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Can’t Catch

Detroit Urban Legend Volume Six
By James Stoutermire a.k.a Big Dunk

About the Author

James “Big Dunk” Stoutermire is a storyteller born and raised in the heart of Detroit. With deep roots in the city’s streets, history, and hustle, Big Dunk takes pride in telling stories the way they’re told on the block—raw, real, and unfiltered. His work blends urban legend, street knowledge, and a heavy dose of imagination, creating a style that’s all his own.

Big Dunk don’t claim every story he writes is true—but they’re all based on real talk he’s heard over the years. Whether it’s tales from barbershops, back porches, or cold cells, he listens, observes, and brings it all to life with his unique twist. His goal is to give a voice to the streets and the people who don’t always get heard.

Can’t Catch: Detroit Urban Legend Volume Six is another chapter in Dunk’s mission to keep the culture alive, the mystery strong, and the hood stories respected. From haunted corners to untouchable criminals, Big Dunk keeps readers locked in with suspense, grit, and Detroit soul.

When he’s not writing, James is cooking up new ideas, creating visuals, and making sure the world never forgets the legends that come from the 313.

––––––––
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What up doe—welcome to Can’t Catch, Volume Six of the Detroit Urban Legend series. This one right here? It’s different. It’s raw, it’s street, and it’s straight from the heart of the D. These stories ain’t just urban legends—they’re whispers from back alleys, corner blocks, and late-night conversations. Stories about people that hit licks, disappear into thin air, and somehow stay one step ahead of everybody. Cops, feds, even the streets—nobody can catch 'em.

These tales are about the ghosts in our city that ain’t dead—they just can’t be caught. Some of them are slick, some are wild, and some... might not even be human. But each one carries a piece of Detroit in it. You might’ve heard some of these names before—maybe in barbershops, maybe in jail, maybe on the porch late at night when the old heads talk about “back in the day.” I’m not saying all of it’s true, but I’m not saying it’s all fake either. This is my take, my twist, my version of the stories that float through our city.

One of the wildest in here is about a dude they call The Backdoor Man. Word is, he been robbing dope houses for over ten years, never caught, never seen—not even on camera. He don’t shoot, don’t leave bodies, just slips in and slips out with the stash, like he already knew where everything was. Some say he got help from the inside, others say he ain’t even human no more—just a shadow that moves when the city sleeps. Whether he real or just legend, one thing’s for sure: ain’t nobody ever caught him.

In this book, I’m giving you my perspective—how I heard it, how I felt it, how it could’ve went down. These stories are filled with danger, mystery, karma, and that signature Detroit grit. Some of them will make you think, some might make you laugh, and a few might make you keep the lights on a little longer at night. That’s the beauty of a good urban legend—it stays with you.

So, if you from the city, you already know how this go. And if you not, welcome to a world you probably ain’t ready for. This is Detroit, unfiltered. These are the ones they can’t catch.

Let’s get into it
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​Chapter One: The Backdoor Man  
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From Can’t Catch: Detroit Urban Legend Volume Six

By James Stoutermire a.k.a Big Dunk

What up doe? I'm back, here’s more stories from my hood to yours....Let's get into it.

In every hood across Detroit, there's always a name that get whispered low—but never said out loud. On the Westside, that name is the Backdoor Man.

Nobody seen his face. Ain’t no mugshots, no sketches, no social media slip-ups. But everybody knows somebody who got hit by him. 

And if you run in certain circles—especially them back alley hustle lanes—you already know the rules: lock your backdoor, or he’ll come through it.
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They say he don’t use no tools, don’t bust no locks. Doors just open for him. That’s what make it spooky.  Ain’t no broken glass.  Ain’t no forced entry.  Ain’t no noise.

Just an empty safe, missing bricks, and a cold draft from a door you swore was locked.

This one dude—Slim, outta Schoolcraft—said it happened during a snowstorm. Said he was watching TV with a Tec on his lap and two Rottweilers by the door.

