doesn't it? This 
knowledge. 

MARCUS 

We'll find a way. Together. 

Evelyn looks out at the vast, indifferent ocean, a new 
purpose hardening in her eyes. The salt spray mists her face, 
a baptism of sorts. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

EXT. ISLAND TENT - DAY 

DR. EVELY HARPER (30s) The imagination of a bustling port city 
annoys MARCUS Horns blare, vendors hawk their wares, and a 
tide of humanity surges around them. 

They imagine walking with a practiced weariness, their eyes 
scanning the crowds, wary of unseen threats. The wooden box 
is hidden within a nondescript duffel bag slung over Evelyn's 
shoulder. 

EVELYN 
It was so loud. I'd forgotten what it sounded 
like. 

MARCUS 

(low) 

And everyone was so... oblivious. Like nothing 
happened. 

EVELYN 
That's the illusion, isn't it? That's what we 
have to protect. 

Distant sirens wailed, momentarily drawing 
their attention. Evelyn tightens her grip on 

the duffel bag, the weight of 
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their secret a palpable presence. 

MARCUS 
Let's find somewhere quiet. We need to figure 
out our next move. 

CUT TO: 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER PATHWAYS - DAY 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) As she approaches a seemingly 
abandoned pathway, dust motes dance in the shafts of light 
piercing the gloom of towering different pathways, Evelyn, 
dressed in sensible attire, sits at a heavy oak table, 
surrounded by stacks of ancient texts and brittle parchment. 

She meticulously examines a faded map; her brow furrowed in 
concentration. The air is thick with the scent of aged paper 
and forgotten histories. 

EVELYN 
The symbols are consistent across cultures, 
but the context shifts. Each civilization 
interpreted the celestial alignment 
differently. 

EVELYN 
But the outcome, the resonance, remains 
terrifyingly the same. 

She carefully turns a page, revealing intricate drawings of 
ritualistic ceremonies and unsettling figures. A faint hum, 
barely perceptible, seems to emanate from the walls. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER RUINS - SUNSET 

Crumbling stone arches frame a sky bleeding into fiery 
oranges and purples. Marcus sits cross-legged on a weathered 
stone, eyes closed, breathing deeply. 

A faint, ethereal glow flickers around him, unseen by any 
observer. His expression is one of intense concentration, but 

also a quiet sorrow. 

MARCUS 

(whispering) 
Not the end... only the beginning. The earth 
groans with them. 

He winces, a phantom pain flashing across his face as if 
struck. Images, sharp and fleeting, flash behind his closed 
eyelids: a jagged mountain peak in a blizzard, a submerged 
temple glowing with unnatural light, a desert oasis shrouded 
in perpetual twilight. 
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MARCUS 

There are others. Bound. Waiting. 

Marcus opens his eyes, the ethereal glow vanishing. He looks 
out at the horizon, his gaze distant, burdened by the weight 
of his fragmented visions. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. CHAMBER - NIGHT 

Dust motes dance in the beam of EVELYN's flashlight. She 
nervously eyes a row of sealed crates, her breath catching in 
her throat. 

A low HUM emanates from a nearby antique radio, causing the 
air to prickle. Evelyn flinches as a faint, cold resonance 
emanates from the artifacts. 

EVELYN 

(whispering) 

It's here too. Always lurking. 

She pulls out her phone, the screen glitching for a second 
before stabilizing. Evelyn quickly turns and hurries away 
from the crates, her eyes darting into the shadows. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. SECURE CHAMBER - NIGHT 

A single, bare bulb casts harsh shadows across rows of 
meticulously organized artifacts. In the center, on a padded 
pedestal, rests the CARVED STONE IDOL, its obsidian eyes 
seeming to follow any movement. 

A faint, rhythmic WHISPERING emanates from the idol, barely 
audible, yet unsettlingly pervasive. The air around it is 
frigid, a stark contrast to the vault's regulated 
temperature. 

EVELYN 

(to herself) 

The logs were right. It’s active. 

