
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Haunted Secrets: 
Tales of
Eloise

	Volume 1

	 

	Written by Scare Street


Copyright © 2024 by ScareStreet.com

	 

	All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

	 

	This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Enter the Realm of Terror…

	 

	We’d like to take a moment to thank you for your support and invite you to join our VIP newsletter.

	 

	Dive deeper into the darkness with exclusive offers, early access to new releases, and bone-chilling deals when you sign up at www.ScareStreet.com.

	 

	Let the nightmares begin…

	 

	 

	See you in the shadows,

	Scare Street



	



	Table of Contents

	 

	Frenemies

	Over the Garden Wall

	Coming Home

	The Girl Who Wasn’t There

	Things Seen

	Family Matters

	The Stranger

	Voices from Beyond…

	 


Frenemies

	 

	Eloise was not supposed to be in the cellar; Shane Ryan had made that very clear many times now. However, he was not always home, and he had no idea what it was like in the house when he was not home. It was not very easy to find something to do.

	Something about the dark ones in the cellar drew her any time Shane was gone for more than a few days. They whispered down there, and she could hear them in the walls when she was very still and alone.

	She had to get away from Thaddeus and the others to hear them, especially the Davis sisters with whom she very much enjoyed playing most of but not all the time. They were good at games sometimes, but not always. They didn’t always let Eloise win either, and that upset her. She liked to win. They could also get too loud and too close, and she needed to be alone in the dark and quiet sometimes, too.

	The dark ones were so much different from the ones who lived in the rest of the house. and maybe that was why she found them so exciting. Even the name “dark ones” was enticing. It was meant to make her curious, she was certain.

	Carl said they were not to be spoken to because they had nothing good to say. They drifted in shadows from here to there and were obsessed with dark deeds and dark thoughts and other very dramatic things. Carl was very serious and very boring.

	Thaddeus did not like to play with the dark ones at all, and he was also very boring sometimes. Eloise knew she would not be friends with Thaddeus if she didn’t have to be, and even then, it was very trying sometimes. She liked to play games with him that she knew she would win, but he grew tired of them and gave up too easily. Her favorite was hide and seek because she liked catching him when he was so sure he was safe and hidden. She always knew his secrets. Eloise liked knowing secrets.

	Everyone wanted to treat Eloise like a child, but she was old. She was very old now, and everyone forgot that because she couldn’t grow. She was dead. And being dead also meant many things were far less dangerous than everyone, including Shane Ryan, seemed to think.

	Eloise was not naïve. She understood what danger was. Everyone else just didn’t understand her.

	She could do whatever she wanted. She wouldn’t say that out loud, of course. But she thought it. Why shouldn’t she do what she wanted when she wanted? Who would get hurt?

	These were the words she told herself as she ventured down through shadows and corners and quiet places in the house.

	She had found a spot in the cellar that was right below the back part of the house. Inches of wood separated it from the outside and the sun. The house could change sometimes. It would hide rooms, or move them here and there, but not this place. This place was always the same, and it allowed her to go from the sunlight to the darkness in the blink of an eye. And that was where she met Gerald.

	At first, she would just drop into her spot, her little shielded cubby, and watch the dark ones. It was like a zoo, she thought. They crept and slithered and darted about and paid her little mind. Day by day, however, it became clear that they saw her there. They knew.

	She would only catch a glance in the beginning. One would watch her, dead eyes transfixed, and when she saw it, it would vanish. She was not interesting to them, for she was as dead as they were and could offer very little. They wanted to play with Shane Ryan, or sometimes his friends that came to the house to see him.

	Then, things changed slowly. One would linger when the others darted away. He held eye contact for just a heartbeat at first, until one day, longer. They stared at one another in the dark, and the others receded until it was only him and Eloise.

	“Hello. My name is Eloise, what’s yours?”

	He did not reply. He vanished, darkness into darkness, so she left to play with the sisters.

	The next time she returned, their staring match resumed.

	“I will call you Gerald,” she told him, and this time, he did not flee. She took that to mean she had guessed his name correctly. “What do you do down here, Gerald?”

	He didn’t answer, he just stared. Unlike the sisters and Carl and Thaddeus, Gerald didn’t have a real shape. He was not a man or a boy or anything; he was just a shadow with a face. It was sort of a man’s face, she thought. It moved sometimes, the way shadows did, and was hard to describe. His eyes were black in black, but they glowed, too. Like a cat, she thought, and that made her smile.

	“You will never believe what Shane Ryan has done,” she announced to Gerald one day after Shane had come home from some adventure to a faraway place. She heard him telling Carl what had transpired, and now she told Gerald because it was very exciting and full of danger. Shane Ryan had so much freedom, and she envied him that.