He dozed off for like twenty minutes. When he woke up? The Rottweilers was in the basement, the Tec was on the floor, and his whole safe—full of work, cash, and a gold Jesus piece—was gone.  Ain’t no footprints in the snow.  Ain’t no tire marks.  Nothing but a whisper in the wind like somebody laughing at him.

And get this—dude never even filed a report. You know why? 'Cause the streets got a rule: you don’t call the law when the Backdoor Man touch you. You just take the L.

Some folks swear he’s ex-military. Others say he was a locksmith gone rogue. But the OGs?  They believe he’s something else. Something... cursed. 

Word is, he used to be a young hustler who got double-crossed by his crew in a setup that left him bleeding out behind a trap house on Joy Road. 

They say he didn’t die right away—he prayed to something dark to let him come back and take what’s his. And ever since, he's been doing just that: taking.

His targets? Always dirty money. Never civilians. He don’t hit banks or stores—only stash houses, dope spots, gambling traps, and sometimes even dirty cops. He don’t kill. Don’t shoot. Just shows up, cleans out the joint, and vanishes.

The strangest part? If you watch the backdoor long enough after a hit, some folks say you’ll see it... slowly creak shut by itself.

Like he left it open on purpose. Like he wants you to know: he was there.

They tried to trap him once. Eastside crew out on Mack and Bewick. Big timers. They laced the whole back with motion detectors, two ARs on watch, even a pressure sensor under the mat.

One of them boys stayed up all night, shotgun in his lap, eyes on the backdoor.

But around 3:17 a.m., dude blinked—and in that blink, something changed. He said the power cut for just three seconds. 

When it came back on, the backdoor was cracked open, all the product was gone, and the motion detectors? 

Still green. No alert. No footage. And the weirdest part? Somebody washed the dishes in the sink.

After that night, the whole crew moved out the spot. Left the Eastside completely. Nobody’s heard from them since.

Now here’s the twist—the deeper you dig, the more confusing it gets. There’s been sightings on the North End, out in Brightmoor, down in Delray. 

Some even say he hit a halfway house that was secretly pushing fentanyl. Always same pattern: backdoor entry, no violence, no noise, just a clean sweep. 

But check this—there was a break-in in Flint with the exact same style. Then one in Saginaw. Then Cleveland.
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So now folks wonder... what if it ain’t just one man? What if “Backdoor Man” is a name, a title, passed down like a dark legacy? 

A ghost code shared between those who live off the shadows? Or maybe it’s worse than that.

Maybe he ain’t human no more. Maybe he never was.

One thing’s for sure: the Backdoor Man don’t talk. Don’t flex. Don’t make mistakes. He move like a whisper and hit like karma. 

And in the streets of Detroit, you can lock every window, board up the front, and sleep with one eye open. But if your backdoor ain’t right? He comin’.
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​Chapter two: The Vanishing Twins
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On the Southwest side of Detroit, right near Vernor and Livernois, there’s a story old heads still tell in low voices.

It’s about a pair of identical twin brothers known on the block as Lil Ice and Baby Blue—hustlers with charm, speed, and a rep for always being gone before the smoke clears.

They wasn’t muscle.  Wasn’t shooters.  But they were ghosts in broad daylight.

From 2013 to 2020, there were over 15 unsolved robberies tied to them—barbershops, bodegas, dice games, even a stash house on Springwells. 

Cameras caught them every time, walking in calm, no masks, smooth as hell. Then right before the lick went down, the footage would glitch. 

Just a few seconds of static—and when the video came back, everything would be flipped upside down.  Money gone. Product missing.  Nobody hurt. And the twins? 

Vanished.

No busted locks. No broken glass. No gunshots. Just confusion. Witnesses said the same thing every time: “I blinked, and they were gone.”

Now here’s where it gets spooky.

In 2015, a fed task force caught them in Dearborn. Real names: Isaiah and Elijah Banks. Booked them on five counts of armed robbery, conspiracy, and obstruction. 

But when they got to the Wayne County holding facility—they were gone. Like, not escaped. 

Erased. 

Their names were still in the system, fingerprints still logged, but the holding cell was empty.  No one on duty saw them leave.  No alarms. No camera footage.

The city swept it under the rug
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