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Transcript File 001 (Excerpt)

[AUDIO FILE BEGINS – Static crackles. A chair shifts. A woman clears her throat.] 

Interviewer: For the record, please state your full name. 

Owner: ...Do I have to? 

Interviewer: Yes, ma’am. It’s standard procedure. 

Owner: [pause] Mrs. Eleanor V——. That’s all you’ll get. 

Interviewer: Very well. And the purpose of this recording is to document your experience with... your maid. 

Eleanor V: [laughs quietly] Experience. That’s a soft word. 

Interviewer: When did she first come to work for you? 

Eleanor V: Work? No, you don’t understand. I never hired her. She was just... here one morning. In uniform. Standing by door like she had always belonged. My husband assumed I’d brought her in. I assumed he had. Neither of us said a word. 

Interviewer: And you allowed this to continue? 

Eleanor V: [curtly] There was no “allow.” She cleaned. 

She cooked. She hummed songs I couldn’t recognize. The house was always immaculate. But... [voice lowers] the smell. Like polish. Like iron. 

Interviewer: Iron? 

Eleanor: Yes. Metallic. As if she’d scrubbed with blood. 

[Brief silence. Chair creaks.] 

Interviewer: Did she ever speak to you directly? 

Eleanor: [whispers] Only once. And I wish to God she hadn’t. 

[End of File 001 — Static] 


Transcript File 002 (Excerpt) 

[AUDIO FILE BEGINS – low hiss. Papers shuffle. A door shuts.] 

Interviewer: This is a continuation of the interview with Mrs. Eleanor V——. Date and time are on record. Mrs. V——, you said the maid only spoke to you once. Could you describe that moment? 

Eleanor V: [long pause] It was late. Past midnight. I’d gone downstairs for water. The house was silent except... except for her. She was standing in the hallway, facing the wall. Not moving. 

Interviewer: And then? 

Eleanor V: I asked her what she was doing. She didn’t answer. I remember—I touched her shoulder. Cold as 

marble. That’s when she turned and said— [voice falters] 

Interviewer: Yes? 

Eleanor V: “You shouldn’t be awake when I’m awake.” 

[A sharp intake of breath is heard on the tape.] 

Interviewer: Do you believe she meant it as a threat? 

Eleanor V: No. Worse. She meant it as a rule. Like... like I had broken something sacred. 

Interviewer: Did you report this to anyone? The police? 

Eleanor V: [bitter laugh] And tell them what? That my maid... scolds me for being awake? They’d lock me away, not her. 

[Silence. Only faint ticking of a clock.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, earlier you mentioned a smell—iron, like blood. Where exactly did you notice it? 

Eleanor V: Everywhere she cleaned. The banister, the mirrors, the floors. I began to think she wasn’t removing stains—she was creating them. 

Interviewer: Creating? 

Eleanor V: [voice hardens] Don’t you get it? The house wasn’t cleaner. It was hungrier. 

[End of File 002 — Static burst.] 


Transcript File 003 (Excerpt) 

[AUDIO FILE BEGINS – soft hum of electricity. A chair scrapes. The interviewer clears their throat.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, thank you for continuing. 

After that night, did the maid ever speak to you again? 

Eleanor V: [shakes head] No. She never spoke another word. But... I could feel her watching. Always. In the corners. In reflections. 

Interviewer: Did she leave notes, messages... anything tangible? 

Eleanor V: [voice trembling slightly] No, but... there were signs. The arrangement of objects. My jewelry moved. The silverware... sometimes it wasn’t where I’d left it. Not random... deliberate. 

Interviewer: And the smell? The metallic scent? 

Eleanor V: [quietly] It never went away. Sometimes stronger. Sometimes faint. Like she wanted me to notice, or... like she was hungry. 

[Pause. Distant, indistinct thump is heard.] 

Interviewer: Did you ever confront her directly? 

Eleanor V: [bitter laugh] Confront? That night, I tried. I called her into the kitchen. I asked her... why. She just tilted her head. And whispered—[voice falters] Interviewer: What did she say? 

Eleanor V: “You shouldn’t see what I see.” 

[Long silence. Only the hum of electricity fills the room.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, did anyone else notice these things? Your husband, perhaps? 

Eleanor V: [bitterly] My husband... he never saw. Or he refused to. He said I was imagining it. Maybe I was. But the house... it remembers. And I— [voice breaks] I could feel her watching even when I left. 

[End of File 003 — Static buzz, then silence.] 


Transcript File 004 (Excerpt)

[AUDIO FILE BEGINS – faint wind, then a distant echo of footsteps. A door creaks open.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, in previous recordings, you described unusual activity... objects moving, the smell, her presence. Did it escalate over time? 

Eleanor V: [voice barely above a whisper] Yes. It... it got worse. The house changed. The walls... I swear they listened. The lights flickered when she passed. The floors... they would creak in patterns. Not random. Like... like she was marking a path. 

Interviewer: A path? To where? 

Eleanor V: [pauses] I don’t know. The basement. The attic. The guest rooms. Sometimes I’d wake and find myself in a room I didn’t remember entering. And she... she would be there. Always silent. 

[A low, metallic tapping begins in the background, faint at first.] 

Interviewer: Did she ever touch you again? 

Eleanor V: [shivers] Once. I woke in the middle of the night. She was kneeling by my bed. I froze. Her hand... it hovered above me. No pressure, no warmth. Just... expectation. Then she whispered: 

[soft, chilling] “Rest while you can. It won’t last.” 

[The tapping grows louder, echoing through the recording.] 

Interviewer: Did you ever try to leave the house? 