	Gerald listened and did not interrupt because he was a good listener. Thaddeus interrupted stories when Eloise told them, and sometimes, the sisters just spoke over her. Carl knew all the stories already and didn’t care to listen at all.

	She would go down to her dark corner now and then when she got bored or lonely and would talk to Gerald because he was always there and always waiting. When she asked him questions, he would not speak, so she eventually gave up asking and only spoke to him. The others would silence their whispers, and Eloise would talk and talk for as long as she dared.

	Only so much time could be spared with the dark ones, for inevitably, someone would come looking for her. Carl or the sisters or even Shane Ryan, though this was very rare. She would slip away and be happy knowing Gerald would always keep her secret because he never spoke.

	Until he did.

	“Stay.”

	He said it when she finished a story about something that had come in the mail for Shane that had a ghost pirate hidden inside. It was very exciting for about ten minutes. She was ready to leave again when Gerald had made his request.

	His voice was softer than she expected. It was like a sigh. Like words people speak when they are not fully awake. His glowing eyes were fixed and unblinking and stared into her own. He was closer now than he had been before. Not close enough to touch, but close.

	“What for?” she asked.

	Her story was done, so staying didn’t make much sense. She had nothing else to say, and Gerald would only stare in silence otherwise, and that was very boring, even if he didn’t realize it.

	He didn’t answer, so she left. Gerald was a good listener, but he needed to learn how to say what he wanted to say if he wanted to be a better friend.

	Some days, Eloise would not visit Gerald. Sometimes, she just had nothing to say. Once, she forgot to visit for a whole year. But whenever she returned with new stories, he was in almost the same place. Almost. He was getting closer.

	“Where do you go when you leave?” he asked her one time. The question caught her off-guard because it was an entire question, and it was his first ever.

	“Home. Into the house,” she replied.

	“Home?”

	“Home. I live upstairs with Shane Ryan and Carl and the others. You live down here with your friends.”

	“Friends…” Gerald whispered. It did not sound like a question, but she began to wonder if it was.

	“I don’t go upstairs,” Gerald replied.

	“Why not? What’s stopping you?” Eloise said.

	That the dark ones were dangerous and kept in the cellar did not explain why they stayed in the cellar. She was not sure what kept them down there.

	One of Eloise’s greatest disappointments was that she could not go everywhere she wanted to. She was jealous of the people who got to go out into the world with Shane Ryan on his adventures. They could go anywhere in the whole wide world, and that was something she longed for very much. She could go some places, even out of the house. But not everywhere.

	The people who came to the house did not appreciate their freedom, she thought. They seemed to squander it very often. It made her want to scream at them.

	“Why are you in this house?” she wanted to yell. “Go to all the other houses!”

	She would go to every house if she could. Every house in every country all over the world. But she lost that ability a long time ago, and now it was only a silly dream that could never be real. Sometimes, that made her angry.

	“I want to come with you,” Gerald suggested.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Let me… live in the house. Like you.”

	“Oh,” Eloise said. Surely Gerald could have left on his own any time if he’d wanted to. He didn’t need her to help him with that.

	She left the cellar because Gerald was being silly, and she didn’t enjoy it. She liked it better when all he did was listen.

	She waited many days before she returned to the cellar because she needed Gerald to think about what he’d done, even if she’d never explicitly told him to.

	When she returned, he was not there.

	She sat in her corner, the place where she felt safe, and watched the dark ones moving from shadow to shadow. But none of them stayed and looked at her with more than a fleeting glance, so she left without a word.

	Shane Ryan came home from somewhere, and she listened intently while he explained what was happening in his life to Carl. Someone had hurt him badly, but he was better now, at least a little bit. But he had to go again, and Eloise was certain he was leaving to kill the people who had wronged him. That was the right thing to do, she thought. Bad people could not just be left to run loose.

	While she listened from the hallway near the kitchen, something caught her eye. A shadow, outside of the kitchen, beyond where Carl and Shane Ryan could see. Maybe they wouldn’t have even seen it if they looked right at it, but Eloise saw it because she knew what to look for.

	Gerald had left the cellar. He was in the house where he said he never went. In the dark, she saw his glowing eyes look into her. There was nothing else to see, but she knew he was smiling, and it made her angry. He told her he never went upstairs, and now here he was. He had lied to her, and that wasn’t nice.

	“You said you didn’t come upstairs,” she said in a very quiet whisper.

	“I came here for you,” Gerald replied, his sigh of a voice barely reaching her ears.

	“I went looking for you to talk, and you weren’t there.”

	“Because I’m here,” he said.

	She turned her back on him and ignored what Shane Ryan and Carl were saying. She liked that Gerald stayed put in the cellar. She liked that he listened to her, and secretly, she liked that he didn’t talk back or go away or ignore her. At least, that was what he used to do.
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