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For every camper who ever leaned closer to the fire

—even though they knew the story was about to get scary.




And for the storytellers who keep these shadows alive.
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PROLOGUE







 There’s something special about a fire in the woods at night—the way the flames crackle like bones in a story too old to trace, the way shadows stretch across tents and trees just a little too long, the way your voice drops low when it’s your turn to speak because you don’t want something out there to hear you.





 This book is a collection of one hundred spooky stories, gathered over years and across parishes, pine woods, bayous, and bunkhouses. Some are rooted in true events, drawn from the rich, haunted history of Louisiana—a land shaped by war, water, fire, and folklore. Others are pure invention, the kind of tale a scout leader might spin just before lights out—when the last s’more is gone, the stars are blinking, and the younger campers are finally quiet.





 But here’s the real secret: these stories aren’t just for Louisiana. With a little creativity, they can belong anywhere. Change a few names. Swap out the swamp for your local lake. Trade the sugarcane fields for cornfields, the piney woods for redwoods, the levee for the old railroad track at the edge of town. Spooky is universal—all it needs is a good setting, a willing voice, and a few wide-eyed listeners.





 And don’t worry about memorizing every word. These aren’t scripts—they’re blueprints. You only need to get the gist of a few to make a fire-ring crowd hang on your every word. Tell it in your own way. Shape it with your own spin. The best stories live a little differently each time they’re told.





 Not sure how to begin? Start like this: use your voice like an instrument. Soft at first. A hush, like something creeping close. Then loud—sharp—like a scream in the dark. Change your pace. Whisper the build-up. Pause before the twist. Let the silence stretch just long enough that someone looks over their shoulder.





 Be bold. Be playful. Be spooky. Because ghost stories are meant to be shared. Out loud. In the dark. Together.





 So whether you’re a Scoutmaster looking to make the night unforgettable… a camper with a flashlight under the covers… or a grown-up who remembers what it felt like to shiver for fun… welcome.





 Come sit by the fire. The wind is rising. The woods are listening. And the stories? Well… they’ve been waiting for you.










 THE WIDOW OF BAYOU BOEUF







Down in Lecompte, not far from where the bayou winds lazy and brown past the last of the cotton fields, there’s a graveyard no one mows anymore. It’s not hidden—just forgotten. The iron gates hang rusted open, and the tombstones lean sideways like teeth in a crooked smile.





Right near the back, under a weeping oak, sits a stone sarcophagus cracked down the center like a split bone. You can see inside. And if you dare to look, you’ll see what’s left of her.





They say her name was Isaline Mercier—the widow of the Boeuf Crest plantation, long since burned and swallowed by vines and ruin. Her husband had been a merchant, and a cruel one. Not a slaver—that ended too late—but a man who built his fortune on war-broken backs.





After the war, when soldiers marched south and flames took half the town, Isaline lost everything. Her land. Her children. Her name. And finally, her mind.





When the plantation house was set ablaze—maybe by raiders, maybe by debt collectors, maybe by her own hand—she walked into the fire holding her wedding veil. She burned to ash, but they never found her bones. At least… not then.





Years later, when workers dug a new section of grave plots along the bayou, they struck a body already buried in brick. Curled like a child. Hands clutching a rosary made of teeth. They built her a sarcophagus, sealed it with lime, and prayed. But the grave never sat still.





Rain would fall and the dirt around it would sink. Children dared each other to climb atop the stone—said it would breathe cold from inside. And sometimes, the lid would crack just a little wider. As if something was still turning over.





Then came the dreams. People who lived near the cemetery started seeing her—a woman in gray lace, soot-stained, eyes full of ash. Standing at the edge of their yards. Sometimes weeping, sometimes grinning. Always barefoot. Always facing the direction of the old ruins by the bayou.





They say Isaline never left. That her soul stayed bound to the land—not just her home, but everything it touched. And when they finally demolished the last chimney of Boeuf Crest in the ’80s, the dreams stopped.





But the grave? Still open. Waiting.





Last summer, a hunter came across one of the old plantation ruins. He said he saw smoke rising from the brick. Not fire—just smoke, as if something underneath still hadn’t finished burning. He turned and found footprints in the ash. Barefoot. Light. Heading back toward town.





⸻





So if you’re ever near Lecompte, and the air smells like ashes after a dry wind… if you find yourself near the bayou where the ground shifts and the grass doesn’t grow… and you see a stone coffin cracked just wide enough for the light to fall in—





Don’t look too long.