Evelyn cautiously approaches, her gloved hand hovering inches 
from the idol’s surface. A palpable chill seeps into her 
bones. 

EVELYN 

What are you saying? 

The whispers intensify, coalescing into fractured words: 

'…pact…blood…silence broken…' 
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EVELYN 

No, no, no. Containment is failing. 

She backs away, her eyes wide with a dawning horror. The idol 
pulses with a faint, internal light, a dark energy radiating 
outward. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. DR. EVELYN HARPER TENT- DAY 

Dust motes dance in shafts of sunlight cutting through the 
grimy window. Books and papers are piled precariously, a 
chaotic testament to obsession. 

EVELYN carefully sorts through a stack of leather-bound 
journals, her expression a mixture of discovery and dread. 

EVELYN 
He knew. All along, he knew about the… 

resonance. 

She picks up a faded photograph of Thorne, younger, standing 
before an ancient, crumbling temple. 

EVELYN 
This wasn't just about history for you, was 
it? It was about appeasement. 

Her fingers trace intricate symbols on a loose page, diagrams 
of containment circles and cryptic incantations. 

EVELYN 
The folklore… the whispers… he was trying to 
understand them, trying to control them. 

EVELYN 
But the same darkness that drew him in is 
consuming me now. 

She flips to a later journal entry, the handwriting frantic, 
smeared with what looks like dried blood. 

EVELYN 
The pact… 'silence broken'... He didn't just 
find the idol; he made a deal with it. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. DR. EVELYN HARPER TENT- CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) pores over a brittle, yellowed 
map, its edges scorched. Thorne's handwriting scrawls 
annotations in the margins. 

EVELYN 
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The Sentinels... a society older than Rome. 
They didn't just record anomalies, they 
contained them. 

She points to a symbol on the map, a stylized eye within a 
triangle. 

EVELYN 
This mark... it's everywhere. Ancient sites, 
forgotten texts. They've been watching, 
waiting. 

She flips through a brittle ledger, names and dates listed in 
a precise script. A chill runs down her spine as she 

recognizes the name 'Thorne' beneath an entry marked 
'Initiation.' 

MARCUS 
He wasn't just studying the Hollow One; he was 
working with them. Or for them. 

His gaze drifts to a locked wooden chest in the corner, 
adorned with the same ancient symbol. 

EVELYN 

(to herself) 
I wonder what was hiding in there, Doctor? 
What did you sacrifice for them? 

CUT TO: 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - NIGHT 

Dr. MARCUS HALE (40s) stumbles, his eyes wide with a 
sudden, terrifying clarity. He clutches his head, a guttural 
gasp escaping his lips. 

MARCUS 

(in pain) 
The mountains... so cold. A temple... hidden 
by snow and time. 

He sees shadowy figures, cloaked and ancient, their movements 
purposeful and sinister, digging at the base of a colossal, 
sealed stone door. 

MARCUS 
They're looking for it. Something sealed away. 
Something powerful. 

His vision shifts to a swirling vortex of dark energy 
coalescing around the figures and the door. He sees eyes, 
countless glowing embers in the darkness, watching. 

LENA 
They're not the only ones. Other things are 
being drawn to this place. Drawn to what 
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They’re trying to awaken. 

EVELYN 

Marcus? What is it? What are you seeing? 

MARCUS 

(urgent) 
We have to stop them, Evelyn. Before it's too 
late. They're about to break through. 

CUT TO: 

INT. ANCIENT RUINS - COMMAND TENT - NIGHT 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) paces the confined space, her face 
illuminated by the flickering glow of a tablet. Marcus 
watches her, his expression grim. 

EVELYN 
Thorne's last message was cryptic, but the 
symbols... they match what we found at the 
portal. He believed the Sentinels could help. 

A low HUM emanates from the tablet, then a static-filled 
voice crackles to life. 

LENA (O.S.) 
You seek knowledge of the Hollow One. Few have 
approached this path with such persistence. 

