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Detroit Urban Legend Volume 7: Get’em Boy

Written By James Stoutermire a.k.a Big Dunk

Detroit ain’t just a city—it’s a battlefield of forgotten stories, whispered warnings, and bloodlines that refuse to die. This volume ain’t about heroes. It’s about beasts. It’s about loyalty. It’s about pain born in back alleys and basements, forged in fire, trauma, and instinct.

Get’em Boy dives deep into the streets, where pit bulls don’t just guard—they judge. Where every bark echoes with history. And where monsters wear fur, not masks.

This is a story about Pitbulls. Of terror let loose. Of hunters becoming prey. And of the people who tried to stop them—some outta duty, some outta guilt, and some because they just wanted revenge.

If you thought the other volumes were wild...
You ain’t seen nothin’ yet.
Welcome back to Detroit.
And this time, we letting the dogs off the leash.

Terra the Pitbull Legend
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​Chapter One: Born in the Pit
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In Detroit, the pit bull wasn’t just a dog—it was a symbol. A statement. A guardian angel made of muscle and rage.

Every hustler had one, especially back when the streets were alive with the dope game. You could ride down Seven Mile or Linwood and see them standing tall behind fences, chains clinking, eyes locked on every move you made. 

People didn’t break into dope houses—not because of the locks—but because of the dogs.

And in Detroit, pit bulls were bred for war.

Back in those days, a dog didn’t just bark. It protected the work, the money, the crew. Pit bulls were trained to hold it down if the police kicked in the door or if a rival crew tried to hit the stash. 

The strongest ones guarded trap houses like soldiers. The meanest ones made sure nobody came back a second time.

And deep in the neighborhoods, where broken street lights flickered and boarded-up homes became clubhouses for the block, another culture was alive: the dog fights.
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They didn’t talk about them in the open, but everybody knew. Friday night parties would be lit—weed in the air, strippers on the pole, cash flying. 

But downstairs? That’s where things got real. Down in the basements of abandoned homes or under tarps in backyards, people gathered shoulder-to-shoulder. The air was thick with heat, beer breath, and bloodlust.

Two dogs. One cage. No mercy.

Money hit the floor like raindrops. Screams echoed off cement walls. People cheered for the violence, celebrated it like sport. And in the middle of it all, legends were born—and legends were buried.

This ain’t a story about those legends.
This is a story about the monster they created.
Her name was Terra.
She wasn’t born into love. She came from a line of killers—two prized fighters who were retired from the ring and turned into breeders. 

The kind of dogs people paid thousands for. Thick necks. Jaws that could snap through bone. Eyes cold as winter.

But Terra was the runt. The smallest. Weakest. The one they almost drowned in a bucket.

But she fought.

She fought her siblings just to eat. Bit and clawed her way to her mother’s milk while the others pushed her away. She wasn’t given a spot—she took one. 

By the time her eyes opened, she already knew the world didn’t want her. And by the time she could walk, she was already ready to kill.

The man who bought her was no dog lover. He was the kind of man who smiled at pain. He didn’t name her out of love—he named her out of fear. “Terror,” he called her at first, but it slurred into “Terra,” and it stuck.

He fed her nothing but raw meat. No kibble. No treats. He tied tires to her back legs, made her drag them through muddy yards until her muscles ripped and grew back harder. 

He’d starve her for days, then toss her a live rabbit and watch her rip it apart. He wasn’t training a dog. He was creating a monster.

By the time Terra was six months, she was already in backyard fights. By nine months, she was the main event in Westside basement brawls. Blood on her fur, teeth cracked from biting through chains. 

People talked about her like she wasn’t even real. Said she couldn’t be hurt. Said she smiled when she tore another dog’s throat out.

They said she didn’t bark—she just stared. Like she was reading your soul.

But one night—everything changed.

It was supposed to be just another party. Another dog fight. The house on Dolphin Street was packed. Cars lined the block. Music thumped so hard the windows rattled. 

