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      In the vast expanse of nature's embrace, where the untamed wilderness whispers its secrets, some stories defy explanation and challenge our perception of reality. Within this realm, my dear friend Tiffany fearlessly ventures, delving into the depths of the unknown and bringing forth a tale that will leave you breathless and questioning the boundaries of our understanding.

      As the host of the renowned podcast Sasquatch Odyssey, I have shared the airwaves with Tiffany and her husband, Zack, as they recounted their extraordinary encounters with the enigmatic Bigfoot. Their stories have captivated audiences worldwide, igniting a curiosity and wonder that lingers long after the last word is spoken. Now, Tiffany takes her passion for the unexplained to new heights with her latest book, Dogman Terror in the Woods.

      Within the pages of this gripping tale, Tiffany weaves a narrative that intertwines the struggles of two couples with the menacing presence of Dogman and Bigfoot on their property. Drawing from her own experiences and the countless stories shared by those who have encountered these elusive creatures, Tiffany creates a world where fear and survival dance hand in hand and the line between reality and nightmare blurs.

      What sets Dogman Terror in the Woods apart is the raw authenticity that permeates every page. Tiffany's ability to seamlessly blend fact and fiction is a testament to her unwavering dedication to the truth and her remarkable storytelling prowess. As you immerse yourself in this tale, you will question the boundaries of what we perceive as real and the unseen forces that may lurk beyond our comprehension.

      But this book is more than just a thrilling narrative. It is a testament to the resilience of the human spirit, the unyielding determination to confront the unknown, and the bonds of love and friendship that can withstand even the most harrowing of trials. Through the characters' struggles, Tiffany explores the depths of human courage and the lengths we are willing to go to protect those we hold dear.

      As you embark on this journey through the pages of Dogman Terror in the Woods, prepare to be transported to a world where danger lurks in the shadows and the unseen forces of nature hold sway. Tiffany's vivid descriptions and masterful storytelling will envelop you in an atmosphere of suspense and intrigue, leaving you on the edge of your seat, eagerly turning each page to uncover the next twist in the tale.

      I am honored to have witnessed the evolution of this book, from the initial spark of inspiration to its completion. I have seen the passion and dedication that Tiffany has poured into her research and, now, into the creation of this captivating story. It is a testament to her unwavering belief in the existence of these mysterious beings and her commitment to sharing her own experiences with the world.

      Through her appearances in Sasquatch Odyssey, Tiffany has become a trusted voice in the realm of the unexplained. Her willingness to open up and share her personal encounters with Bigfoot has not only captivated audiences but also provided solace and validation to those who have had similar experiences. Now, with Dogman Terror in the Woods, Tiffany expands her storytelling prowess to encompass the chilling presence of Dogman and Bigfoot, creatures that have long haunted the fringes of folklore and urban legends.

      In this book, Tiffany skillfully weaves together the narratives of two couples who find themselves thrust into a battle for survival against the menacing forces of Dogman and Bigfoot. As the tension mounts and the characters are pushed to their limits, Tiffany's vivid descriptions and attention to detail will transport you deep into the heart of the wilderness, where every rustle of leaves and snap of twigs become a harbinger of danger.

      But beyond the thrills and chills, Dogman Terror in the Woods is a testament to the power of storytelling itself. It is a reminder that within the realm of fiction, we can explore the depths of our fears, confront the unknown, and ultimately find strength and resilience in the face of adversity. Tiffany's ability to craft a narrative that resonates with readers on both an emotional and intellectual level is a testament to her skill as a storyteller.

      As you embark on this journey through the pages of Dogman Terror in the Woods, prepare to be enthralled, to have your heart race with anticipation, and to question the boundaries of what we perceive as reality. Tiffany's unique blend of personal encounters, research, and imagination will leave you questioning the unseen forces that may lurk just beyond our understanding.

      I am honored to have the opportunity to introduce you to this remarkable work. Tiffany's dedication to her craft, her unwavering belief in the existence of these creatures, and her ability to transport readers into a world where the extraordinary becomes tangible are truly commendable. Dogman Terror in the Woods is a testament to her passion, her talent, and her commitment to sharing stories that push the boundaries of our imagination.

