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​Cover Letter:  

Welcome to Detroit Urban Legend Volume Five:  

Atlanta Edition – Dirty South.

Written By James Stoutermire a.k.a Dunk

What up doe! This book is all about Atlanta and its dark secrets. I may be from Detroit, but I lived in Atlanta for 15 years before I came back home.

During that time, I saw a lot—things most people wouldn’t believe unless they were there to witness it.

Atlanta is way bigger than people think. It's not just the city—it’s the metro: College Park, East Point, Decatur, Jonesboro, Forest Park... all those spots are Atlanta in their own way. 

But each one got its own stories, its own secrets—some deep, some disturbing.

So welcome to Volume Five of Detroit Urban Legend Stories, the Atlanta Edition: Dirty South.

I hope you enjoy it and feel the realness behind every story.

About the Author

James “Big Dunk” Stoutermire is a storyteller born and raised in Detroit, Michigan. With a raw, gritty style rooted in truth and street wisdom, Big Dunk brings urban legends to life in a way that hits close to home.

After spending 15 years in Atlanta, Georgia, he returned to Detroit with a head full of real stories and first-hand experiences that shaped Detroit Urban Legend Stories: Atlanta Edition – Dirty South.

Whether he’s digging into chilling myths, dark secrets, or twisted truths, Big Dunk keeps it 100—blending horror, suspense, and reality into every chapter. 

His work is a voice for the streets, the unheard, and the stories that don’t make the news.
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​Chapter one: Love Ain't Cheap 
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An East Point Urban Legend

They say if you walk too close to the edge of desperation, something dark might reach back. 

And in East Point, Georgia, that something is Madame Noire. Her shop don’t have a name. It’s just there— wedged between a boarded-up carryout spot and a beauty supply store with a flickering “Open” sign.

Folks don’t go lookin’ for it. It shows up when it’s time.

This is the story of Janessa.

She was in her late 20s, hair laid, nails sharp, and eyes tired from crying over a man who didn’t love her the way she loved him. 

Andre was fine—tall, smooth-talking, but cold. Always out late. Always hiding his phone. She swore he was cheating. 

Her friends told her to leave him. But Janessa didn’t want to start over. She wanted him to love her—the way she imagined it in her head.

One afternoon after work, her co-worker Kiara leaned in at the hair salon and whispered, “You ever heard of Madame Noire?”

Janessa shook her head. “Who’s that?”

“She ain’t no regular reader. She don’t do Instagram spells. She’s old school. Creole. Real power. If you really want things to change... go see her. But don’t play with her.”

Kiara slid a small, hand-written card across the counter. All it said was:

Madame Noire: Ask for what you want. Pay what it's worth.

That night, Janessa found the shop—like it had been waiting for her. The door creaked open before she knocked.

Inside, the place smelled like smoke, old flowers, and something sweet but rotten. Candles burned low, and the walls were covered in shelves stacked with bones, bottles, feathers, and jars full of strange-colored liquids. In the middle of the room sat Madame Noire.

Her skin was smooth as onyx, and her silver dreadlocks fell past her waist. She didn’t look up. She just spoke. “You want him to love you back.”

Janessa froze. “How you know?”

The witch smiled, still not looking up. “I know everything that walks through that door.”

“I’ll pay,” Janessa said quickly. “I want him to love me. Obsess over me. Never leave.”

[image: image]

“Careful what you ask for,” Madame Noire whispered. “Love is a flame. Obsession is a wildfire. And magic like this... costs more than money.”

Madame Noire mixed the potion—blue smoke curling from her hands, her voice low with Creole chants. She poured it into a small heart-shaped vial and handed it over.

“Three drops in his drink. That’s all,” she said. “But pay me what it’s worth. Or it won’t be me you’ll owe.”

Janessa, nervous and broke, pulled out two twenties and some wrinkled ones. She looked around... and when Madame Noire turned her back, Janessa quietly slipped the vial into her purse, set the bills down, and left.

She thought she got away with it.

That night, she made Andre his favorite—jerk chicken and Hennessy on ice. Three drops. Just like Madame Noire said.

At first, it worked. Andre started texting her more, calling her baby, making breakfast, even crying when she went to work. Janessa smiled. “See?” she told herself. “Just needed a little help.”

But obsession ain’t love.

A week later, Andre started showing up at her job. Every day. Waiting outside. Calling her nonstop. Checking her phone. He stopped seeing his friends. He even stopped sleeping.

Then the nightmares started.

He’d wake up screaming. Swear he saw something in the mirror. Said Janessa was cheating on him—accused her of hiding men in the closet. She laughed at first. Until he punched a hole in the wall.

She tried to calm him. “Baby, I love you. You’re just stressed.”

But his eyes were different. They were empty.
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One night, she came home, and all the lights were off. Candles burned in a circle on the floor. 

Andre stood in the middle, shirtless, mumbling her name over and over. She backed out the door and ran.

Janessa returned to Madame Noire’s shop two nights later—face pale, hands trembling.