A stoic woman, LENA, appears on the tablet's screen. Her eyes 
hold an ancient weariness. 

EVELYN 
We need to understand what it is. How to stop 
it. 

LENA 
The HOLLO ONE entity has guarded its prison 
for millennia. We know the risks, the ancient 
pacts. But intervention is a choice fraught 
with peril. 

MARCUS 
Peril is already here. We saw them. The 
figures digging at the door. They're trying to 
release it. 

LENA 

(skeptical) 
The ancient wards are strong. Unless a key is 
turned from within. 

EVELYN 
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Then we must find that key. Tell us what you 
know. Please. 

LENA 
Your path is observed. If you wish to tread 
it, follow the stars to the obsidian peak. But 
be warned, not all who watch are allies. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. OBSIDIAN PEAK - DAWN 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS stand at the summit, the 
jagged obsidian formations gleaming in the nascent light. The 

scar on the island is visible below, a dark, ragged line 
against the verdant landscape. 

EVELYN 
Anya said the scar is a focal point. A wound 
that never truly heals. 

She traces the ragged edge of a nearby obsidian shard with 
her fingertip. 

MARCUS 

(grimly) 
Residual energy. Like a phantom limb, still 
throbbing. 

EVELYN 
And rituals, celestial alignments... they can 
amplify it. Re-open it. 

She looks at the scar, a chilling realization dawning on her 
face. The victory felt hollow, temporarily. 

EVELYN 

We didn't defeat it. We just... postponed it. 

MARCUS 
The stars are aligning. We need to find the 
key, Evelyn. Before they do. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. THE ANCIENT CHAMBER – NIGHT 

 

LENA ORTIZ (20s) Evelyn’s loyal assistant. Sensitive, intuitive, and the first to sense 

the spirits’ intentions. Dust motes dance in the single beam of a desk lamp 
illuminating ancient, brittle maps spread across a vast wooden 

table. Lena’s eyes sharp and focused point to intricate symbols. 

LENA 
This isn't just about the Hollow One. This 
island is one node in a network. 
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She gestures to other markings on the map, distant continents 
and forgotten islands. 

LENA 
Centuries ago, the Guardians established 
containment sites for entities far older and 
more dangerous than we imagined. Each site is 
tethered, a balance of power. 

EVELYN 

So, is the Hollow One just one of many? 

LENA 
Precisely. And the rituals, the celestial 

alignments… they don't just affect one site. 
They ripple through the entire network. 

She traces a complex diagram, a web connecting a disparate 
location. 

LENA 
The Guardians ensured these prisons were held. 
But the ancient pacts are fraying. If one 
lock brakes, the others weaken. 

EVELYN 

(stunned) 
This is… global. 

LENA 
A hidden war. And it seems the battle for this 
island is just the prelude. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. MARCUS HALE (40s) A cultural anthropologist with deep 
respect for Indigenous traditions. His possession becomes the 
emotional core of the haunting. The obsidian idol pulses with 
an unearthly light, its low HUM resonating through the stone 
walls. He stands before it, eyes vacant, his voice a distorted 

echo. 

MARCUS 

It is not a prison. It is a key. A master key. 

EVELYN recoils, her hand flying to her mouth as the 
implication sinks in. The air grows heavy, charged with 
unseen energy. 

EVELYN 

A key to what? More prisons? 

MARCUS 
To the locks. The ancient bonds holding back 
the deep ones. It can reinforce them. Or 
shatter them. 
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EVELYN 
It's a beacon. That's why they're coming. They 
don't want to break in; they want to use it. 

MARCUS 
Both sides… the Sentinels… the whispers… they 
all crave its power. To control the balance. 
To unleash chaos. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. ANCIENT RUINS - NIGHT 

Moonlight casts long, distorted shadows across crumbling 

stones. Evelyn and Marcus emerge from a concealed passage, 
scanning the desolate landscape. 

EVELYN 
They're here. I felt it the moment we stepped 
out. 

