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It never ceases to amaze me how I was once just an ordinary guy, focused on everyday mundane tasks. What would my life look like right now had I not decided to move out to California all those years back? Sure, I certainly would have avoided a lot of drama and plenty of danger, but I also would have been stuck in what I now perceive to be a life riddled with delusion. What I mean by that is that far too many of us end up coasting from birth to death, oblivious to the realities of what lurks in that seemingly infinite abyss we call the wilderness. And make no mistake about it: it’s not as uncommon as you might think for those mysterious beings to venture out of hiding, into our towns, and occasionally...into our homes.

Try to imagine if there wasn’t anyone out there who took this stuff seriously until it was too late. Imagine if nobody was willing to acknowledge this chilling reality until they found themselves between the jaws of a lake monster or getting chased by a clan of foul-smelling swamp apes. Had I not miraculously survived several encounters with aggressive hominids, I wouldn’t be here to tell you that these entities are anything but fictitious.

It’s because of the time I’ve devoted (both voluntarily and involuntarily) to the topic of cryptids that I don’t doubt we could create an entire encyclopedia of all the mysterious entities that roam the planet. For now, allow me to take you on a journey to relive some of the most hair-raising true stories that brave people have sent my way. After you’ve read them, you might think twice before you go back into the woods.

-Tom
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Report #1
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Hello, Tom, my name is Kathy, and my husband and I faced an incredibly stressful situation back in 1998. To this very day, I still have trouble wrapping my mind around the strangeness of it all.

I was a 41-year-old single woman residing in La Jolla, California, when I met a man named Hector. He was around my age, and I met him during a community cleanup day—an event that was held once per month where people would come together and pick up trash in public places like parks and beaches. I feel like I must’ve always assumed the best of everyone I met at those gatherings because it seemed that only well-intentioned, selfless individuals would take time out of their busy lives to do that sort of thing. I’m not trying to say that Hector was a malicious man; I’m just implying that I probably assumed everyone who attended those things was perfect and could never attract any kind of trouble my way. I was wrong.

At the time, I was working a receptionist job at a veterinarian’s office. I’m a huge animal lover, so, in that regard, the position was heavenly. Seeing all those lovely pets every day filled me with joy. What wasn’t so heavenly was the pay. At least living in California wasn’t as expensive back then, so I could still afford a one-bedroom apartment. The place was tiny, but I have to say it had charm and was within walking distance of the water. I can’t even begin to imagine what the rent on that place would be now. You’d probably need to hand over an arm and leg every month.

So, I had been doing the same routine for a few years, and I don’t think I even fully realized at the time how desperate I was to change things up. I needed something fresh. Hector wasn’t the most handsome of men, but when he expressed his deep concern for sea life choking to death on plastic, I knew I was interacting with someone I had a lot in common with. He was 5’6”, which was an inch shorter than me. Believe me when I say I could never have imagined falling for a man who was shorter than I; I always had chuckled over that sort of thing on the rare occasions I came across it.

Hector seemed to admire the fact that I worked at the veterinarian’s office, and that was when I knew we had mutual respect for one another. It was nice to finally meet a man who wasn’t solely concerned with finances. Every guy I had dated before then was so stressed about money. That negative energy had a way of radiating off of them. In truth, I had had such consistent bad luck with that kind of thing that it eventually made me lose interest in dating. I couldn’t remember a point in my life where I ever felt aligned with a man’s energy. I think that’s also part of the reason why I ended up sticking to my minimal-paying job for so long; I felt a solid connection to animals, something I had never felt with men. But Hector made me feel different right away. There was something about his presence that immediately felt like he could be a trustworthy friend. There wasn’t any kind of overwhelming pressure for either of us to come up with ways to try to impress one another, and that was comforting.

One thing led to the next, and within a few months of seeing each other, he approached me about starting a new life together down in Mexico. He said it had always been his dream to own a farm and live in the peaceful countryside, away from the chaos of cities. He said he knew of a property that we could rent to own. At first, I was a bit thrown off by the proposition. But then I had an inkling that it was an opportunity for me to escape what had begun to feel like a very uneventful life. Here was a way for me to spread my wings and try something spontaneous; to take a risk and see where it leads. And on top of all of that, Hector had what sounded like a very appealing plan.

First, he wanted to turn the property into a doggy daycare. That way, we’d be able to get a feel for the land while also earning some money. He said he already had a good amount of cash saved up that would provide a cushion for us to figure out how we’d want our future farm to evolve. I must’ve been so attracted to the romantic idea of doing something new that my mind was somewhat willing to ignore the fine details of everything. I wasn’t considering that this whole plan could potentially turn into a mess. That was my fault. I should have been more diligent.

