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It’s certainly no easy task for people to discuss their frightening encounters. I’d like to personally thank the many brave people out there who took the time and energy to put their experiences into writing.

To respect those who were involved, many of the following names have been altered or replaced with “anonymous.”

Would you like to see your report in an issue of “UFO Frightening Encounters”?

If so, all you have to do is type up a summary of your experience, and email it to Tom Lyons at:

Living.Among.Bigfoot@gmail.com

Special Offer

If you submit a report and it is accepted, you will receive an exclusive paperback copy signed by Tom, shortly after the book is released. If you’d like to participate in that offer, be sure to include your mailing address in the email.

​​​​​Important Note

This book is the 3rd book in the UFO Frightening Encounters series. Due to an ongoing story that is spread throughout this series, I highly recommend that you complete the first UFO Frightening Encounters before you begin this book. Click here to grab your copy!
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Hi, my name is Ashley, and I had my frightening encounter with extraterrestrial life when I was 16 years old. I’m now 44, but I think about the event often. It was while I was reading one of Tom’s Dogman Frightening Encounters books that I got the idea to email him about my UFO story. Coincidentally, he wrote back and said that he was gearing up to release a series on this topic, so I jumped at the chance to get my report out there.

I grew up in Santa Fe, New Mexico. While I was in high school, I was going steady with a 19-year-old guy by the name of Rick. My parents didn’t approve of Rick because they got the feeling his life wasn’t going anywhere. It was their opinion that he should be in college, creating a future for himself. As I look back at it, it’s clear that he wanted to stick to his bartending job so that he could flirt with random girls. It’s incredible how you can think the world of someone, only to realize later that they were nothing more than a slimebucket.

It was one of the nights that Rick had off from work, that we decided to drive out into the desert so we could drink a bottle of whiskey beneath the stars. Of course, he’d always talk about how he loved stargazing, but it was just an excuse to drive me to a private place so we could mess around. He was that stereotypical guy who would use the back of his pickup truck to spread out a blanket so that he’d always have a bed available. Ugh, even the thought of him is just so sleazy. Now, I’m guessing there will be some skeptics who will say we must’ve been “too drunk” at the time to know with certainty that what happened was real. I remember I had hardly had anything to drink that night because my mom had been nagging me about how I always smelled like a drunk after spending time with Rick.

I remember I was lying on my back while Rick kissed my neck. I saw what looked like a star appear in the sky almost directly above us. Although it was still very far away, its size made it seem much closer than any of the other visible stars. Of course, I couldn’t make any sense of how or why it would’ve suddenly appeared out of nowhere; it was as if someone had flipped on a light switch.

“Wait, what is that?” I murmured, letting Rick know I wanted a break from the kissing. He acted as if he didn’t hear me and kept doing his thing. “Rick, there’s something up there,” I said, this time pushing him away so that I could get his attention.

“What, babe? What?” he said with a slurred voice, clearly frustrated. It was right as he was rolling over to look upward that I watched the light go out.

“What am I supposed to be looking at?” he said.

“It...it just disappeared,” I said, even more confused.

“It was probably just a shooting star,” he said as he didn’t hesitate to turn over and resume his endeavor. I continued to try to think up a logical explanation while staring at the sky. A few minutes later, the light returned; only this time, it was in a different area. It could’ve been a misjudgment, but I was convinced that the color of the light was different. When I first saw it, it seemed to be the same color as nearly every other star in the sky. When it appeared for the second time, it seemed to have a blue tint. I guess it’s worth mentioning that I have no way of knowing whether it was the same object.

“There it is!” I said as I once again pushed Rick off of me.

“Ugh, babe, come on!” he said, presenting his entitled, childlike tendencies. It was only a moment after he turned his gaze to the sky that the light started moving. I was waiting for it to appear to vanish as you see with all shooting stars, but it just kept moving in a direction that was diagonal to the horizon. Now it had Rick’s full attention.

“What the hell?” he said, quickly standing up, trying to get a better look. It was right when the light looked like it was about to plunge into the horizon, that it vanished before quickly reappearing in the same spot as when I first spotted it. It then almost immediately flew at a diagonal angle that was opposite to the previous. From where I sat, it looked like a mirror image of the initial motion.

“Hop in!” Rick said. Before I knew it, he was in the driver seat and had started the engine.

“Come on!” he said, all excited, getting out of the car to help me down from the bed of the truck.

“What are we doing!?” I asked, but he didn’t clarify; he just repeated his instructions to get inside. 

“Rick...no!” I pleaded as soon as I realized we weren’t driving away from the mysterious lights; we were driving toward them.

“We’re just going to get a little bit of a closer look,” he said, trying to reassure me that there was nothing to be frightened of. I remember bouncing up and down on the passenger seat as we raced across the desert terrain. He briefly swerved onto a nearby road so that he could drive even faster. Fortunately, the road was unoccupied for as far as I could see. I don’t think I ever glanced at the speedometer, but we had to have been going at least 100 miles per hour.
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