A flicker of movement in the peripheral darkness. A figure, 
cloaked and indistinct, melts back behind a weathered pillar. 

MARCUS 

Sentinels? Or something else? 

Another shadow detaches itself from the ruins, unnervingly 
silent. They move with practiced stealth, not quite human. 

EVELYN 
They don't look like the Sentinels I know. 

They're… waiting. Watching. 

MARCUS 

They want an idol. Or us. 

More shapes materialize from the gloom, encircling their 
position. Their faces remain hidden, lost in the deep 
shadows. 
 

EVELYN 

We must move. Now. 

 

 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - NIGHT 

 

 

FADE TO BLACK. 

LENA ORTIZ (20s) stands before Evelyn, the flickering 
torchlight painting shadows across her face. The air is thick 
with the smell of damp earth and forgotten rituals. 

LENA 
Not all Sentinels agree with the council's 
path. There are those who believe the old 
powers should be controlled, not merely 
guarded. 
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She gestures vaguely, her eyes reflecting the torchlight with 
an unusual intensity. 

LENA 
They seek the same artifacts you carry. They 
believe they can bend the entities to their 
will, harness their power for themselves. 

EVELYN 

And you? What do you believe? 

LENA 

(quietly) 
I believe they are fools. But they are many, 
and they are dangerous. They will hunt you 
relentlessly. 

LENA 
Your path is perilous, Evelyn. Not just from 
the shadows outside, but from those within the 
Sentinel order itself. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ABANDONED PATH - NIGHT 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) Dust motes dance in the beam of 
MARCUS's flashlight. traces a symbol on a cracked celestial 

map with her finger. 

MARCUS 
So Anya was right. They're not just after the 
artifacts for themselves. 

EVELYN 

(to herself) 
Worse. They believe the artifacts are keys. 
Keys to unlock something ancient. 

She points to a cluster of stars on the map, its ink faded 
and brittle. 

EVELYN 
This isn't just folklore. There's a temple in 
the Himalayas, a place sealed away for 
millennia. They think the entities we've been 
protecting are the jailers. 

MARCUS 

(shocked) 

And they want to open it? 

EVELYN 
They want to shatter the seals. Unleash 
whatever is imprisoned there. They call it 
ascension, but it's pure chaos. They see us as 
the last defense, and they plan to eliminate 
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us. 

 

 

EXT. MOUNTAIN PASS - DAWN 

 

 

CUT TO: 

Bitter wind whips snow across a treacherous mountain pass. 
LENA, EVELYN, and MARCUS, bundled against the cold, push 
onward. Anya leads with practiced ease, Evelyn follows, her 
face etched with determination. Marcus struggles, his breath 
ragged. 

LENA 
We're close. The temple lies beyond this 
ridge. But they know we're coming. 

EVELYN 

How can, you be sure? 

LENA 
The air here thrums with their presence. A 
dark energy, eager to break free. 

Evelyn and Marcus stumbled, catching her arm. She looks 
back at the unforgiving landscape, the weight of the world 
pressing down. 

EVELYN 

If we fail, if they breach that seal... 

MARCUS 

(grimly) 
Then we don't fail. We seal it, or we die 
trying. 

 

LENA 

Focus. Every step counts now. 

 

 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - NIGHT 

 

 

FADE TO BLACK. 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s), Evelyn, Lena, and Marcus faces 
are illuminated by its unholy glow. The air crackles with 
palpable energy. The artifact, a obsidian shard pulsating 
with malevolent light, rests on a stone pedestal as Evelyn, 
Lena, and Marcus stand before it, 

LENA 
It's growing stronger. The resonance... it's 
deafening. 

Evelyn clutches her head, a low moan escaping her lips. She 
sees a blinding, pulsing scar, an echo in her mind. 

EVELYN 
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(whispering) 
It's aware. It knows we're here. The island... 
it's still bleeding. 

MARCUS 
We can't let it breach. The world would 
shatter. 

LENA 
Then we amplify the seal. We give it no choice 
but to recede. 