People were inside drinking, dancing, throwing money. In the basement, they lit the cage like a spotlight.

Terra was brought in wearing a spiked collar and a steel chain. The crowd roared. Her opponent was a huge Cane Corso, freshly imported, 120 pounds of pure muscle.

Didn’t matter.

The fight lasted thirty seconds. Terra didn’t flinch. She moved like a ghost, tore the dog’s shoulder open, and had him on the ground before he could even bark. The crowd went wild.

And then—she turned.

Something snapped.

She didn’t wait for her owner to leash her. Didn’t back down when the fight was called. She leapt the cage. 

Grabbed the closest man by the leg. Tore straight through his calf like it was soaked newspaper. Screams rang out. Bottles shattered. People ran for the stairs, but she was faster.

She didn’t just attack—she hunted.

Two men were hospitalized. One lost a hand. Her owner tried to stop her—and she nearly killed him. Bit through the bone of his arm and dragged him across the concrete before disappearing through the busted basement door and into the streets.

That was the last time anybody saw Terra the same way.

Now they say she’s out there. Roaming. Watching. Waiting.

People whisper about her in barbershops and liquor stores. Stories of a huge black pit bull with scars like tattoos and eyes that glow red in the dark. Some say she only attacks dealers. Others say she hunts anybody who smells like blood.

They say she ain’t no regular dog anymore. They say Terra is an urban legend. And legends?
They don’t die.
​
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​Chapter Two: The Pound Can’t Hold the Devil
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The night Terra snapped at that party on Dolphin Street, everything changed.

They said she tore through three grown men like paper. Said she bit one so hard the bone turned to dust. The cops fired seven times—seven bullets, all center mass—and when it was over, she dropped to the ground. Bleeding. Motionless.

They zipped her in a black bag and took her body They brought her to the Detroit Animal Control shelter on the west side. Tossed her body in a freezer meant for euthanized strays and left her there to rot.to the city pound.

The case was closed.

The story? Just another wild pit bull gone rogue in Detroit.

But what they didn’t know—what nobody realized—was that you can’t bury something that was born in hell.

But Terra wasn’t done.

Sometime after midnight, the cameras in the facility glitched. 

The hallway lights dimmed, flickering like they were scared of the dark. And from inside the freezer, something moved.

The black bag tore open—slow. Then a paw. Then the head. Her fur was still soaked in blood. One eye was swollen shut. But she was breathing.

Barely. And angry.
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She limped through the building like a ghost. No growl. No sound. Just red-stained paw prints across the white tile floor.

The janitor found her first.

He didn’t even get a chance to scream.

By the time the morning crew arrived, the entire back half of the pound was in ruins. Blood smeared on the walls. Cages bent open. Dogs missing. A chunk of the janitor’s face stuck in a mop bucket.

And the only thing left in Terra’s cage?

A single tooth. Still wet.

She was back in the streets by sunrise. But something had changed. She wasn’t just a killer anymore. She was a curse.

For weeks, people reported sightings all over the city. Not just in one spot—all over. East side. West side. Southwest. 

People saw her limping across train tracks, standing in alleys under flickering streetlights, or sitting in the middle of the street like she was waiting for something.

And every time she showed up?  Somebody died.

Not just random deaths—payback deaths. Dirty cops. Abusive men. Child predators. Anyone hiding demons got hunted.

One dude tried to run her over near the old Packard plant. Hit her full speed. Truck flipped over the median. They found him folded in half, like a broken suitcase. His neck was missing.

Another fool tried to poison her with raw meat laced with antifreeze. Next morning, his wife found him dead in the backyard. No blood. Just his spine, picked clean like a chicken wing.

And then came the video.

A teenager on TikTok tried to go viral. Caught Terra limping through a burned-out lot near 7 Mile. He laughed, threw a rock, and said:

“Hey yo, it’s the devil dog! I ain’t scared!”  He never made it home.

Police found his phone
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