Because she’s still inside. Still watching. Still waiting for the last stone to fall, the last name to vanish.





And if you listen close?





You might hear her say:


“If I can’t leave… neither can you.”










THE BLUE MAN AT THE DAM







Just west of Oakdale, where Old River Dam Road ends in a strip of cracked gravel and rusted chain, there’s a place where the Calcasieu River widens out and spills over a low concrete dam. It’s not big enough to be scenic. Not quiet enough to be safe. But for years, it was the place to go.





Back in the ’50s, ’60s, even into the early ’70s, teenagers would park there after dark. Windows down. Radios low. A little piece of nowhere where nobody came looking. Until the river started keeping score.





The dam was built in the ’30s, back when the sawmills needed a steady flow and the CCC was putting hungry men to work with shovels and sweat. They poured the concrete thick and fast. Didn’t build a railing. Didn’t build much of anything except a levee and a concrete dam shored up with limestone boulders. And when the river rose, it rose hard.





It was after one of those pounding spring rains in 1966. Two boys took a boat out after dark, trying to ride the swells. They hit the dam. The boat flipped like a coin. One boy made it to shore, screaming. The other didn’t.





Search crews came with hooks—big iron drags covered in barbed trebles, meant for snagging stumps… or bodies. They hauled the boy out the next morning. He was blue all over—not just from the water. His skin had been scored in long, parallel tears, as if the river hadn’t just taken him. It had shredded him on the way down.





People said he must’ve hit the rocks. That the hooks scraped him up. But the thing is, they found him downstream, yes… but face-up. Floating like he’d been waiting.





After that, no one parked at the dam after dark. And if they did, they didn’t stay long. Because something changed in the water.





Folks started seeing a figure standing on the spillway, just as the last bit of light dipped below the trees. A man, soaking wet. Clothes hanging heavy. Skin tinged blue, even in the fading light. He didn’t wave. Didn’t move. Just watched.





If you turned your headlights on him, he disappeared. But your windows would fog—even in the summer. And if you left your car unlocked, when you came back, there’d be muddy footprints on the floorboards. Like someone climbed in. Sat for a while. Waited.





Now, kids dare each other to go out there. Walk out to the spillway. Just one minute parked by the edge. Some come back laughing. Some come back… quiet. And some come back with a wet handprint on the inside of the windshield.





They say the Blue Man doesn’t drag you in right away. He just wants to sit beside you. So you remember how cold it gets.





⸻





So if someone tells you to head out to the dam for a good place to be alone—don’t go. And if you do go, and the water’s higher than it should be… and you hear something tapping gently on your door…





Don’t open it. Don’t speak. Just drive.





Because the Calcasieu doesn’t always kill fast. Sometimes? It waits. And it remembers the ones it couldn’t keep.










THE BELL DOESN’T RING ANYMORE







There’s a lake out past the cane fields and the old railroad tracks. Locals call it Lac Noir, but if you ask around, most people just call it the Drowned Place.





A long time ago — maybe the 1920s — there was a town out there. Church, schoolhouse, general store, the works. Then came a flood. Not a big one, not like Katrina or anything. Just… enough. The water rose fast. The levee cracked. Whole town went under.





They rebuilt somewhere else, but they left everything behind — even the church. It’s still down there, at the bottom of Lac Noir. Tilted sideways, half-covered in moss and silt. And its bell — the one that used to ring out every Sunday morning? It’s still down there too.





They say it doesn’t ring anymore. But that’s not true. It does ring — just not for services. It only rings when someone’s about to die.





I didn’t believe it either. Not until the night Mason dared us to go out on the lake.





It was late July, just after midnight. Four of us paddled out — me, Mason, Troy, and little Gabe — in an old aluminum canoe with one busted oar and a flashlight low on batteries. We were just out there to scare each other, you know? Kids being dumb. Telling stories, seeing if we could find the roof of the old church under the water.





The lake was calm. Still. Like a mirror. Then Mason starts talking about the bell. Said he heard it last year, real soft, real far away. Said it only rings three times — once for each soul it’s calling.





We all laughed. Even me.





But then… the water shifted. Just a ripple at first. Then a deep, hollow sound from underneath us — not loud, not sharp. Just low. Heavy.





Bong.





We all froze.





Then—





Bong.





Troy’s flashlight flickered. Went out.





I said, “That’s just the boat creaking. That’s just the hull. That’s not—”





BONG.