Anya reaches for a series of ancient runes carved into the 
pedestal. The artifact flares, a wave of pure terror washing 
over them. 

CUT TO: 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. MARCUS HALE (40s) He is Suddenly startled by the 
shadows detaching themselves from the chamber’s walls. 

Ghostly figures gather themselves in dark tactical gear, 
materializing, raised weapons. A brutal firefight erupts. 

MARCUS 

Ambush! Protect the shard! 

Anya moves with unnatural speed, deflecting energy blasts 
with a glowing bracer. Evelyn, overwhelmed, retreats toward 
the pedestal, shielding the artifact. 

EVELYN 

(panicked) 

They want it... they want to unleash it! 

LENA 

Not on my watch. Marcus, keep them off Evelyn! 

Marcus engages in THE HOLLO ONE, his own combat skills 
surprising even himself. LENA focuses on her energy, a 

protective dome forming around Evelyn and the obsidian shard. 

The Hollow One (V.O.) 
The artifact belongs to the order! Surrender 
it now! 

LENA 
You have no claim here. This power is not for 
your war! 

CUT TO: 

EXT. ISLAND MOUNTAIN PASS - DAY 

The wind HOWLS, a relentless icy fury. Evelyn, Marcus, and 

Lena, trudge through deep snow, their breath misting in the 
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frigid air. Jagged peaks claw at a bruised sky. 

MARCUS 

(gasping) 
It's… close. I can feel the energies… 

converging. 

Evelyn tightens her grip on the obsidian shard, its low HUM a 
disturbing counterpoint to the wind's shriek. She stumbles, 
nearly falling into the snow. 

LENA 
Steady, Evelyn. We are almost there. This 

place… it calls to the shard. 

EVELYN 

It feels alive. But wrong. Like a sickness. 

MARCUS 
The ancients spoke of a sanctuary… a prison. 
It must be here. 

Marcus points a trembling finger towards a barely perceptible 
fissure in the sheer rock face ahead, hidden by swirling 
snow. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. CHAMBER ENTRANCE - DAY 

Before them, carved into the sheer mountain face, is an 
ancient temple. Its colossal entrance is choked with 
millennia of ice and snow, a frozen maw. 

A palpable aura of dormant power emanates from the structure, 
a heavy stillness that predates time. The air itself feels 
charged, buzzing with unseen energy. 

LENA 
This is not a tomb, but a prison. A sacred 
ward holding back an eternal night. 

MARCUS 

(awed) 
The stories were true… It was never meant to 
be opened. 

EVELYN 
Then we must find a way in. What it holds is 
too dangerous to remain undisturbed, even in 
its slumber. 

She approaches the icy barrier, the obsidian shard in her hand 
pulsing with a faint, sickly light. 
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FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Lena, Marcus, and Evelyn step through a newly formed opening 
in the ice, the air inside heavy with ancient cold. Strange 
glyphs cover the rough-hewn stone walls. 

Suddenly, a guttural CHANT echoes from the passage behind 
them. Silhouettes appear, armed and moving with unnerving 
speed. 

EVELYN 
You trespass on sacred ground. This power is 

not for the hesitant. 

LENA 

Evelyn, You came too far. 

EVELYN 

(Who are you) 
We are the Guardians; we are here to 
finish what your kind abandoned. The world 
needs this ancient fury unleashed. 

Silas raises a hand, and his followers surge forward, weapons 
glinting in the dim light. 

MARCUS 

(drawing weapon) 
You fool! You don't know what you're playing 
with! 

CUT TO: 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. EVELYN HARPER (30s) her hands begin to HUM, a low 
thrumming that vibrates through her bones. Its intricate 
carvings pulse with an ethereal, blue light, mirroring the 
glyphs on the walls. 

The air crackles with unseen energy as the artifact reacts to 
the temple's dormant power, its glow intensifying with each 
passing second. 

MARCUS 

(realization) 
It's not just a key. It's a conduit. It 
amplifies intent. It can seal or shatter these 
ancient wards, depending on who holds it. 