“You didn’t pay me what it’s worth,” Madame Noire said before she could speak. “So now he’s yours. Forever.”

“I didn’t know he’d go crazy!” Janessa sobbed. “Please! Take it back!”

Madame Noire reached behind her chair and pulled out a second vial—this one black and thick as tar. “This will break the bond. But it costs more. You ready to give up something you can’t get back?”

Janessa hesitated. “Like what?”

The witch looked her dead in the eye. “Your reflection. You’ll never see yourself the same again.”

Some say Janessa agreed. Some say she ran. Some say she stayed.

What we know is this—Janessa was never seen in East Point again. But sometimes, late at night, folks hear crying near the old train tracks. 

And once in a while, a man with wild eyes and a crooked smile is spotted wandering, whispering a woman’s name under his breath.

And if you ever see a heart-shaped vial lying in the street?

Don’t pick it up. Madame Noire and the Cards of Fate  

An East Point Urban Legend

They say don’t go lookin’ for answers if you ain’t ready to live with ‘em.

It was a gray, humid afternoon in East Point when Marcus stumbled into Madame Noire’s shop. The scent of burning herbs, wilted flowers, and secrets older than the street outside filled the air.

Her storefront barely stood out—tucked between a pawn shop with barred windows and a tax place with a busted neon sign. 

Inside, though, was a whole different world. Time slowed. Shadows clung to the walls. And something unseen watched you.

Madame Noire was waiting, as always, behind a table covered in silk, salt, and smoke. Her eyes were ancient, calm, and all-knowing.

“You seek your future,” she said before Marcus even spoke.

He nodded, shoulders tight. “I need to know if things gonna get better. My job... my girl... it’s all fallin’ apart.”

The witch didn’t flinch. “The cards don’t lie. But truth ain’t always comfort.”

She pulled out a deck older than sin—its edges cracked, its images faded like whispers. With a slow shuffle, she laid three cards face down.

“The past. The present. The path ahead.”[image: image]

The first card turned was The Tower—lightning striking a crumbling building, figures falling from its flames.

Marcus frowned. “What that mean?”

“Upheaval. Collapse. Something big already broke—and you ain’t done falling yet.”

He stiffened. Just that morning, he’d been fired from his job at the warehouse. Then came the next card: The Lovers, reversed.

“Love turned sour,” Madame Noire said. “Betrayal. Choices you ain’t ready to face.”

Marcus’ chest tightened. His girlfriend had been distant, cold. That night, he came home to find her packing.

“I’m tired, Marcus,” she snapped. “You don’t listen, you don’t grow. I’ve been seeing someone else.”

Marcus begged, pleaded. But she left. Just like the cards said.

The third card turned was The Ten of Swords.

A figure on the ground, ten blades in their back. Finality. Rock bottom.

He returned to Madame Noire’s shop the next night, soaking wet from the rain. “Is this really how it ends?”

She looked at him, unmoved. “Endings make room for beginnings. But you tried to peek into a future you wasn’t ready for. The cards warned you.”

“I thought I could change it.”[image: image]

“That’s not how fate works. You came lookin’ for shortcuts. Fate don’t play like that.”

Over the next few weeks, Marcus unraveled. Alone, broke, spiraling. He saw reflections in mirrors that didn’t match. 

Heard whispers from the shadows. Sometimes he’d wake up with cards laid out on his chest—cards he never touched.

And one night, he vanished.

Some say he left town. Others say Madame Noire took back the piece of future he stole. 

But a few folks swear they’ve seen him wandering near the MARTA tracks, whispering to the wind, eyes wide and haunted.

So if someone hands you a card with her name on it—Madame Noire: Ask for what you want, pay what it’s worth—you better think twice.

Because in her shop, fate don’t lie. And sometimes, the truth hurts worse than any curse.
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​Chapter two: The Legend of Madame Noire
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What up doe? Here’s where the story goes deeper. 

See, Madame Noire ain’t just some regular old witch reading cards and making potions. Some folks say she’s over 200 years old. 

They say she’s been in East Point since before it was even called East Point.

Back when Georgia was soaked in chains and blood, Madame Noire was already walking free.

They say she was the first free Black woman in Georgia—earned her freedom through wit, wisdom, and just enough dark magic to make the devil look twice.

There’s an old tale about a slave owner’s wife—vain, cruel, and jealous. She found out her husband was sneaking off with one of the in-house slaves, a young Black woman named Annelise. 

That wife couldn’t take it. She didn’t blame her husband—no, she blamed the girl.

So she cut a piece of Annelise’s hair and went to Madame Noire.

Demanded she cast a spell to ruin her—make her lose all her beauty, make her unworthy.
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Madame Noire looked at the hair, then looked at the woman. “Are you sure she ain’t pure of heart?”

“She sleepin’ with my husband! Ain’t nothing pure about that!”

But Madame Noire knew better. Back then, women like Annelise didn’t have choices. 

Masters took what they wanted, and slaves had to survive however they could. Purity wasn’t about actions—it was about soul.

Still, Madame Noire performed the ritual. Told the
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