Louder. Closer.





Then everything went still. No frogs. No bugs. No wind. Just us. And the water.





We paddled back like hell. Didn’t speak. Barely breathed. Gabe cried the whole way. Troy swore he was gonna throw up. By the time we got back to shore, we didn’t even tie up the boat. Just ran for the camp.





Didn’t tell anyone what happened.





But the next morning?





Mason was gone.





They found him two days later. Drowned. In shallow water. No wounds. No struggle. Just… floating near the reeds, his eyes wide open like he saw something come up out of the deep.





We told the cops what we heard — about the bell. They didn’t believe us.





But I know what I heard.





And I know this too:


Three rings.


Not one.


Not two.


Three.





And Mason was only the first.





Troy died in a car crash last fall. Brakes failed on a dry road.





And Gabe? He hasn’t spoken a word in over a year. Not since the day he woke up screaming, saying he heard the bell again, in his dreams.





⸻





So if you ever go out to Lac Noir… and you hear something deep beneath the water… something slow and heavy…





Just count the rings.





And hope you’re not one of them.










MAMA, I’M COLD







It happened in a little town just far enough from the main road that you’d miss it if you blinked. Not rich. Not poor. Just country.





A young couple bought a house out there—a simple place, raised off the ground, a little beat up around the porch rails but full of sun in the morning. They had a baby girl. Ellie. Barely two. Always barefoot. Always giggling. The kind of laugh that made you believe maybe the world wasn’t so bad.





One spring morning, they had a plumber out—the septic tank was backing up. He came early, pried the lid off, and set it down just beside the hole.





The mother was inside fixing breakfast. The plumber was under the house for a while. Then around noon, he packed up, nodded goodbye, and drove off.





The lid was back on.





An hour later, the mother realized Ellie was gone. She thought maybe the toddler had wandered into the woods. The sheriff was called. Neighbors came. Dogs were brought in.





They searched everywhere—ponds, ditches, abandoned barns. Never thought to open that septic tank again. Why would they? The lid was on. The job was done. The plumber didn’t know. Neither did the parents.





They never found Ellie. Just… gone.





The mother stopped smiling. Stopped eating. Stopped sleeping. Then the dreams started.





Every night, she’d wake up sweating. And hear it. A tiny voice from under the floorboards: “Mama… I’m cold…”





She’d tear up the carpets. Look under the house. Check the drains. Check the walls. But nothing.





Her husband thought it was grief. Doctors gave her pills. Family told her to let go.





But the voice never stopped. “Mama… I’m cold…”





Some nights, it sounded wet. Others, like it was echoing up through water.





And on the last night of her life, she screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear: “I’m sorry, baby! I didn’t know!”





They found her the next morning. In the bathtub. With the water running ice cold.





Years passed. The house sat empty. People said it felt wrong. The grass didn’t grow right. Dogs wouldn’t go near the back steps.





Then, fifteen years later, a new family bought the house. Septic needed servicing.





The crew pulled the lid off, and inside—beneath the sludge, near the far wall of the tank—they found a tiny skeleton. Still wearing a thread of pink cloth. Still curled like she was trying to sleep.





The coroner said she must’ve fallen in the same day the plumber came. Probably didn’t make a sound. Probably just… slipped. And when the lid went back on?





She was lost.





They say if you walk past that house on a cold night, you might still hear her. Not loud. Just enough. “Mama… I’m cold…”





And if you hear it? Don’t answer. Because grief lives in that place. And it doesn’t want to be lonely.





⸻





So check your doors, check your lids, hold your babies close, and never ignore the silence after the laughter ends… because sometimes, silence is the sound of someone still calling your name.










MOUNTAIN BAYOU TRAIL







 Before Chicot State Park built boardwalks and bathhouses… Before the boat ramps and cabins and nature trails… There was a place just down the ridge called Mountain Bayou Scout Camp.





Built on the edge of a quiet creek and tucked deep in a pine hollow, it was the kind of place that forgot to tell time. No cell service. No power. Just canvas tents, creaky docks, and the woods pressing in like a held breath.





Troop 312 out of Ville Platte used to go every summer in the ’60s and ’70s. Campfires, canoe races, trail cooking — the good stuff.





But there was one trail they didn’t use much. Loop D.





The counselors said it was overgrown, prone to erosion. But the scouts? They whispered other reasons.





The story starts with a scout named Julien Comeaux, back in 1974. Last day of camp. He went to finish a solo compass hike on Loop D — a requirement for Wilderness Survival.