Eleanor V: [voice quivers] I tried. I packed my bags... the car... but something always stopped me. The doors wouldn’t stay closed. The driver... he never arrived. And when I looked in the mirror... I swear I saw her behind me. Standing. Watching. Smiling. 

[Long pause. Only the tapping and faint wind remain.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, do you believe... the house is alive? 

Eleanor V: [bitter laugh] Alive? No. Hungry. She feeds on it. And when she’s done... [voice breaks] ...I’ll be next. 

[End of File 004 — Sudden loud bang, then static. Recording ends.] 


Transcript File 005 (Excerpt)

[AUDIO FILE BEGINS – soft hum of overhead lights. A chair creaks. Papers shuffle.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, you’ve described her presence, the moving objects, the... hunger of the house. But I have to ask—why didn’t you try to fire her? 

Eleanor V: [quiet laugh] Fire her? I... I thought about it. Oh, how I thought about it. 

Interviewer: And? 

Eleanor V: [voice hardens] She wouldn’t leave. I told her she had to go. I offered money, pleaded... begged even. She just smiled. Calm. Patient. And said: 

[soft, chilling tone] “This is not your choice.” Interviewer: Not your choice? 

Eleanor V: No. It... it was like the house had signed her in. Like she belonged more than I did. I tried again. I tried shouting, threats... even my husband tried. The next morning, she was in the kitchen, apron spotless, humming a tune I’d never heard before. Nothing had changed. She hadn’t budged. 

[Pause. Faint sound of tapping in the distance.] 

Interviewer: So... you were trapped in your own home? 

Eleanor V: [bitterly] Trapped is... polite. It’s worse. The house obeys her. She cleans, she waits, she watches. And I... I exist around her rules. There’s no escape. Not really. 

[Silence. Only the soft hum of electricity.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, did she ever explain... why? 

Eleanor V: [voice trembling] No. And if she did, I wouldn’t have understood. I think... I think she doesn’t answer questions. She only enforces the house. 

[End of File 005 — Static, then faint echo of a distant humming.] 


Transcript File 006 (Excerpt)

[AUDIO FILE BEGINS – faint hum, distant dripping water. Chair shifts.] 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——, you’ve described her presence, the rules, the... hunger of the house. Did things get worse? 

Eleanor V: [voice low, almost shaking] Worse doesn’t cover it. It was chaos. Objects flying, shadows moving... I’d wake in rooms I didn’t enter. My husband... he started avoiding the house. I started avoiding the house. But I couldn’t leave. She... she was everywhere. Watching. Waiting. Cleaning. Always cleaning. And the smell... stronger. Metallic. Sharp. It made me nauseous. 

Interviewer: Did she ever... threaten you? 

Eleanor V: [bitter laugh] Threaten? She doesn’t need to. The house obeys her. I obey her. My own reflection... it... it tried to warn me, but it was too late. Every night, I would hear her humming... soft at first, then... louder. Something about it... it... [voice falters, a faint sob] ...it hollowed me out. 

Interviewer: And your husband—? 

Eleanor V: He stopped noticing. Or pretending not to. I think... I think he feared her too. She didn’t speak to him, not ever. But the house... he felt it. He’d leave for hours. Days. And I— [long pause] ...I stayed. 

Interviewer: Mrs. V——,can you please take me back to the days before everything happened and to first day everything started? 

Eleanor V: [sighs] I sure can. 

[Sudden loud crash. A sharp, metallic ringing echoes. 

The recording abruptly ends.] 

[End of File 006 — Static and silence.] 

1

I remember the first time I met James V— as if it were yesterday, though nearly fifteen years have passed since that afternoon in Larkspur Square. It was a small, sundappled park in the heart of Windermere, one of those places where the air always smells faintly of roses and old stone. I had been wandering, sketchbook in hand, capturing the delicate curve of the fountain’s edge when he appeared. 

He was arguing gently with a street musician over a lost coin, his voice soft but firm, the kind of voice that made you want to listen, really listen. I watched him, amused, from behind a cluster of lilac bushes, until he noticed me. Our eyes met, and for a moment, the world seemed to fall away; traffic, pigeons, the afternoon sun, all of it receding until there was only the quiet recognition of two strangers who had somehow always been meant to meet. 

James smiled that crooked, charming smile that would later become one of my favorite sights in the world. He had a way of seeing people, not just looking at them, and when he finally spoke to me, it was as though he was speaking only to me, though we were surrounded by the ordinary chaos of the park. We talked for hours that day, about nothing and everything, from the shape of clouds to the sound of the river running past Windermere’s old stone bridge. 

It wasn’t long after that that we became inseparable. I can still recall the quiet winter evening in Emberfield when he knelt on one knee, the city lights glittering behind him like a thousand tiny stars, and asked me to marry him. There was nothing ordinary about our engagement, nothing casual. It was like our souls had conspired for this single, perfect moment. 

We married six months later, in a small chapel tucked into the hills of Bramblewood. The ceremony was intimate, filled with laughter and whispered promises, and as we stepped out into the sunlight afterward, I remember feeling that nothing could touch us, not in that moment, not ever. 

2

Our first house on Holloway Lane was beautiful, no doubt about it. High ceilings, wide corridors, endless rooms with sunlight spilling through tall windows, but I quickly realized something that James hadn’t: it was far too large for me to manage alone. I could dust and tidy for hours, but there were just too many corners, too many floors, too many surfaces. The house demanded more hands than I had. 

So, we decided to hire a maid. Her name was Clara. She was young, bright, and efficient, and for three months, I thought we had finally found the perfect helper. She scrubbed, polished, and organized with a precision that made me giddy with relief. I could finally sit back with a
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