LENA 

Then we must take it from him. 

EVELYN 
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(determined) 
No. This power is mine to wield. Mine to 
control. Silas wants to unleash chaos, but 
this artifact... it can preserve. It can 
protect. 

Evelyn grips the artifact tighter, her eyes blazing with 
newfound conviction as the spectral light intensifies around 
her. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. INNER CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dust motes dance in the shafts of light piercing the 
cavernous chamber. A colossal SARCOPHAGUS, etched with 
unsettling, weathered carvings, dominates the center, pulsing 
with a faint, residual energy. 

The air is heavy, charged with a palpable dread. A faint 
SCRAPING sound, like nails on stone, emanates from within the 
sarcophagus. 

MARCUS 
This is it. The prison of the entity. We have 
to seal it before Silas gets his hands on 
whatever power lies within. 

LENA 

(pointing) 
Look! The glyphs on the sarcophagus. They 
match the patterns on the artifact. Evelyn, 
the artifact isn't just a key, it's the lock. 

EVELYN 
Then it's the only thing that can keep it 
contained. We must activate the sequence, not 
break it. 

From the entrance, the clamor of SILAS and his FOLLOWERS 
echoes, their footsteps frantic. A blinding light flares as 
they breach the antechamber. 

The Hollow One (V.O.) 
The power of the Elder God will be mine! You 
cannot stop me! 

CUT TO: 

INT. INNER CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. MARCUS HALE (40s) desperate, abandons his attempts to 
force the sarcophagus open. He pulls a tattered GRIMOIRE from 

his robes; its pages filled with unnerving symbols. 



45. 
 

He begins to chant in a guttural tongue, arcane energy 
crackling around him. The air grows heavy, suffocating. The 
sarcophagus GROANS in response. 

The Hollow One (V.O.) 
Awaken, ancient one! Break your chains! Feel 
my power! 

A deafening ROAR erupts from within the sarcophagus, a sound 
that vibrates through bone and stone. Cracks spiderweb across 
the ancient stone lid. Dust rains from the ceiling. 

EVELYN 

(horrified) 
He's not trying to control it, he's trying to 
unleash it! 

MARCUS 
He's driven mad by the whispers. We have to 
stop him, now! 

LENA 

The artifact! It's our only chance! 

Silas throws his head back, eyes blazing with unholy light, 
his chant reaching a fever pitch as the sarcophagus trembles 
violently. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

Dr. MARCUS HALE (40s) stands with eyes closed, hands 
outstretched, a faint luminescence emanating from his palms. 
The air around him hums with resonant energy. 

Whispers, no longer malevolent but ancient and wise, fill the 
chamber, guiding him. He sees flashes of the temple's past, 
its purpose as a prison. 

MARCUS 

(urgent) 
Evelyn! He's weakening the seal! The energy is 
bleeding out! 

EVELYN 

Marcus, what are you seeing? 

MARCUS 
The guardians... I feel them. Their struggle 
is ours. We have to channel the artifact's 
power, reinforce the prison. 

A wave of pure, ancient power surges through Marcus, a 
profound connection to the temple's protective spirit. He 
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opens his eyes, now blazing with a similar, but controlled, 
light. 
 

MARCUS 
He thinks he's opening a door, but he's 
tearing down the walls! 

 

 

EXT. ANCIENT RUINS - CONTINUOUS 

 

 

 

CUT TO: 

LENA ORTIZ (20s) wielding a ceremonial dagger, stands 
defiantly before Silas and his two remaining cultists. The 
air crackles with dark energy emanating from Silas. 

She lunges, a fierce war cry tearing from her throat, 
engaging the cultists in a desperate, brutal dance of 
survival. 

LENA 

You will not pass! 

The Hollow One (V.O.) 
Foolish Sentinel. Your time is over. 

Anya fights with the strength of a lioness, her dagger a 
blur. She disarms one cultist, then brutally impales the 
other, but not before receiving a deep gash across her 
abdomen. 