He never came back.





They searched for hours. Dogs couldn’t get a scent. Flashlights caught nothing but spider eyes and fog.





But the next morning, a counselor found Julien’s compass on the trail. Pointing due west.





Only problem? West was uphill. And Julien had been heading downhill.





They found him three days later, curled at the base of a cypress tree. Shoes untied. Eyes wide open.





No injuries. No explanation. Just one sentence, mumbled over and over:





“The trail doubled back. The trail doubled back. It didn’t want me to leave.”





After that, they shut down Loop D. Roped it off. Pulled it from the maps.





But some say the trail still finds you. Especially at night. Especially if you go hiking alone.





Scouts who’ve wandered off-trail near the old campsite report strange things: Trees spaced too evenly — like they’re watching. Crickets stopping all at once. Their own footprints in reverse behind them.





And sometimes? A boy in an old scout uniform just ahead on the trail. Walking fast. Never turning around.





And if you follow?





Your compass doesn’t work. Your flashlight flickers. And the woods begin to sound like they’re breathing.





⸻





So if you ever camp near Chicot and stumble across an old, overgrown path… And the trail markers look just a little too fresh… And your boots start to feel heavier with every step…





Stop walking. Close your compass. And whatever you do…





Don’t follow the boy in the uniform.





Because he’s still trying to find a way out. And now? He’s looking for someone to take his place.













THE THING THAT LIVES BENEATH THE LILY PADS







In the heart of Allen Parish, where the cypress trees lean close like old gossips and the fog clings low over the water, lies Bayou Blue—a swamp so still it seems to breathe in its sleep.





Locals don’t talk much about it. Tourists don’t find it. But every now and then, someone hears the wrong story, follows the wrong map, or tries to prove something to themselves.





That’s what happened to Jesse LeRoux.





It was a dare, plain and simple. Jesse was seventeen, hot-headed, and full of bravado. He bet he could spend one night alone in a pirogue among the lily pads on Bayou Blue. Said he wasn’t afraid of “some moss-covered ghost story.”





He paddled out just before sunset. The water was slick, the color of old blood. Frogs croaked a warning, but he didn’t listen.





They say the lily pads closed around him like a trap.





The first hour passed quietly. Jesse laughed into his phone, recorded a video. Said the bayou was beautiful, peaceful even.





But when the sun fell and the frogs went quiet, the silence grew thick. Heavy. Alive.





Something bumped the bottom of the boat.





Jesse called out, thinking it was a gator. But the water didn’t ripple right. It bubbled up—like something exhaled.





Then he saw it.





A shape beneath the lily pads, long and wrong. Pale eyes opened just under the surface—too wide, too human. And then the pads shifted, revealing something like a hand, only the fingers were jointless, slick and green, and far too many.





Jesse screamed. Not because it pulled him under—but because it whispered his name first.





They never found him. Just the pirogue, floating empty at sunrise, untouched but cold to the touch. The lily pads had retreated from it, leaving a perfect circle of black water where he had vanished.





Some say The Thing beneath Bayou Blue isn’t a ghost or a creature, but the bayou itself. Old, hungry, jealous of anything that breathes above its surface.





The elders say it feeds on pride, on dares, on disbelief.





And the lily pads? They’re not plants at all.





They’re eyes.





⸻





So, if you ever find yourself in Oberlin, Louisiana, and someone dares you to paddle out into Bayou Blue—don’t. No 


matter how calm the water looks, no matter how still the air feels.


Because The Thing That Lives Beneath the Lily Pads is always watching.





And it knows your name now, too.













MENOU, MENOU







When I was a kid, I had a friend named Jacques — lived in Oberlin, just a few miles down from where I grew up in Oakdale.





He spoke English fine, but his grandparents? Pure French. Didn’t speak a lick of English, and didn’t care to.





They lived in a house way out between the towns, where the road turned to gravel and the moss got thick enough to whisper.





One summer weekend, I stayed over.





Jacques warned me ahead of time. Said, “They’ll be nice, but don’t talk too much. They get nervous when people speak too much English.”





I thought he was joking. Until we got there. And I realized even the animals didn’t understand me.





I called for the cat — “Here, kitty kitty!” Nothing.





Jacques chuckled and said, “You gotta say it in French.” Then he clicked his tongue and said, “Menou, menou, menou.” And the cat came running.





Same with the chickens. Same with the dog.