I was so excited when we arrived in the town. Since I still know and respect someone who resides there, I’d rather not disclose the location, but I will say that it’s only a few hours south of the border. The mountain range that encompassed the place was beyond beautiful. Instantly, I felt like I had made the right choice. There was so much space to do whatever the heck we wanted. If we could eventually afford it, there was plenty of land for horses to roam freely.

I immediately met a couple named Diego and Alejandra. Both Hector and Diego referred to Alejandra as “Al”. It turned out Diego was Hector’s slightly older half-brother. It was during that introduction that I felt there might be some tension between the two brothers. Diego was significantly older, and I couldn’t help but feel he disapproved of Hector, perhaps due to past mistakes. I was reluctant to allow any chance of my new life starting on the wrong foot, so I decided to ignore whatever was going on between the men. Al and I quickly hit it off, which created a nice distraction from the looming negative energy. Al was the first one to accompany me to pick out a dog from the nearest animal shelter. She also helped me design flyers that we gave to the facility, notifying them that Hector and I were opening a doggy daycare. We wanted all of the locals to know that they had a very affordable destination to drop off their pets whenever they were leaving town or working overtime. We came up with a clever name for the business that I wish I could disclose, but it’s probably best I don’t, just in case that can somehow be traced.

Our first dog was a yellow lab and beagle crossbreed named Willy. That was already his name when we picked him up. I didn't care for the name, but since the dog was already five years old and responded to it rather well, it seemed logical to leave it. Willy appeared to feel right at home as soon as we let him out of the car. I got the impression that he had never before experienced that much room to run around.

A few days after we opened up shop, Diego approached me in private. He handed me a few pages of forms, explaining that he was happy to have me as a tenant and felt that he could trust me.” The whole thing threw me off. The forms clearly stated the amount we still owed for both the deposit plus the first and last months’ rent. Confused, I was about to ask Diego what all of that was about, but then things started to become more apparent. I never doubted that Hector had feelings for me, but that was a separate subject from exaggerating about how much money he had saved up; perhaps he was even in debt, and he needed a loving partner to help him get back on his feet. Without prying, that was the angle that I chose to view it from. 

Although I was a tad disheartened, I was so hesitant to cause a stir that would interfere with my exciting transition. And, for some reason, I had such a good feeling about the dog daycare business that I assumed we could fix any financial situation and mend things between Hector and his brother.

We had only had Willy for maybe three days at the most when I thought he had run away. Neither Hector nor I could find him anywhere. We allowed him to roam the property freely because he was so good about coming to us when we called his name. Anyway, a fence encompassed the large property, so he’d only be able to get so far even if he was chasing a wild animal.

Hector ended up being the one to find Willy’s body. He brought me over with a flashlight. I’m not exaggerating at all when I say that our dog appeared as though he had had the life sucked out of him. And the light color of his fur made it easy to spot two deep puncture marks in his abdomen. He also had several lacerations all over his body, suggesting that there had been a struggle. But nothing was as prominent as those puncture marks. Hector even mentioned how it looked like a vampire had attacked Willy. On top of feeling extremely sad over the loss of our new friend, something made me feel very uneasy about being out there. That was when I began to wonder whether it was wise to be out there after dark. That was the first moment I questioned whether I made the right move by starting a new life in Mexico. Something about seeing Willy’s corpse with those puncture marks was simply not right.

Hector said whatever he could to try to comfort me, but I could tell that even he was disturbed by the scene. He claimed to be a man of faith, and later that night, he confessed some things. Hector said he felt guilty about many of his past acts and that demons had lurked around him for years. He interpreted Willy’s death as a sign that he might be next on the chopping block. The man cried while explaining this stuff to me, and I even had to interrupt him multiple times to prevent him from revealing things I’d rather not know. 

To calm him down, I tried to emphasize that dwelling on the past was counterproductive and that we were currently trying to do a good thing by building several honest businesses. I told him that the only way to move forward was to focus on the tasks at hand, and he seemed to agree. That night was when it became apparent why Diego was skeptical about having his younger brother around. It made me respect Diego a lot more for his willingness to put up with Hector at all. So many people would’ve seen association with someone like Hector as too big of a risk. I suspect Al had a way of softening the stern man up a bit.

