
​LARRY’S CABIN

BY KYLE DOUCET
Copyright © 2026 by Kyle Doucet

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

First Edition: 2026

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Larry's Cabin

Chapter 1: Devil’s Pocket Beckons

Chapter 2: Handshakes and Dust

Chapter 4: Second Rig, Second Smoke

Chapter 5: The Man Who Sold the Lot Twice

Chapter 6: Light Surrenders

Chapter 7: Something in the Slot

Chapter 8: The Sofa That Remembers

Chapter 9: Bones in the Grass

Chapter 10: The Lake Listens

Chapter 11: Grill Smoke and Bad Jokes

Chapter 12: Eyes from the Trees

Chapter 13: Firelight and Promises

Chapter 14: Fire and Old Grudges

Chapter 15: Rock by the Water

Chapter 16: Night Falls Quiet

Chapter 17: The Silence That Presses

Chapter 18: The Last Piss

Chapter 19: Rory’s Eyes Open

Chapter 20: The Shape That Walks

Chapter 21: The Word That Lands

Chapter 22: Flashes Not His Own

Chapter 23: The Thing in the Stolen Coat

Chapter 24: Sunlight Burns Slow

Chapter 25: Finn’s Crash Course

Chapter 26: Ethan’s Lesson

Chapter 27: Colm in the Corner

Chapter 28: Rigs Ruined, Plans Changed

Chapter 29: Afternoon in the Cabin

Chapter 30: Finn’s Long Afternoon

Chapter 31: Garrett’s Weigh-In

Chapter 32: The Long Afternoon in Colm's Corner

Chapter 33: The Quiet Before the Voice

Chapter 34: Garrett’s Turn

Chapter 35: Inside and Out

Chapter 36: Garrett Sees Back

Chapter 37: The Door

Chapter 38: Finn’s Turn

Chapter 39: Porch

Chapter 40: Rory’s Turn

Chapter 41: Chaos in the Clearing

Chapter 42: Inferno

Chapter 43: The Colm Question

Chapter 44: Shoreline, 3:12 a.m.

Chapter 45: Corner

Chapter 46: Mid-Morning

Chapter 47: Cabin Fever

Chapter 48: Out on the Water

Chapter 49: Cabin Fever

Chapter 50: Harmless Musings

Chapter 51: Treeline

Chapter 52: The Clearing

Chapter 53: From the Couch

Chapter 54: The Long Row Back

Chapter 55: The Woods Swallow Their Own

Chapter 56: Back to the Cabin

Chapter 57: Inside

Chapter 58: The Last Afternoon

Chapter 59: Out in the Dark

Chapter 60: Strange Calmness

Chapter 61: The Last Night

Chapter 62: Mad Scramble

Chapter 63: Blue Barrier

Chapter 64: Come In

Chapter 65: Lights Wink Out

Chapter 66: Braided Hatred

Chapter 67: The Last Night

Chapter 68: The Trek Back

Epilogue


For Campfire Radio Theater




Your chilling tales kept me company through long nights and dark drives,

the kind of stories that make the shadows feel alive.

This one’s for the voices that taught me how fear can sound like home.

Thank you for every shiver.


Kyle A. Doucet
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Chapter 1: Devil’s Pocket Beckons
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The side-by-side jolted over another root-laced rut, suspension groaning as it clawed forward. Ethan Hale tightened his grip on the Tupperware balanced across his lap. The pale blue bowl, big enough to feed a crowd, sat heavy with Pamela’s dip: sour cream folded through dill, spiked with something sharp she refused to name. The kind of recipe that glued men to a table long after the burgers had cooled to ash.

His phone buzzed again in his pocket, furious as a trapped hornet. He fished it out one-handed, the other still cradling the bowl like smuggled contraband. The screen flared cold white against his face.

Eat shit and die you prick.

Before he could thumb the brightness down: Can’t wait to see you in court, you cheating fucking asshole.