English? Nothing. But say the words in French? They snapped to attention like little soldiers.





That night, after dinner, Jacques’ grand-mère lit a candle and muttered something in Cajun French I couldn’t understand.





I asked what she said.





He hesitated. Then whispered, “She’s making sure they know we’re home.”





I laughed — thought it was some backwoods superstition. But he looked serious.





“Don’t talk in English after dark,” he said. “It confuses them. Makes them think you don’t belong.”





I thought he meant the animals.





I was wrong.





That night, I couldn’t sleep. Too quiet. Like the whole woods were listening.





Then I heard scratching on the window. Not like claws — more like nails.





I thought it was the cat, so I whispered, “Kitty?” Nothing.





Then I remembered.





“Menou, menou?”





The scratching stopped.





I smiled.





Until I heard it again. Inside the room. From the far corner.





I turned on my flashlight.





The cat wasn’t there. But something else was.





Low to the ground. Too big to be a raccoon. Too still to be alive.





And it whispered back to me in the dark:





“Menou… menou…”





But the voice wasn’t mine. Or Jacques’. It was old. Wet. Like it had been buried under the porch.





I screamed. Ran to Jacques’ room.





He was already sitting up. Eyes wide.





“You spoke English, didn’t you?” he hissed.





I nodded, shaking.





His grandmother was already at the door, barefoot, holding a bowl of ashes.





She didn’t yell. She just looked at me and said one word:





“Chien.”





And from the woods? I heard barking.





But it didn’t sound like a dog. It sounded like a man trying to remember how.





We didn’t sleep. The candle stayed lit all night.





By morning, the animals were back to normal.





But when I left, Jacques pulled me aside.





“You get one warning,” he said. “They’ll let it go this time. But if you ever speak English out there again after dark…”





He looked over his shoulder. Lowered his voice.





“They might teach you the old language. And you’ll never stop speaking it again.”





⸻





So if you ever find yourself between towns in the Louisiana woods… and the cat won’t come when called…





Try saying it in French.





And if something else comes instead?





Don’t run. Don’t scream.





Just bow your head, say “Menou, menou,” real quiet… and pray it only wants to listen.










CRUDE SALT







Salt domes — you’ll find them all over southern Louisiana. Massive underground formations. Natural, beautiful, and worth a fortune if you’re in the right business.





But in Iberia Parish, there’s one dome they don’t talk about. Not since the well at Site 7 collapsed.





It was supposed to be routine. Drill deep. Tap the pocket. Pull out pure, ancient salt.





But the geologists said this pocket was… strange. Older than the others. Too still. Too warm. Like the earth didn’t want to let it go.





Still, the company drilled.





The first sample came up black. Not oil. Not brine. Something thick, like syrup. Smelled like rust and rotten fruit.





The rig foreman, Jesse Landry, touched it with a glove. It sizzled. But the glove didn’t melt.





It sang. A soft, hollow tone — like someone blowing across the top of a bottle.





That night, Jesse didn’t sleep. Just sat in the mess hall, scribbling spirals onto napkins. Wouldn’t stop humming.





And his skin? Started flaking. Not like dryness. Like salt crystals pushing out from underneath.





By morning, they found him.





Curled up by the coffee station. Mouth open like he was still trying to hum. His body was hard, brittle, crusted over with jagged salt — black at the edges, glinting where the light hit.





When they tried to move him, he cracked apart. Sheets of crystal sloughed off his arms and face. And from the hollow spaces inside his chest, the humming leaked out. Soft at first. Then rising. As if the salt itself was still breathing through him.





They shut down Site 7 within 72 hours. Sealed it in concrete. Marked it “unstable.”





Two years later, strange things began happening at nearby storage caverns. One man saw his reflection blink late. Another heard whispers in the pump systems — always in pairs, always too far to hear clearly.





One word kept repeating:





“Kaddish.” (A Jewish mourning prayer.)





No one could explain it.





Then a worker found Jesse’s hard hat… on top of the dome. Even though it had been buried a hundred feet deep.





Inside the brim? Salt. Black. Still wet. Still humming.





Now?





They say the dome breathes on cold nights. Not wind. Not gas. Breath.





And every so often, black salt seeps up through the concrete.





If it touches skin, you’ll start to hum too. At first, it’s soft. Then it gets louder.





Until you can’t sleep. Until you start walking back to the dome. Like it called you.





⸻





So if you find salt on the ground that’s too dark, too wet, too warm…





Don’t taste it. Don’t touch it.