      So, dear reader, prepare yourself for an unforgettable journey. Open your mind, embrace the unknown, and allow Tiffany's words to guide you through the chilling encounters with Dogman and Bigfoot that await you in the pages of this extraordinary book.

      Now sit back, relax, and enjoy the ride.

      
        
        Brian King-Sharp

        Founder & CEO Paranormal World Productions, LLC

      

      

      
        
        Creator/Host:

        Sasquatch Odyssey Podcast

        True Crime Odyssey Podcast

        Weird Encounters Podcast

        Disturbing History Podcast
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      A new day, a new time, a fresh start. That’s what we needed. Living life in the big city full of smog, noisy streets full of bustling cars and blaring horns, not to mention bad attitudes on every corner, just wasn’t working out for us any longer. We had lived that life for almost twenty years, and it was time for something better that we knew was out there. My wife and I always visited the mountains when we went on vacation. We both loved to hike, fish, and hunt. Coming back home was always depressing. Well, I guess if we’re being honest, no one likes to come home from vacation. But for us, there was always an ache in our soul until we could get back out there. Nonetheless, we would come home to our corporate jobs and just push through, all the while, planning for the next trip.

      We sat down at dinner one night after work, tired and downtrodden and we made the decision to move as soon as possible. We sat there and planned the whole thing out. We were thrilled to finally be able to leave. We looked all over, hoping to find a cabin nestled in the heart of the forest with hiking trails, small and big game to hunt, as well as a water source to be able to fish. I guess our dream overtook reality. We didn’t find that cabin nestled in the heart of the forest with any of those things. But we did find a nice three-bedroom ranch home that fit all our needs about two miles out of the woods on a dead-end road.

      No neighbors in sight, no smog or blaring horns, and no bad attitudes to find, well, unless they were our own. We had a large expanse of land attached to the rear of our home and we also purchased the empty lot beside it to ensure that no one else would be able to build on it. This was all ours and we wanted to finally be able to live the proverbial dream, just me and my wife. About five miles down the road, was a farm. We enjoyed taking walks in the evening and one night we walked further than normal and that’s when we found it. The owners were working outside, so we walked over and introduced ourselves.

      “Hello,” I said as I walked over smiling. I reached out my hand to shake his. “My name is Mark, and this is my wife, Contessa. It’s nice to meet you.”

      My wife interjected. “You can call Connie; she said as she stuck her hand out to shake theirs as well.

      “Hi, I’m always glad to meet new people, I’m Marie and this is my husband, John. I love your name,” Marie said. “I can’t say that I have ever heard it before.”

      I knew then that my wife and Marie would hit it off well. We had told them that we had recently purchased the home up the road and how we had some land and would love to have something like they had for ourselves. They had endless rows of corn, a smaller garden off to the side of their home for other produce like, lettuce, carrots, potatoes, etc. They seemed to have had it all. They were fully sustained without having to take any trips into town to go to the grocery store.

      John and Marie were kind, well mannered, and driven. In their early fifties, they’re lives revolved around family and farming.

      Marie was more than excited to take my wife to show her around their garden and my wife was more than excited to go. John and I stood leaned up against the cow gate staring off into the distance at the mountains.

      “So, John, how’s the hunting here,” I asked. “Any good-sized game to be had?”

      “Well, not too bad,” he said as he repositioned his ball cap. “You have your deer here, some grouse, rabbits if that’s your thing, enough I would say. We also live off our animals. So, we have the meat from our cows and chickens that we harvest and fresh eggs every morning. I don’t really do too much hunting. I mean, I do on occasion if I get a craving for some deer meat.  But I would think if you’re primarily going to be hunting for your meats, then there is enough to sustain you and your wife here for sure. Do you guys like to fish, too?”

      “We absolutely do, John. Is there any good fishing around here then since you mentioned it?”

      John sighed and took his hat off and turned to faced me. “Well yeah, really good fishing to be had but you have to be careful.”

      “Careful of what, John? Cliffs, rolling rocks, terrain,” I asked confused by how serious he suddenly became. “Is it unsafe to traverse?”