Knew she’d leave out the part where she’d always known about the affairs, Ethan thought. She simply waited for most of the money to run dry before jumping ship.

A laugh scraped out of him, dry and hollow. He pictured Claudia in the new Back Bay townhouse, Victor’s hand settled possessively at the small of her back, the two of them toasting his ruin with the good crystal. He considered hurling the phone into the ferns, watching it spin and vanish among the coiled fiddleheads. That would mean loosening his hold on the dip, though. Pamela had pressed the bowl into his palms that morning at Garrett’s house, smiling like sunlight striking fresh chrome. “Make sure you share it,” she had said, soft but firm.

Ethan had no intention of tasting a spoonful. His appetite had shuttered months earlier, right around the time the margin calls began arriving like eviction notices.

He let the phone sag against his thigh instead. The screen dimmed to black. Fitting that Claudia’s venom would be the last messages he received all weekend. They were entering the dead zone Garrett had warned about. Garrett had laughed over it earlier. “Came back to civilization once and my phone lit up like Scrooge getting visited by every ghost at once.”

Ethan would have tossed the device into the woods anyway, but no. He had loaded it with twenty gigabytes of downloaded audio: old 1950s spine-chillers, contemporary horror dramas, anything free that promised to drown out the silence inside his skull. You could find everything on the internet these days, and most of it cost nothing. He no longer knew which credit cards still worked, so he had stopped checking.

The Polaris churned deeper into the rolling Maine woods. Tires chewed gravel and pine needles into fine dust that coated every surface in pale gray silt. Eight miles in, maybe nine. The trail had narrowed to little more than a scar sliced between spruce and birch. Trunks rose straight and indifferent, bark scarred with lichen the dull red of dried blood. Glacial boulders squatted here and there, moss-draped giants abandoned by retreating ice millennia ago. Garrett swung wide and slow around them.

Another dip swallowed the front end. The rig lurched out with a jolt that clacked Ethan’s teeth together.

That was when he saw the deer.

A young buck stood twenty yards off the trail, half-hidden by ferns. Velvet still clung to its antlers like sodden felt. Any healthy animal would have bolted at the engine’s growl, white tail flashing like a surrender flag. This one did not move. Head low. Ribs sharp beneath the hide. It stared at them with filmed eyes, dull as river stones polished smooth by years of current. No twitch of the ear. No flick of the tail. Just that listless, glassy regard. Something inside had already switched off the lights and left the body running on fumes.

The hairs along Ethan’s forearms lifted. They were the oddity here, not the deer. The buck blinked once, slow. Then it turned its head toward them in a motion too deliberate, too knowing. It wandered deeper into the green with the lazy, dragging gait of something half-asleep, half-waiting.

Ethan watched it melt between the trunks. He tried to shake the image loose. Probably just not used to people this far back. Yet the stare clung to him like damp wool against skin. The same vacant patience he had seen in old photographs of men waiting for the noose or the firing squad. The same dull acceptance that whatever came next had already been decided long ago.

Garrett slapped the dash, grinning through his salt-and-pepper beard. “Almost there, son. Long Lake. My old man called our particular corner of it Devil’s Pocket on account of how it drinks the light.”
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Chapter 2: Handshakes and Dust
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Garrett Hayes gripped the wheel, thick forearms corded from decades of fair-handshake deals, steering the Polaris with the easy assurance of a man who still believed a word and a steady look could settle most things. Late fifties, broad through the shoulders, salt-and-pepper beard hiding the deep lines of four failed marriages. He wore a faded dealership polo beneath a Carhartt vest that had seen every ditch he had ever crawled out of, the fabric stiff with old grease and older promises.

“I’m glad you came along, son,” he said, glancing over with a nod that carried the slow weight of gravel settling. “It’s about time you stop letting the world beat you down alone. Getting out with the guys clears the head.”