And if you feel the hum in your teeth? It’s too late.





Because the dome isn’t holding salt anymore.





It’s holding something else.





And it wants out.










THE SHRIMP BOAT TEETH







Down in Terrebonne Parish, just outside Dulac, there’s an old shrimp boat called The Lune Rousse. It’s tied up now. Never sails. Not after what happened.





But people still talk about its last trip. The one where they brought back something that smiled.





Captain Léon Dubois had been shrimping thirty years. Knew every curve of the Gulf. Knew the tides better than his own grandkids.





One August, the catch dried up. Whole season shot. So Léon took his boat farther out — deeper than most would dare. Past the good spots. Past the safe ones.





“Where the big ones sleep,” he said.





On the third day out, the nets went heavy. Too heavy. They pulled like anchors. Thought it was a busted trap or a chunk of reef. But when they hauled it up, everything went quiet.





Caught in the net wasn’t shrimp. Wasn’t fish. It was something the size of a man, wrapped in seaweed and muscle. Gray skin. Long arms. Gills like open wounds. And its mouth? Smiling. Wide. Full of teeth that looked human.





The crew freaked. Grabbed gaff hooks. Tried to cut it loose. But it didn’t fight. Didn’t move. Just watched.





Léon made the call: throw it back. They did. But the smile didn’t leave their minds.





That night, the deckhands heard scraping under the hull. Like nails. Then tapping. Right under their feet. Rhythmic. Like… counting.





By morning, two crew members were gone. No blood. No splashes. Just piles of shrimp shells in their bunks. And in the wheelhouse? A single tooth. Wet. Still ticking.





They limped the boat back in. Léon locked the hold. Quit fishing. Said the Gulf “had changed.”





The Lune Rousse hasn’t sailed since. But every year on the anniversary, something climbs onto the deck. Leaves a row of shrimp lined up in the shape of a smile. And one of the nets? Always gone.





Folks say there’s something deep down now. Something smart. Something that wants to be caught. Because if you bring it on board, it doesn’t have to climb anymore. It can just wear your skin to shore.





⸻





So if you’re out shrimping and the net tugs too hard… let it go.





And if you pull up something with too many teeth and a face that almost looks like yours… don’t smile back.





Because it’s not trying to eat you. It’s trying to replace you.










THE WENDIGO WALKS SOUTH







Everyone thinks the Wendigo belongs to the North — to snow-covered woods, frozen lakes, howling winds.





But monsters don’t follow maps.





And hunger? Hunger goes where it wants.





It was an unusually cold winter in Beauregard Parish. January frost coated the pine needles. Snow dusted the rooftops — rare for Louisiana, but not impossible.





And that’s when the sightings began.





Deer carcasses frozen from the inside out. Tongues stuck to the backs of their own teeth. Skin peeled away like wet paper. No tracks around the bodies. Just a strange pattern in the frost — like long fingers dragging through the dirt.





Old Redbone folks in the area said it wasn’t a gator, wasn’t a wolf. They said it was something that didn’t belong here. Something pushed south by logging, oil drilling, and deforestation. Something thin, tall, and always hungry.





A park ranger named Daryl went missing first.





He radioed in, breath ragged, saying: “I found something… in the trees. I think it’s watching me.”





Then nothing.





They found his jacket hanging from a branch twenty feet off the ground. Still zipped.





Then it got closer.





A family’s hunting dog was found tied to the porch — skin intact, but bones missing. Like it had been hollowed out.





Another kid swore he saw antlers moving behind his bedroom window. But when his dad went to check? All he found were teeth marks on the glass.





On the inside.





Now here’s where it gets real strange.





People in town started dreaming of the cold.





Not just winter cold — but old cold. The kind that lives in bone.





They’d wake up gasping, mouths dry, lips cracked — and when they looked in the mirror? They’d see themselves chewing.





Nothing in their mouths. But chewing, like muscle memory. Like something was teaching them how.





Then came the boy from Deridder.





He was found walking barefoot in the woods. Eyes wide. Mouth torn at the corners. Whispering: “It wants meat that remembers fire.”





They tried to treat him at the hospital. He chewed through the straps. Bit off a nurse’s earlobe before they could sedate him.





By the time they got him calm, he was humming. Low and guttural. And cold started leaking out of his breath like smoke — in a room with no AC.





They say the Wendigo used to avoid the South.





Too warm. Too wet.
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