We barely had had time to consider what had killed Willy when a potential customer called us the following day. They wanted to drop off their two dogs before they left town for the weekend. Without hesitating, I agreed. Even though I was still disturbed, there was no beating around the fact that we needed to make money. Sure, Diego was acting graciously for the time being, but I knew he’d use any opportunity to kick Hector out. I was desperate to confirm that we’d be able to stay afloat.

Our first official patrons were a pitbull and a scraggly mutt that looked like it was part Aussie Shepherd. I was relieved that there were two of them because I figured a predator would be a lot less likely to approach. It was in the evening when Hector and I heard a barrage of barking. Both dogs had been pretty quiet the entire day leading up to that point, so I knew there had to be a good reason that they then decided to sound the alarms. At the time, I was actually on the phone with another potential customer, and I politely asked if I could call her back.

As Hector and I speedily walked in the direction of the frantic barks, that same overwhelmingly anxious feeling as before washed over me. It became increasingly apparent that something was terribly wrong. And, soon, I received confirmation why.

The mutt ran around the weird-looking creature, keeping a safe distance, hysterically barking and growling as it watched the consumption of the pitbull. To me, the large grey animal looked kind of like a combination between a dog and a pig. From where I stood, it didn’t appear to have any hair at all. A long and thin ratty tail sporadically wiggled from the end of its body. Its back was toward us, but it was only a few moments after we saw it that it turned its head to look at us. Even though it didn’t seem interested in attacking, its body language warned us not to come any closer. Like most predators, it was willing to do whatever it had to defend its prey.

It wasn’t long before I noticed Hector was muttering something in Spanish, and I later found out he was praying. To him, this creature was none other than a demon, and he was convinced that he was its primary target. I wanted to do something to help the other dog away from the scene safely, but neither of us was armed. The weird creature glared at us a few times before we finally started backing away.

“What’s all the noise about?” Diego greeted us once we were nearly back at our house. I told him how there’s a predator out there that attacked one of the dogs, which prompted him to immediately fetch a gun and drive his SUV toward the scene. Soon after that, we noticed the constant barking had ceased. I so badly hoped that the other dog hadn’t been killed as well. That would’ve meant three dead dogs within a matter of days. I felt uneasy, but there’s no question that Hector was by far the most disturbed. He paced back and forth in front of the house until Diego drove back and informed us that nothing was there, not even the corpse. I suspect that the predator ran off with its prey when it heard the approaching vehicle. Diego said he couldn’t find the other dog either. I had trouble accepting that, so I asked him to drive me back to the scene so that I could help search the area. Diego wasn’t exaggerating when he said there was nothing, and there was something so ghostly about the place; it was as though you could feel the recent carnage in the air.

I woke up the next morning to learn that Hector had fled town. He at least cared enough to leave a note suggesting that I vacate the land before it's too late. He again mentioned his belief that it was a demon that we saw sucking the blood from that dog. He insisted that it was a bad omen, one that suggested he was next. It seemed to me that he thought he would be spending the rest of his days looking over his shoulder. When I informed Diego that Hector had left in the middle of the night, he explained that his brother blamed himself for someone’s death over twenty years earlier. He didn’t go into much detail, but it sounded like Hector was part of a gang that murdered someone somewhere in Mexico. I have no idea how much involvement he had in the actual act, but something about the event made him think that he would eventually pay a terrible price. So, I can kind of see why he would think that the appearance of a very demonic-looking beast would scare him enough to leave town. I can’t say for sure whether it wasn’t an excuse to leave me, but his note stated that I would never be safe as long as he was around me and that I didn’t deserve that. According to that note, I had too beautiful of a soul to be anywhere near that darkness.

Maybe Alejandra had some influence on the matter, but Diego was kind enough to get rid of the contract we had signed, saying that he trusted me, but he had been fully prepared for things to fall through on his brother’s end. That very next day, I began my move back to California. I know this might sound awful, but I’m so glad I never had to look those dogs’ owners in the eyes and tell them what happened. That would’ve made things even more heartbreaking. Unfortunately, Al was probably the one who had to handle that.

Of course, I did quite a bit of investigating into what that animal could’ve been. It wasn’t long before I learned about the chupacabra. And that research became so much easier with the advancement of the internet. There are several reports out there that match the description of what Hector and I saw. Some people think it’s the physical manifestation of a demon, whereas I tend to lean more toward the theory that it’s an undiscovered animal species. Perhaps it has some relation to the vampire bat.