He didn’t mention the burner-phone calls he had overheard in the showroom, Ethan pacing between Escorts and Subarus, voice low and urgent, words slicing through the fluorescent hum like a box cutter through cardboard. Garrett liked the kid. Sharp as a torque wrench, quick to smile even when the smile never quite reached his eyes. More than that, he saw the numbers Ethan could run in his head, the way he calmed an angry customer before the guy even knew the rage had coiled tight in his chest. Quiet authority that mapped the next step so cleanly everyone just nodded and followed.

Different level than the rest of the crew. If the kid kept his eyes on the lot instead of the stars, he could be the one Garrett finally handed the keys to, with a few stipulations, of course. Tall order, maybe. Months had passed now, though, and the signs were good. That thought sat warm in Garrett’s chest, something solid to turn over later when the beer was cold and the fire snapped high.

Ethan managed a nod as another boulder forced the Polaris into a wide, rocking arc, the dip bowl shifting on his knees like a restless animal. “Appreciate it, Garrett. Been too long since I had dirt under my boots.” He tapped the phone against his leg once more, then slid it into his pocket, the motion deliberate, final. “So we out here to paint the place? Or you just need six cords of firewood?”

“Yeah, six or eight cords,” Garrett chuckled, the low rumble blending with the engine’s growl until the two sounds fused into one steady pulse. “That’s what the beer’s for. You’re gonna love it. Dad built the cabin in ’72 with a crew too stubborn to quit. Everything came up by boat from the other end, back when there used to be something there. Two-by-fours lashed to skiffs, nails rattling in coffee cans. No road then. No road now. Just moose paths and blackflies thick as regret.”

“No joke. I brought my own bug dope,” Ethan said. He leaned in, a conspiratorial grin flashing quick and bright against the gathering dusk. “Place isn’t even deeded, is it? That’s the way it oughta be.”

“Fucking right.” Garrett slapped the dash; plastic cracked sharp under his palm, a small violence that hung in the cab for a heartbeat. “Love this place. Didn’t have machines like these back then. Sweat and splinters. Every board a fight. Now I can roll in without a long-ass hike or boat ride.”

“Next time we come by water?” Ethan offered, the question light but already reaching forward, claiming territory.

Garrett’s grin widened, slow and approving. Kid was already planning a next time. Good sign.

The cargo bed groaned behind them, metal flexing under the weight of coolers packed tight with ground beef, foil-wrapped potatoes, Spam nobody admitted to liking. Pamela had outdone herself on the sides: chips crinkling in their bags, that thick dip still cool from the fridge, pickles sharp enough to cut through hangover fog. Two cases of Bud tallboys strapped down tight, one rogue six-pack of local IPA rattling loose with every rut, ice packed thick in blue Styrofoam that wept condensation onto the bed liner.

Garrett had chosen the crew carefully. No sprawling bachelor-party mess, just the core for some real R&R. Rory and Finn for muscle and laughter that could fill a clearing. Colm because they went back years and he ran fixed ops now, though lately Garrett caught himself wondering if that particular handshake had been as fair as he once believed. This weekend would tell. A quiet test for all of them, really. See who still belonged when the cards lay face-up on the scarred picnic table and the only light came from the fire, its glow licking at shadows that had waited decades to stretch long across the water.

Chapter 3: The Extra Passenger

Ethan twisted in his seat, the cracked vinyl creaking under him, and only then did he register Tad Mercer wedged into the narrow space between the cooler and the tackle box, folded there like an afterthought the trip had tried to leave behind. Early twenties, lanky limbs arranged at awkward angles, mop of brown hair flopping over wire-rimmed glasses that caught stray slivers of dashboard light. Pamela’s boy from before, polite to the point of invisibility, about as commanding as a loose hubcap rattling in the wind.

Tad had occupied that cramped pocket the entire ride. Knees jammed hard against the Styrofoam lid, pretzel bag crinkling with every lurch of the rig, crumbs drifting across his hoodie like pale ash. No one had slid the front seat forward to offer him legroom. No one had asked if he wanted music or turned the dial when the static rose. No one had even flicked a glance backward when he cleared his throat, twice, those polite little coughs swallowed by the engine’s low growl and the hiss of tires on gravel.