      He chuckled. “I wish that were all it was, friend.”

      Just then Marie came walking back over with Connie, changing the mood and conversation altogether.

      “What are you guys over here so serious about?” Marie asked.

      “Just guy stuff honey”, John said as he leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Just guy stuff.”

      I was still curious about what John was talking about but didn’t push the envelope. We had just met so I didn’t want to overstep my bounds seeing as how he could turn out to be a great friend and his wife, a great friend to mine. So, we finished our pleasantries upon leaving and walked home before it got dark. Connie was childlike as she talked to me about everything Marie had shared with her. I was happy to see her smiling again, finally. This was my wife. This was who I married. Not the woman I lived with in the city. Peace had absolutely found her again and I couldn’t be more glad. I was puzzled though, about what John was talking about so I decided that night after I showered, that we would go out the next day and look around. We woke up around six that next morning, had coffee and breakfast and got geared up to go hiking in the woods.

      “This is going to be great,” Connie exclaimed, “It feels like it’s been so long since we’ve been able to do this!”

      I looked over at her and smiled. “Want to know the best part, “We can do this anytime we want to now. We’re not tied down to schedules, a clock, any of that.”

      We walked for a while taking everything in. The trees seemed so tall here, and the brush was so thick. The terrain wasn’t bad. It was a little rocky but easily passable for hiking.

      “The hunting will be interesting though with everything so grown up. Anything could hide in here and we wouldn’t be able to see it. It would definitely be something we would need a tree stand for to see anything small.” I told Connie.

      She had stopped to take a drink of her water and wipe the sweat from her face. “Yes, I was thinking the same thing. I think we need to find a good tree for that while we’re out here scouting.”

      We stood listening to the sounds of the forest. Birds were singing but off in the distance a way, twigs began to snap and crack.

      Connie and I unholstered our weapons. This was new territory for us, so we had no idea what to expect. Could that be a deer or a bear?  It sounded heavy enough to be either. We crouched down and began slowly walking forward, doing our best to be as quiet as possible. As we approached the sound, we were met with a tall, thick bramble of brush. We couldn’t see all the way through it, just enough to tell color.  It was brown and appeared to be on the larger side.

      “I bet that’s a bear.” Connie whispered.

      “I would agree,” I said, “Just based off color and the sizeable steps taken.”

      We slowly retreated backward the way we came since there wasn’t anything large enough to take down a bear if it charged us in our packs. A bear is something there wasn’t enough protection for. That was something we didn’t really think about, honestly. John hadn’t mentioned seeing any bears out here. Maybe that’s what he meant when he said the fishing is good, but we should be careful. Connie and I made it out of the brush, walked all the way around and then back down to ensure we were far enough away so that the bear couldn’t scent us near. That’s when we saw it.

      A small river at the base of the hill we had just trekked down.

      “Mark this in your gps,” Connie told me. “We didn’t bring our poles, but I bet there is a great number of fish in here. We can always come back later and go fishing.”

      I stood there watching the water run over the rocks, elated to be there and happy that this is now our home. We suddenly heard those heavy footfalls again. Connie whipped her head around trying to tell its direction. I pulled out my weapon ready to fire just in case. I could at least injure whatever that was. A horrible stench filled the air just then. Almost like rotten fish and a dead animal intertwined into one foul odor all its own.

      “I don’t remember smelling anything like that near that bear we saw earlier, assuming it was a bear, Connie,” I said whispering to her. “This has to be something else.”

      Connie looked concerned. “Well what else could it be, Mark, it must be that bear or at least a different one. The only thing is, is if it’s a bear, it’s sick, no doubt about it. It almost smells like a portion of its decaying or maybe that’s a severe infection we’re smelling. Either way, we need to get out of here. If it is some type of rabid animal, they are unpredictable at best. Just make sure the coordinates are marked and let’s get out of here.”

      We left the water behind and made our way back towards home. Once we were away from the thick brush and rotten stench, we slowed down our pace.

      “Well, I can honestly say that was the weirdest hike we’ve ever had.” I said.

