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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
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The Haunting of Theodore Kaminski

	 

	Theodore Kaminski was haunted and had no idea. The man’s modest house on a corner lot of a quiet street was unassuming and plain enough that no one would have shuddered as they walked past or anything of that nature. Children didn’t avoid it, and there was no sense of foreboding as one walked up the path.

	There were flowers in the garden and birds in the trees. The big, white-framed windows with soft, cream-colored curtains gave a glimpse inside, at rooms furnished in natural wood.

	The interior was not quite what James Moran had expected, though. Kaminski had dealt with antiques outside of Boston for half a century. He was well-known and, if not liked, at least respected for how he ran his business. He was shrewd and known to be cutthroat at times. But he had contacts other dealers only dreamed of, and he had never shared them in all his many years.

	Kaminski could get almost anything from anywhere if a buyer had money and patience. Eighteenth-century Italian chandeliers, nineteen-twenties art déco, ceramics from ancient Japan, first-print books, and rare artworks by numerous masters. If something existed, Theodore Kaminski could find it.

	James had never been Kaminski’s friend. He’d only spoken to the man twice in his life, and neither time had been entirely pleasant. Kaminski dealt with legitimate antiques and high-profile clients and generally thought of himself above his colleagues.

	It was with some degree of surprise that James found himself on the receiving end of an invitation to Kaminski’s home. Having no heirs, no business partners, and seemingly no desire to remain in the game, the man was retiring. He had invited James and a handful of colleagues to his home to liquidate his business stock and personal items.

	“Can’t take it with me, and I’ll be damned if I let it all go to a bank or some fools at an estate sale,” he told James.

	James accepted the invitation out of deep curiosity. He wanted to know what a man like Kaminski kept in his home, in his private collection, and he was not disappointed. Kaminski was a very proper, dour, and seemingly boring fellow on the outside, but he had quirks.

	There was no overarching style or theme in Kaminski’s home. It crammed from wall to wall with everything from suits of armor to woodcuttings, to Viking shields, to an absolutely baffling Edwardian ball gown in a glass display case in the man’s library.

	He had ivory carvings from Africa, a run of original-production Coke bottles, a sketch on a napkin from Salvador Dali, and a pair of Etruscan bronze dancers in his first-floor bathroom. It was like kitsch and an art museum got into a car crash.

	“You’re keeping to yourself.”

	James stood in the doorway to the bathroom looking at the Etruscan figurines, and the voice caught him off-guard. There were perhaps a dozen people in the house, only some of whom James recognized. It was like a cocktail party that had become a gallery showing as dealers roamed the halls and rooms, holding tiny hors d’oeuvres and wine glasses as they perused Kaminski’s decor.

	James turned to face the man. Kaminski was frailer than when James saw him last, some years back. His face was sallower, and his eyes were more sunken. He wore his years on his tired expression.

	“Just taking my time,” James said.

	“Enjoy it while you can.” The other man chuckled despite the sour hint in his words.

	James held a glass of water and sipped it idly. Kaminski stared into the room at the dancing statues.

	“I bought those in Greece in the early eighties. Reminded me of my parents, if you can believe that. Something in the pose. They used to dance in the evenings when I was a child, right there in the living room. A performance every night.”

	“That sounds quite lovely,” James said. “My father was more of a book-reading sort.”

	“Dancing, reading. Running with the bulls. Staring at a television. We all end up in the same place in the end, hmm?”

	“True enough,” James agreed.

	“Do make sure you get a thorough look around. I’m feeling a bit generous today, so I’m happy to make a deal,” Kaminski told him. “They tell me time is no longer on my side. Maybe a month. Maybe six. Maybe a day. It’s not comforting to know there’s a clock ticking, but you can’t see its face. Especially when they can’t even explain what’s causing it.”

	James nodded, and the older man took in a long breath and turned away with a word of farewell, off to speak to someone admiring one of the Tang dynasty vases. James watched him go and then found his attention diverted by a woman at the end of the nearby hallway, close to the kitchen.

	She locked eyes with James, and for a moment, he thought perhaps she was a relative of Kaminski’s, an elderly woman in a thick robe with a box of something in her hand. But she vanished almost immediately, and James realized, though she could have been a relative, she was not a woman. Rather, the ghost of one.

	James set down his water glass and proceeded discreetly down the hall, trying not to look out of place or in a rush. He arrived where he had seen the spirit, in front of an open door to a study where another man was leafing through an old leatherbound book from one of the shelves.

	The man nodded a polite greeting, and James returned the gesture. There was no sign of the woman, but he perused the room, taking in the various antiques and curios that filled the space.

	Nothing in the room looked unusual insofar as everything Kaminski owned was arguably a little unusual, but it all unexpectedly melded together. Nothing screamed “haunted item” when James walked in, or when he scanned the room.

	It was only when the other man left that James could take a better look around. Finding a haunted artifact with the naked eye was not a simple task, but with his hands, it was much easier. The chill of something holding a spirit was unmistakable, and he soon found what he was looking for.

	Sitting on the desk atop a small stack of papers was a flat, bronze slab with a tiny, ornate fist sculpted to appear as though it, was holding a roll of paper. It was Victorian, and simple but quirky in its design. Nothing more than a paperweight, but the metal was too cold when his fingers brushed over it.

	The ghost did not appear, either busy elsewhere or not keen to be seen again, but James was certain it was the spirit’s. A paperweight was an unusual item to house a spirit, but its heft made him wonder if it was less a personal connection and more of a traumatic one. Someone could easily kill another with its weight. It would have been like swinging a brick.

	Kaminski had clearly curated his household collection from the four corners of the globe. No period or location seemed outside of his interest. With such an eclectic collection, James wondered if the paperweight was the only thing in the home that had struck the man’s fancy but was also more than it seemed.

	To the best of James’ knowledge, Kaminski was not a dealer of haunted items. Very few people were, and James was certain he knew almost all of them. Kaminski was a regular antique dealer and collector, but his business had crossed paths with James’ at some point. James wondered if the other man even knew what he had.

	James continued through the house, inspecting everything as he went. Kaminski had not been entirely clear about what was for sale, but the impression James got was that everything was potentially available. The man was dying, so it seemed like he had no desire to hold anything back.

	Most people would never see a ghost in their lives unless the ghost wanted to be seen. James could see them sometimes when others could not, a trait passed down through his father’s side of the family for some generations.

	Having so many people in the house, if that was not usual for Kaminski, would largely keep the dead at bay. Maybe relegate them to corners and shadows, places where they felt they could observe unseen. If they knew James could see them, there was no telling how they might react. But the woman had made eye contact with him. And then she’d fled.

	James headed to Kaminski’s library. The ostentatious dress in its display case was hard to ignore. It was also untouchable behind the glass, but James was willing to bet it did not house a ghost. He’d
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