He had leaned forward once, shoulders straining toward the front-seat conversation, only for the cooler to shift and pin him deeper into the gap. Now he sat chewing the soft inside of his cheek until he tasted copper, eyes bright with an eagerness that had begun to curdle, turning brittle at the edges. The want radiated off him, steady and humiliating, heat shimmering up from summer asphalt. Every mile they forgot his breathing carved another thin notch into whatever confidence he had packed for the weekend.

Tad wiped salt from the corner of his mouth with the sleeve that wasn’t already crusted white. He glanced back through the rear window at the distant dust plume of the second rig, a faint ochre smear against the darkening pines, and forced the words out anyway. His voice cracked on the upswing, just enough to make him flinch inwardly.

“Think the others are keeping up?”

“Like glue,” Ethan said, already turning forward again, the answer flat and final, no second glance spared.

Out here the birches leaned close overhead, their pale bark whispering in the slipstream, while a raven croaked once from a dead snag, the sound raw and deliberate. The weight that had been riding Ethan’s chest loosened by a fraction, ribs expanding into the cool, resin-scented air. Two nights. Cold beer sweating in the cooler. Low banter that carried no edge. The lake waiting ahead, its surface pulled taut and glassy under the rising moon. Nothing dangerous. Just men and woods, carving out a few clean breaths from the long grind of everything else.
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Chapter 4: Second Rig, Second Smoke
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The second Polaris crested the rise behind them, its tires biting into the loose gravel with a low, satisfied crunch. Rory Kane sat loose at the wheel, shoulders relaxed against the worn seat, a sweating Budweiser cradled in his left hand while his right feathered the throttle in gentle pulses. Condensation slid from the can in slow, deliberate beads, soaking dark circles into the thigh of his jeans.

Finn Donovan slouched in the passenger seat beside him, joint pinched tight between thumb and forefinger. He exhaled a lazy plume that tangled with the exhaust haze and drifted out into the thickening green. In the back, Colm Reilly doubled down on the same vices: blunt smoldering in one fist, tallboy sweating in the other. His eyes flicked restlessly along the treeline, already counting exits, marking shadows that might move.

Rory lived for country like this. Raw trail. No clock. No crowd. Just the machine’s steady growl vibrating up through his bones, cold beer slick against his palm, the woods parting ahead like an old friend who never demanded explanations. If he could stitch these days into unbroken months, he would walk away from the dealership’s fluorescent hum without once looking back. Out here a man fixed anything with a sharp knife, a coil of wire, and enough daylight to see the fault clearly. Engines came alive under his hands the way some men prayed; shelters rose before the rain found the ridge; snares delivered rabbits for the pot, and the pot bubbled three days straight if it had to. He had eaten that way on longer stints, rabbit, deer, trout snatched with hand-line and patience, seared over open flame until the fat crackled and the whole woods smelled like living.

People called him easygoing. The truth ran deeper: he simply trusted the land to sort itself out if you gave it enough room.

His plot up near Sebago already carried the bones of permanence. Shack perched on blocks. Jury-rigged solar panel trickling thin juice into batteries. Rain barrels feeding neat rows of spuds and kale. The copper still hummed quietly in the root cellar, turning mash into fire that warmed a man deeper than money ever could. One day soon he would vanish into it for good, town runs only for primers, powder, and the occasional six-pack. Maybe grow his own hops, let them climb a trellis down by the dock while the lake kept its own counsel.

Ethan felt like the road not taken. Same blood, same quiet comfort in solitude or company, no compulsion to fill silence with noise. Rory had never once craved the city lights, yet he understood how Ethan had chased them young, trailing the money machines down to Boston. If the man had invested smartly and stayed country, he would be richer than Croesus and still carry calluses worth respecting. Rory figured off-grid was the cure either way. Bankers could not repossess what they could not find, and a man with a still and a rifle owed nothing to suits. He would nudge Ethan gently, over campfire talk and trail stories, turn the drifter into a dweller one shared beer at a time.