      Connie stopped and took a drink from her water bottle. “Yeah, I would agree. Next time we come up here, we need bear spray and our bigger rifle. I still have no idea what was bringing that smell on, but it was terrible.”

      “Yes, I’ll give you that. I don’t think I have ever smelled something so foul. Let me ask you this though, did you feel some kind of unease at that river?” I asked Connie.

      Connie looked at me puzzled. “You mean like, scared, was I scared while we were at the river?”

      I sighed, “Well, I guess in a way but, it was just an unsettling feeling that came over me after I pulled out my gun. It was almost like I would regret it if I fired. I don’t know, maybe it was just me.”

      We made our way back home, had lunch, and started planning and measuring everything for our garden.

      The next evening, we met with John and Marie at their house for dinner and went over everything they had done to ensure all their vegetables would survive not only in the harsh summers but also the cold winters as well. Little did I know, John owned all that land surrounding his home as far as the eye could see. Over dessert, we talked about the weird day we had before when we went scouting the land. We had told them of the possible bear sighting, finding the river, and that awful stench. John leaned back in his chair and laid his fork on the plate.

      “Smell,” he asked, “You smelled something?

      “Yeah,” I said, “It was almost like partial decay mixed with rotten fish.”

      “Do you think it was just the smell of all the fish that was there in the water?” Marie asked.

      “No ma’am,” Connie spoke up, “This wasn’t just a normal fish smell. We’ve fished for over a decade, and I can assure you that it wasn’t coming from fish that were swimming. This was almost like leaving fish that you just cleaned lying on the table in sweltering heat for a few days. It was foul.”

      John cut his eyes at Marie who instantly looked down at her pie on the plate. “You know what I think it is,” John said to Marie.

      Marie rolled her eyes at John. Me and Connie felt awkward at that moment.

      “I know what you think it is, John, but I’m telling you, that doesn’t even exist. Not here, not anywhere.” Marie said wiping her mouth.

      “But I saw it with my own eyes, Marie.” John said sternly.

      “If ya’ll will excuse me, Marie said, dismissing what was just said, I’m going to go do the dishes.”

      “Here, I’ll help you.” Connie said, as she stood from the table.

      Me and John sat in awkward silence after the girls left the room. I didn’t know what to say at that point and I think he was partly thinking he had said too much. I could hear them in the kitchen talking. I couldn’t make out what was being said though. I took a long drink of my beer and as I sat it back on the table, John spoke up.

      “I guess you’re wondering what all that was about huh, Mark.” He said as he glanced over at me.

      “Well, I wasn’t going to pry, that’s not my business. That’s between you and your wife.” I said.

      “Come on,” John said as he stood up, “Let’s go sit on the front deck.”

      We walked past the kitchen and Marie once again threw a sideways glance at John. Connie smiled, winked, and gave a small shrug of the shoulders. The evening was perfect for sitting out in a rocking chair talking with a friend. The sky was starlit with an indigo backdrop which illuminated the stars that much more.

      John took a long drink of his beer and sat it down at his feet. “I guess you really do need to know what’s going on. Marie and I talked it over after you and Connie left that first night. She was adamant against it because she doesn’t believe in it and she doesn’t want me to scare people off but I’m telling you, it’s real. That’s why the last family left. I’m surprised they took the time to pack.”

      I cleared my throat and took a drink. “What exists or doesn’t exist and I’m assuming scared off the last family that lived in the home we’re in now, what has Marie ready to smack you silly in there?”

      John was quiet for a minute. He almost looked like he was searching for the right words to say. He finally looked over at me and said something I wouldn’t have ever thought.

      “Dog man, Mark, there’s a dog man that lives in these woods. It’s on your property up the road as well as ours. I’ve seen it several times. The family that used to live in your home and on that property, were being terrorized. It would take it’s claws and drag them down the sides of the house every night. Did you see the fresh paint out there, Mark, that’s why it’s there. They had to fix it up before they could sell it. The man used to go hunting with me when I decided to go. That’s when we saw it and that’s when he and I put two and two together about what was going on at their house. Marie wants to slap me silly because she doesn’t believe me. She thinks that family moving was because I filled their head with nonsense and scared them off.”