LENA 

(pained) 

Marcus! Evelyn! You must finish it! 

She collapses, blood seeping into the ancient stones, her 
eyes fixed on the temple entrance where Marcus and Evelyn are 
now pouring energy into the artifact. 

LENA 

Protect the heart... 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT TOMB - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) strains, holding the glowing artifact 
aloft. Marcus watches, eyes closed, a conduit for ancient 
knowledge. 

Lena’s final words echo, her sacrifice a tangible force 
fueling Evelyn's resolve. The sarcophagus begins to pulse 
with a warm, golden light. 

MARCUS 
Focus, Evelyn. Not on destruction, but on 
binding. Strengthen the words. 
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EVELYN 

(straining) 
I feel it… Anya's strength. It’s like a fire, 
pushing back. 

The artifact flares, its light intensifying, bathing the 
chamber in ethereal radiance. The ground trembles as a 
furious ROAR emanates from the sarcophagus. 

MARCUS 
It fights. Pour everything into it. The seal 
must hold! 

Evelyn cries out, channeling every ounce of her will and the 
artifact's power into the sarcophagus. The golden light 
solidifies, forming a shimmering, impenetrable barrier. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

The entity's furious ROARS devolve into piercing, inhuman 
SHRIEKs. The golden light from the artifact solidifies into 
chains of pure energy, wrapping around the sarcophagus. 

The frantic SCRATCHING from within abruptly ceases. An 
oppressive SILENCE descends, heavier than any sound. 

MARCUS 
It's done. The binding… it's complete. For 
now. 

EVELYN 

(exhausted) 

But it's still there. Trapped, but not gone. 

MARCUS 
The vigilance begins now. The artifact will 
not let it rest. Nor shall we. 

Evelyn lowers the artifact, its glow subsiding, leaving the 
tomb in dim, ominous shadow. The sarcophagus remains inert, 
bound by the spectral chains. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

A final, blinding surge of DARK ENERGY erupts from the ritual 
circle where SILAS stood. The residual power eradicates him 
instantly. 

His cultists, mere moments ago fervent, now recoil in 
absolute horror as the energy dissipates, leaving no trace of 
their leader. 
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The Guardian 1 
He's gone! The master… gone! 

The Guardian 2 

(terrified) 
The binding… it's stronger than ever. We are 
lost. 

Panic seizes the remaining cultists. They scramble to their 
feet, abandoning their fallen leader and their cause. 

They flee the temple, their desperate footsteps echoing in 
the sudden, profound silence. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. CHAMBER RUINS - CONTINUOUS 

Marcus stumbles back, his eyes wide with a mixture of pain 
and relief. The ethereal glow within him dims, coalescing 
into a faint, warm presence. 

He feels a profound sense of peace wash over him, a silent 
acknowledgment from the ancient guardian spirit. 

GUARDIAN (V.O.) 

(gentle) 

You have honored the pact. My watch is ended. 

The faint glow recedes completely, leaving Marcus feeling 
utterly hollowed yet profoundly liberated. 

MARCUS 

(weakly) 
Thank you... 

His knees buckle. Marcus collapses to the cold stone floor, 
his body wracked with exhaustion but his spirit finally his 
own. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. CHAMBER RUINS - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) cradles the artifact, its faint hum 
now a whisper. She gazes at the massive, sealed sarcophagus, 
ancient glyphs glowing softly under her touch. 

Her expression shifts from awe to a profound, weary resolve. 
The weight of centuries settles onto her shoulders. 

EVELYN 

(hushed) 
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It is done. The balance holds. 

She presses a hand to the cool stone of the sarcophagus, a 
silent vow passing between her and the slumbering power 
within. 
 

EVELYN 

My vigil begins now. 

 

 

INT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

 

 

FADE TO BLACK. 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS work with practiced 
efficiency, reinforcing the ancient wards. The artifact 
glows, its pulse now steady and contained. 