Rory cut a glance at Finn. The cherry glowed like a firefly trapped in the dim cab. Finn would wilt out here alone. He needed perfume, laughter, the sharp click of heels on bar floors. Two days without a skirt in sight and the man was already twitching, rhythm fraying at the edges.

Rory grinned around the bottle’s neck and took a pull that burned clean down his throat.

Finn exhaled slowly. Smoke curled into the pine-scented draft. Portland still buzzed with his legends: the night he talked a barmaid into a threesome mid-shift, the Bar Harbor weekend juggling three tourists like flaming pins. He could not walk a downtown block without an ex spotting him, eyes narrowing with leftover heat or fresh hassle. This morning’s joint was his second, a soft buffer against the quiet pressing in.

“Trail’s tighter than Jenny from accounting after last quarter’s bonus,” Finn said, passing the smoke Rory’s way. “We could’ve squeezed in another rig, easy. Brought some company. Sandra with the yoga bend. Lisa from parts. Becca who swallows like a champ. Tara who rides like the Fryeburg Fair bull. Four women, two nights, rotating shifts. We’d roll back bow-legged and grinning.”

Rory barked a laugh and waved off the joint. “You’d burn out before the first fire caught, brother. Woods don’t have outlets for your charger.”

No one could accuse Finn Donovan of a one-track mind, even if his talents with women had long since hardened into local legend. That easy, unshakable confidence rose from something solid. Built like a dock piling, broad enough to make two of Rory and two and a half of Ethan, none of it soft. Dojo muscle. Thick calluses. The kind of frame that filled a doorway without effort.

He knew how to handle himself. First rule of confidence in any room: be physically capable of shutting down whatever came at you. Finn never started trouble, but he finished whatever foolishness wandered too close.

Liked by everyone, he drifted through the departments at Hayes Certified like a good-natured breeze. Shuttle driver when a single, or not-so-single, lady needed a ride downtown. Detailer when the bays ran slow. Happiest in the shop holding wires or muscling tires for the techs. Grease under his nails and a grin that said this was living.

He and Ethan had clicked the moment Ethan muttered, “This is where the fun begins,” while staring at a blown transmission. Finn’s eyes lit up. He fired back the next line from the movie. Two hours later they were still deep in sci-fi dogma and imaginary space explosions, to the rolling eyes of more than a few of the differently cultured.

Garrett had watched from the office window, arms folded, a quiet smile tugging at his beard. Instant bonds like that were gold in his book.

Not everyone at the dealership felt the same warmth about Ethan’s quick Portland connections.
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Chapter 5: The Man Who Sold the Lot Twice
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Colm Reilly sat in the open cargo bed, blunt smoldering in one fist, tallboy sweating in the other. His gaze slid along the treeline the way a card shark tracks wrists for the tell.

He had been Garrett’s first hire and, for five hard years, his only partner. Hayes & Reilly Certified Pre-Owned: a two-bay cinder-block shop squatting on the ragged edge of the Fore River, raised on nothing but handshakes and the thin, stubborn faith that a square deal would always coax a man back through the glass door. Garrett still carried that faith like a quiet ember. Colm had never truly believed it.

They had started even, splitting profits down the middle, drinking from the same stained coffee pot. Garrett wanted steady growth, roots sunk deep while wife number two circled the drain. Colm wanted escape velocity. Every dollar Garrett reinvested with patient pride, Colm saw only dead weight dragging them under.

When the second divorce papers hit and Garrett bled cash to keep the house from foreclosure, Colm made his play. A low-ball buyout offer slid across the desk over cheap whiskey, delivered with the kind of smile that stayed cold at the edges. Garrett refused. Three months later he turned the tables, took a second mortgage, drained savings, and bought Colm out clean.

Colm walked with a fat check and the smug certainty he had left his old friend chained to a sinking hull.

Ten years later the place was a flagship. Garrett had built it
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