      I sat back in my chair and slowly started rocking. “A dog man huh,” I said, “Well, I have to say I haven’t ever heard of that before. You grow up hearing all kinds of folk tales from your dad and your grandpa, and I did. I heard all about bigfoot, Nessie, the jersey devil, you name it. But dog man, yes, that’s a new one for me. Now, a story that my grandpa told me was that he was out hunting and had two bigfoots flanking him. He said he had one on either side of him almost escorting him out of the woods.”

      “Did you believe him, Mark?” John asked.

      “Well sure, who doesn’t believe stories their grandpa tells them. I went out every summer I was there and looked all over his property trying to find them or have some experience of my own. I mean, it never happened but I still believed him. He told me that sometimes these types of things only show themselves to who they want to see them, not to everyone. I just figured they didn’t want me to see them for whatever reason.”

      “Well,” John began, “If that’s the case, I really wish this didn’t want me to see it.”

      “Have you ever had any incidents here at your home, John?” He shook his head no as he took the last drink of his beer. “Not one, I don’t know why this thing was hell bent on terrorizing them and not us. I’m glad it didn’t or hasn’t but there has to be some correlation, you know.”

      “Have you ever compared yours and Marie’s life to theirs, like, is there something they had that you and Marie didn’t at the time that may be bringing it in?” I asked.

      “Well, no, I mean they had a dog, a few small children, and some chickens. But we have cows and chickens too.” John said.

      “The dog and the small children,” I said, “That must be it. I can’t be too sure with this dog man so to speak because I know nothing of it or it’s habits. But let’s hypothetically speak here and compare it to what I was told about bigfoot.”
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      John could be kind of intimidating at times, and this was one of those times so I was hoping I would make sense with what I said.

      “Okay, let’s hear it, I’m all ears.” John said as he turned to face me.

      “So, my grandpa told me several stories. He said that female bigfoot were drawn in by the laughter and squealing of children. He said it’s because they’re chemical make-up is so close to ours which leads me to believe that maybe toddler bigfoot sounds the same as our human children. Now, the males, like all males do, have that territorial gene. That goes for any other mammal they feel causes competition or who they feel would move into their terrain or, if they felt threatened by. What if by chance, that is what happened then?”

      John sat silent and just looked at me. “I guess that could’ve been the case. I can tell you though that this was no bigfoot, this was sinister, evil if you will. It had the head of a canine, long snout. It had a large tuft of hair on the back of its neck, but the body of a man except the feet. The prints it left looked like dog prints. It was the scariest things I’d ever seen.  But maybe that’s why it was an every night attack with that family. Maybe the dog man didn’t like the dog, or the children, or both.”

      “It’s honestly hard to tell and if this dog man is what me and Connie saw, then we will just have to be on our toes more than normal out here.” I said.

      “I don’t honestly know if there’s any firepower that you guys could take with you that would even be able to protect you if you came across this beast, that’s what concerns me. I don’t know if anything will outside of a grenade.” John said wringing his hands together.

      Shortly after, Marie and Connie came out to join them. John cut his eyes at me as if to say conversation over for now and I caught on to it quickly.

      “It sure is a beautiful night out here.” Marie said as she sat down.

      “It really is,” Connie replied, “Almost a shame we have to head home.”

      I stood up to join my wife. “Yeah, time to go, it is getting late. I want to get to work first thing on the plans we worked out to start our garden.  Thank you, guys, so much for everything. The information as well as dinner. It was all great and I look forward to seeing ya’ll again soon.”

      On the ride home, Connie told me why Marie was so upset, and I shared with her what John had told me. Well, maybe not all of it. I told her just enough to where it would line up with what she heard from Marie. I didn’t go into detail about the attacks on the house or any of that. I don’t know how she would react to that, and he didn’t want her to be afraid if something like this was going to start coming around again since they moved in. Who knows, maybe this beast thinks we’re the same family that used to live here. We were almost back to the house and something large darted out in front of the car. I swerved to miss it and I just did. But it was a close call.

      “What in the world was that Mark,” Connie yelled. “Was that a bear?”
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