
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Haunted Secrets:
Tales of
Eloise

	Volume 3

	 

	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…
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	Let the nightmares begin…

	 

	 

	See you in the shadows,
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Between Here and There are Cats

	 

	The loneliness of being dead was not something Eloise could have been prepared for. It was a funny thing to think about, she supposed. It seemed trivial. She had died. Her mother had died. She was trapped in a house with the awful thing that had killed her, and she had no means of escape; she’d tried. And she was lonely.

	She had passed a few years earlier. There were times when she found herself somewhere alone, staring out a window or even sitting on the roof of the house looking at the moon when she realized she could be there for many years to come. She could be there forever.

	As a ghost, she didn’t need to eat. She didn’t need to sleep. She didn’t feel exhausted, or cold, or anything. What if that was what eternity was going to be like?

	It was hard for her to imagine forever. She had only been alive for less than a decade, and she could not even remember the first few years. Now, she had endured another ageless year. Would every year be the same dreary, boring, lonely thing forever and ever?

	She tried to picture it in her mind, but it was impossible. She didn’t know what forever looked like. She sat in the walls for a week once, and that felt like forever. She walked as far as she could in every direction, and it only took hours. It was like time was playing a joke on her.

	It would be better if there were more people to share the time with. But there were none. Vivienne could never be her friend. Eloise would not have accepted her friendship even if it was offered. And the old man with his violin was kind and interesting, but he hid for months at a time.

	Eloise wondered if that was what would become of her. Hidden and alone and focused on some random thing. But Mr. Guidoboni had his violins to occupy his mind. She’d died with nothing.

	There were houses nearby where families lived. Fathers worked and children played and mothers cooked, and it was the life Eloise once had. She went to those homes sometimes and watched them from the shadows. She imagined she was part of their world again, just another little girl playing with a doll or helping her mother in the kitchen.

	One house was very much like hers had been. There was a little girl about her age, and the mother and father and girl ate dinner at a big table and laughed while the father told stories, and it made her feel warm and loved sometimes but cold and alone others.

	Eloise was watching them early one morning on a cloudy and dreary day. The sun had barely begun to rise, but the sky was thick with the threat of rain, so darkness loomed longer than normal.

	She watched as they ate bowls of porridge topped with slices of fresh apples from a tree that grew in their yard. The mother had slipped out when it was still fully dark and picked two off the tree, ripe and red.

	When she returned to the house, a cat slipped out the door between her legs. She paid it no mind, and the little animal returned the favor, ignoring the woman as though she didn’t exist.

	Eloise watched the creature stalk through the yard, hunting insects in the dewy grass and then shaking its paws. It was a sleek, silvery creature, with glossy, short fur and a mischievous look in its wide, yellow eyes.

	The cat came near the bushes in which Eloise had hidden to watch, and a faint rumble rose in his throat. It sounded almost like a question, a lilting little intonation, and it caused her to look down.

	Though it was not able to talk, the cat tilted its head to one side and produced another sound; a faint, rolling meow. Those big, yellow eyes were locked on Eloise’s.

	“Can you see me?” she asked.

	The cat made the noise again and pushed its head against her leg. She was frozen there as the cat’s face rubbed across her shin. She could not feel it the way she had once felt a touch, but she felt… something. The cat’s whiskers flattened against its cheek as it rubbed and rubbed against her leg as though scratching an itch.

	Eloise bent and reached out. The cat lifted its head and rubbed its face across her fingers. It could touch her, and she could touch it.

	She laughed and stroked the cat’s head, starting between its ears and then letting her hand drift down the back of its head to its shoulders. The silvery cat reveled in the attention, pushing back against her, and strutting back and forth to ensure she didn’t miss an inch of space to pet.

	“Good… boy. I think you’re a boy,” Eloise giggled as she continued to give the feline belly rubs.

	The cat purred and rolled and strutted about until he became bored and wandered off to another part of the yard, finding new things to concern himself with. Eloise followed him for a distance, but he eluded her under some shrubs, and she lost track of where he was.

	She called him Moon for his shiny silver coat, and never learned his real name. It didn’t matter what the living family called him. As far as she was concerned, he was Moon.

	The experience filled her with a joy she had not known since she had died. Just a simple interaction with something, and it was so exciting. She needed more.

	She found other cats on other properties. Some were pets that lived in the houses, and others were feral and lived in the wild, hunting mice in fields and living off scraps.