Marcus secures the final locking mechanism on the 
sarcophagus, a heavy click echoing in the chamber. They 
exchange a look of grim satisfaction and shared 
understanding. 

MARCUS 

It's done. As stable as it can be. 

EVELYN 

For now. The vigil is eternal. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN PEAK - DAWN 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and Marcus emerge from the temple 
entrance, blinking in the nascent light. The harsh, clean 
air washes over them, a stark contrast to the suffocating 
darkness they left behind. 

They stand silhouetted against the rising sun, forever 
changed, their eyes fixed on the horizon, ready for whatever 
comes next. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) stands before the secured 
sarcophagus, its ancient wards humming faintly. MARCUS 
waits; his face etched with weariness and resolve. 
Several SENTINELS, cloaked figures with grim expressions, 
stand at attention. 

The artifact's pulse is a barely perceptible thrum against 
the silence. 

EVELYN 
The immediate threat is contained. But 
containment is not guardianship. This power 
cannot be wielded, only understood. 

MARCUS 
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What are your orders, Evelyn? 

EVELYN 
You and your Sentinels will remain. This is 
your charge now. Study it, protect it, but 
never let it fall into the wrong hands again. 
It is a key, not a weapon. 

The Guardians, (the spirits) 
We understand. Its secrets will be preserved. 

EVELYN 
The fate of many worlds depends on your 
vigilance. Do not fail. 

Evelyn gives a solemn nod to Marcus and the Sentinels. The 
weight of their task settles upon them. 

FADE OUT. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN SLOPE - DAY 

DR. EVELYN HARPER (30s) and MARCUS descend the treacherous 
path, the ancient temple a silhouette against the vast sky. 
Birds chirp, oblivious to the cosmic struggle that just 
concluded. 

Below them, a sprawling city hums with life, a beacon of 
normalcy. 

EVELYN 
They sleep soundly, unaware of the price of 
their peace. 

MARCUS 

And we carry the weight of that ignorance. 

EVELYN 
It is a heavy burden, but a necessary one. The 
vigil continues, even when the world sleeps. 

Evelyn glances back one last time towards the mountain's 
peak. The ordinary world stretches before them, vibrant and 
alive. 

FADE OUT. 

INT. ANCIENT CHAMBER - DAY 

Dust motes dance in shafts of sunlight piercing a cavernous 
room lined with ancient scrolls and glowing containment 
units. EVELYN, her hair now streaked with grey, meticulously 
examines a holographic projection of a subterranean map. 

MARCUS, older and distinguished, consults a weathered tome at 
a nearby desk, his brow furrowed in concentration. 

EVELYN 
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Site Gamma shows increased temporal 

distortion. Minor, but it’s there. 

MARCUS 
The whispers from the folklore texts are 
growing louder. The old stories about the Rift 
of Aethelred… they echo this anomaly. 

EVELYN 

They’re not stories, Marcus. Not anymore. 

MARCUS 
I know. But understanding the myth helps us 
anticipate the reality. 

EVELYN 
The vigil never ends. The silence of the world 
is bought with our vigilance. 

MARCUS 

And we are its keepers, Evelyn. Forever. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

INT. ISLAND TENT - NIGHT 

A massive holographic map of the world hovers above a 
circular console. Dozens of faded, pulsating blue lights dot 
the globe, marking containment sites. Evelyn, looking weary 

but resolute, stands before it, her gaze fixed on the 
display. 

One light, in the vast expanse of the Pacific, flickers with 
a dim, almost imperceptible amber glow. It pulses weakly, a 
residual stain on the map. 

EVELYN 
A faint resonance. Barely there, but it's 
enough. 

MARCUS 

(entering) 
The Hollow One. Even contained, its shadow 
lingers. 

EVELYN 
It reminds us why we watch. Why we always 
will. 

MARCUS 
The balance is fragile. Eternal vigilance is 
the price of peace. 

EVELYN 
And we are its guardians. The silence of the 
world depends on us. 
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FADE TO BLACK. 