It’s because of that whole experience that I will forever remain open-minded to other peoples’ stories. I don’t think I ever would’ve believed my encounter had I not been the one to experience it myself. I feel horrible for the dogs that were taken that day, but I like to hope that the one I didn’t witness the creature attack was eventually found. I suppose I’ll never know.
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Hello, Tom. My name is Roger, and I grew up in an upstate New York town known as Seneca Falls. I was ten years old during the event, which occurred in the winter of 2006. Ever since it happened, I’ve found it challenging to discuss with anyone, including my family, who also experienced it. Sometimes I’ll randomly start laughing due to how uncomfortable the whole thing makes me feel. That’s something I’ve always done when I’m overly nervous.

It all started during a power outage that happened while I was on winter break. My younger brother, Chad, who was seven years old, was playing video games beside me when it happened. I can’t remember which video game we were playing, but I remember getting very upset because the outage lost my progress. The electricity went out occasionally but almost always returned a minute or two later. Soon, my mom entered the room, handed us sweatshirts, and then wrapped a blanket around each of our shoulders. She was always so on top of things like that when we were kids. I guarantee the first thing that went through her head was that she couldn’t allow her children to freeze to death.

I distinctly remember my dad talking on the phone with the electricity company, insisting that our power was out. It sounded like they were arguing otherwise, stating that our area was fully up and running. After my dad went out to check the circuit-breaker, I could tell that he was getting increasingly more irritated. He demanded that they send someone over so he could prove to them that something was wrong.

The three of us huddled together on the family room couch while my dad fetched some candles from the kitchen.

“Hey, guys, do me a favor and stay in here until we get this all sorted out,” my dad said as he reentered the room. “I don’t want you tripping near the steps.”

“They’ve been right here the whole time,” my mom said.

My dad appeared confused. He looked like he was about to argue otherwise but then quickly concluded he must’ve imagined whatever he thought he heard. Soon, Chad went to use the closest bathroom, and it was as he opened the door that he started screaming. I had never heard him make a noise like that before; I couldn’t tell if he was injured, terrified, or both. Both of my parents jumped up and ran out of the room.

“Honey, what’s the matter?” I could hear my mom say from the end of the hallway. 

“Someone’s in here,” Chad said. “They went into your room.”

“Hello?” my dad called out a moment later. I think he might’ve been wondering if the maintenance worker arrived, though, that would’ve been strange for them to enter the house unannounced.

“Hello?” Dad called out again, but there was no answer.

Soon, Mom escorted Chad back into the family room and sat him on the couch. It seemed that Dad had continued investigating, just to be extra cautious.

“Sometimes the shadows caused by candlelight can play tricks on us,” Mom playfully said to Chad while she rubbed his back.

“It wasn’t a shadow,” Chad said. “It was a strange man, and he wasn’t wearing any clothes. He leaped by the bathroom right after I opened the door.”

Mom didn’t respond right away. I could tell by the look on her face that she thought that was an incredibly odd thing for a child to imagine. She was a little creeped out and at a loss for words. She was about to say something when we suddenly heard the door open. Initially, we all assumed Dad had gone outside to greet the arriving maintenance worker, but after a few minutes with a cold draft circulating the family room, Mom got up to see what was going on.

“Stay here,” she said to the both of us as she repositioned her blanket around her torso.

“Rick?” we then heard my mom call out from the doorway. “Rick?”

A few moments later, the door closed, and my brother and I expected our mom to reenter the family room with an update of whatever was going on. But there was none other than silence. Chad kept looking over his shoulder, apparently worried that the nude stranger that he thought he saw was going to reappear.

Very abruptly, Chad started screaming again and threw his blanket over his head to cover his eyes. I spun my head in the direction that he had been looking and saw a long, gangly, grey arm slowly withdraw underneath our antique piano. I couldn’t believe my eyes; I was stunned. We had lived in that same house since I was three years old, and, as far as I know, none of us had ever encountered anything even remotely paranormal. It was just like one of those scenes in a scary movie when you get a very brief glimpse of a menacing entity. 

Even though it was dark, and my view from the couch was obstructed, I was able to see a sliver of the thing’s chin. I wanted to get out of there so badly, but I was far too afraid to run, and I think part of that was because I didn’t want to leave my brother behind. This entity’s presence felt so overwhelmingly dark, which makes what happened next all the more perplexing.

Soon, Chad removed part of the blanket from his face and started giggling. There was something about his energy that made me do the same thing. It was like suddenly everything became playful and humorous like there was nothing to feel threatened by. Even when I felt the gangly hand contact my shoulder, I didn’t flinch. Moments later, the entity slid its face in front of me, only feet away from the tip of my nose. I remember wondering how its neck could be so thin, but that thought didn’t disturb me; it merely intrigued me.