	The feral cats were leery of her and would not come when she held out a hand, but their eyes still told what she already knew. Each one saw her as though she were still alive. Some chose to hiss, and some fled at her approach, but they all acknowledged her presence. Eloise might have been dead to the world, but she was not dead to cats.

	Other animals did not respond to her the same way. She could sneak up on a bird or a squirrel on a fence. She saw a man walking a dog, and neither batted an eye when they passed her next to a tree. Only cats could see her, as though dying had let her into a world in which cats kept one foot firmly rooted.

	Eloise felt like she had discovered a grand secret, a wonderful thing that no one else knew. She did not want to let Vivienne know what she had discovered and vowed to be careful with the knowledge. No one else could know. The cats would be her friends and hers alone.

	A block from Moon’s home was an orange and brown tabby that people called Gilbert. Gilbert was chubbier than Moon and far less curious. He would sit and let Eloise rub him for an hour or more without a care in the world. But he was not fond of being outdoors, and the people kept him in the house more often than not.

	The family had three children—two girls and a boy—all younger than Eloise had been when she died. They sometimes played with Gilbert, but not all that often. Eloise suspected he was in the house to catch mice, though very little motivated the cat to do anything. She liked him the most of all the cats she’d met.

	“What are you looking at, mister?” the mother once asked the tabby when Eloise came to visit.

	Eloise was sitting on the floor next to the cat and stroked his side. The cat looked up at her, but to the family, he must have been staring up at the ceiling as though trying to unravel some great mystery. They both sat in the parlor, cat and ghost, while the family spent time together having tea and cookies. The cat was front and center, and Eloise was directly in front of him, stroking his fur while he stared up and purred.

	The children tried to see what the cat saw, and soon, the mother and father did the same. Then Gilbert grew bored and settled down somewhere for a nap, so Eloise left.

	An orange cat lived in the house on the corner, and the family called her Flossie. She was young and thin and looked like she weighed little more than a small bird, though Eloise could not judge such things anymore.

	Flossie possessed endless energy, and her eyes would become as wide as saucers when the ghost entered the house. She would flatten herself to the floor, her front paws spread wide, and Eloise would run about the room while the cat gave chase.

	They ran up and down halls or circles around the room, the cat chasing the tatters of Eloise’s dress as she laughed and always kept it just out of range.

	The family watched in perplexed awe as their cat bolted from one side of the home to the other, chasing nothing they could see, and occasionally knocking over items on tables. Their confusion and the cat’s enthusiasm made it more fun for Eloise.

	“You silly cat,” they would say.

	“That cat’s making a mess again,” the father would add gruffly. Sometimes, it was Eloise who knocked over a glass of water left on a table or papers perched near a ledge. She and the cat made a good team.

	There were times when Eloise tried to convince one of the feral cats to follow her home. Not to the house, of course. She would never want to bring anything alive into that house. But maybe to the garden just at the edge of the property. That might be fun, she thought. It could live there undisturbed. But they would not come.

	Death hung too heavily over the house and the property. Eloise had grown to understand that. It was no place for anything to be alive. Birds often refused to land in the trees. Even the crickets stayed away from the garden, singing their songs beyond the fences in the nearby fields or backyards.

	Another year passed, and another, but Eloise grew no older. No one new showed up at the house, and no new friends availed themselves of her. Still, more years ticked by.

	A boy named Thaddeus died of what they called dry drowning. In truth, Vivienne had killed him. The Andersons moved in and filled the cellar with monsters. Carl died in the oubliette.

	Then the Andersons were gone, and a new family bought the house. The Ryans had a son, a boy named Shane, and Vivienne took to tormenting him. Eloise feared he would die, too.

	Her cat friends had fleeting little lives to the people who owned them. Ten years for some, maybe twenty for others. Gilbert died when he was fifteen. Flossie lived to be twenty-one.

	To Eloise, they were rich lives, long and full. She had only been a child. The cats had much more. They saw more and did more, and she got to be there to see it. Flossie had kittens with Moon. Some were ginger, some were silver, and some were a mix. She watched them grow, and she made them stare at ceilings and chase shadows and knock over glasses. They grew old, and they died. They were her friends, each and every one.

	Shane Ryan left to be a Marine. He had grown and gotten older than Eloise was when she had died, but she did not feel young anymore. She only looked like a child, the way a cat sometimes could look like a kitten forever if it was small enough. She looked the same as she had when she’d been trapped in that wall. But that was a long time ago.

	Mr. and Mrs. Ryan died, slain by Vivienne. She left them trapped in a closet to be found much later. When Shane Ryan returned, he was even older. Stronger than he had been, but angrier and sadder.
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