Still giggling and feeling strangely very comfortable, I watched as the entity hobbled over to Chad. This is just my interpretation, but it looked as though the naked being was inspecting my brother’s eyes like it was very curious about his facial features. This routine lasted for what felt like a significant amount of time. Occasionally, a millisecond would go by where I felt so terrified that I was on the verge of jumping out of my skin, but then those previous joyful feelings quickly regained control.

Eventually, the entity scampered out of the family room, though I didn’t turn around in time to see which direction it went once it entered the hallway. It wasn’t long before the feelings of fright returned at full force for me and my brother. Without saying a word, we jumped up from the couch and ran toward the front door, shouting for our parents. 

Regardless of the cold winter night, we dashed outside in our socks, running along the shoveled walkway. I vividly remember pondering why all of our neighbors’ electricity appeared to be functioning, but, of course, I was more concerned with making sure the gangly entity was nowhere near. Our parents were nowhere in sight, and they weren’t responding to our calls. Eventually, we made our way into the backyard and found our mom, still wrapped in her blanket, staring into the woods.

“Mom! Mom!” we shouted from the back patio. It was so strange how she wasn’t turning around to acknowledge us. She continued to stand there, entirely still, as though she were waiting for someone.

“Where’s Dad?” I called out. But she still wouldn’t answer. I was about to step barefoot into the snow just as the doorbell rang. I knew that had to be the maintenance worker, so I grabbed my brother’s hand and ran him back around to the front of the house.

“Hey there, are your parents around?” the electrician said after spotting us. I could tell he thought it was rather strange that we were outside without shoes in the winter. I was slow to respond; it felt as though I had just been under hypnosis or some other form of mind control. It was too challenging to get the necessary words out, so I merely pointed toward the backyard. Chad was also silent, presumably experiencing similar after-effects of being in the presence of that mysterious entity. Because the man seemed to be the most lucid of everyone at the house, my brother and I decided to trail closely behind him. While we walked around the side of our house, the electrician nearly bumped into both of my parents.

“Oh, hey there,” my dad said. Surprisingly, aside from feeling cold, my parents seemed as casual as ever. Of course, I was so confused by this. Where had Dad just been? And why had Mom been ignoring us while I called out to her in the backyard?

“What are you guys doing out here in your socks?” Mom said, startled but trying to maintain her composure in front of our guest. “Let’s get the two of you inside!”

It was while all five of us were entering our house that we noticed the lights were on.

“Oh, I see you already fixed it,” my dad said. “What was the issue?”

“I haven’t touched a thing,” the electrician said, shrugging his shoulders. My parents glanced at one another, silently concluding that it must’ve been none other than a temporary glitch. I have no recollection of whether my dad still had to pay the electrician for coming out there, but they sent him on his way.

Strangely enough, neither one of my parents had any memory of being outside for an extended period. But my brother remembered things exactly as I did. It’s something we’ve occasionally talked about our entire lives. Immediately after the incident, we spent a bit of time begging our parents to move us out of that house, but they wouldn’t budge, often stating how we had some wild imaginations. The way my mom remembers it is that she stepped outside for two seconds to notify my dad that the electrician had just pulled up. My dad claims he stepped outside only to step onto the street and check if any of our neighbors’ lights appeared to be out. If my brother hadn’t been there to reinforce my recount, I probably would’ve thought that I had momentarily lost my mind, which would have also been scary as hell.

What do I think my brother and I encountered? After doing a good amount of research throughout the years, I believe we were approached by what is known as the rake. Coincidentally, there are more reports on the creature from New York than anywhere else. I also believe that the entity possessed supernatural abilities that defy much of what we, as humans, think we know. For example, it’s clear to me and my brother that the rake was somehow able to manipulate the perceivable passing of time for whoever is around it. Also, it seems it can wipe or alter peoples’ memories. My mom had no recollection whatsoever that she was staring into the woods, seemingly ignoring her children. And who knows where my dad was during that entire time? But beyond all of that, what were the entity’s intentions? Where did it come from? Why did it choose to visit our household? Does this sort of thing occur frequently, but most people don’t maintain their memories of it?

For a long time after that, Chad and I struggled to fall asleep at night. Although we didn’t share a bedroom, it wasn’t rare for my little brother to sneak into my room with a blanket and curl up on the carpeted floor. I certainly didn’t mind having the extra set of eyes to watch for other unwanted visitors. As far as I know, the mysterious entity never revisited us, but it’s because of it that I sleep with a gun in my bedside drawer. Every time I hear my daughter abruptly call out for me or her mom in the middle of the night, I’m prepared for anything.
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