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Introduction



“There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”


– William Shakespeare, Hamlet


One of life’s blessings is coming into contact with people who enrich us with their kind words, good deeds, and enviable examples. Sometimes it’s not a person, per se, but another type of sentient creature—a beloved pet, a departed spirit, or an angelic being, for example—that crosses our path and keeps us from harm, raises us up, or simply soothes us with their presence.


But sometimes we cross paths with a different type of being, one that is neither heroic, humane, nor even human. Their deeds are despicable, their words are deceitful, and their presence is anything but comforting. They seek not to inspire and build, but to terrorize and destroy. They walk along our streets, creep around our houses, hide in our closets, and hover over our heads. They are the monsters and maniacs of our world.


This book offers a look into that disturbing world. Its purpose is not to provide answers to mysteries that can’t be solved or to wax philosophically about mankind’s place in the universe. It is simply to make aware that beneath the light and cheery trappings of our everyday, normal lives, there exists a dark underbelly of strange creatures, evil entities, and homicidal humans.


I hope these accounts succeed in their task to inform, enthrall, and entertain. But I also hope they help you see your environment with unclouded eyes and a discerning mind. Both are needed to navigate the dangerous world we share with our seen and unseen adversaries.


There are fiends in our midst; of this, there is no doubt. They may reside in your neighbor’s house. They may be your neighbors. They could surprise you on a dark country road. Attack you in your bed. Or knock on your door late at night.


Be on the lookout. Be prepared. But also take comfort in this:


No, there isn’t a monster behind every door.


Just every other one.





Chapter 1


The Blood Drinker


[image: img2.png]


The full moon lit up the macabre scene as well as any theater lights could ever illuminate a stage. But the act that was playing out was far from make-believe. In a secluded clearing amidst a dank, shadowy forest, the assembled cast swayed and chanted before their director, who also played the starring role. Adorned in a satiny black robe, a wolf’s mask hiding her face, the High Priestess held aloft a silver chalice filled with blood.


“Hail, Satan!” the woman exclaimed.


“Hail, Satan,” her cohorts bayed, their dark-hooded robes revealing no identities nor offering any individualities, save those known only to their dark lords.


The woman drank deeply from the cup, then placed it down upon the stolen gravestone that was being used as an altar. She reached under the slab and pulled from a box a struggling rooster. With one hand she held the agitated bird around its neck while with the other she grabbed a large jewel-encrusted dagger. Looking out to her enraptured audience, she invited them to come closer. Then, raising the dagger high in the air, she cried out, “Ave Satanas!” and drove the dagger deep into the screeching rooster. Again and again, she stabbed at the bird. When finally all life had leaked from its brutalized body, she tossed aside the knife and held the animal in two hands.


“Come, lovely servants of Satan. Come and be anointed with the sacrificial blood.”


She raised the bleeding animal up high and shook it vigorously from side to side, its fresh, warm blood spraying all within reach. Fortified by their unholy christening, the gathered began to quiver and murmur. Soon their movements became frenzied, their sounds animalistic, as they tore off their robes and fell upon each other in debauchery.


The woman smiled. The power she wielded was overwhelming at times. No other feeling on earth had ever satisfied her as much. She took the chalice and took another deep drink. Then she loosened the tie on her robe, let the garment drop, and walked into the mass of undulating bodies.


 


Jessica thirsted for power from an early age. While other teenage girls in the late 1960s were wearing flowers and feeling groovy, Jessica was searching for superiority and dominance. This deep desire, coupled with a long-held fascination with morbidity and death, led her quite naturally to the occult. Seduced by its promise of hidden knowledge and magical powers, Jessica threw herself into the study of the dark arts, determined to master its many mysteries. In short time, she grew adept in the basics of astrology, spells, and divination, but what she really wanted was the ability to “conjure something up.” She soon got her chance when her boyfriend, Carl, unexpectedly broke up with her.


Believing she could get him back with the help of the spirit world, Jessica went straight to the top and invoked the Archfiend himself, Satan, to heed her request. She then waited all night for a remorseful visit or a contrite phone call from Carl. When it was apparent nothing like that was going to happen, Jessica decided to go to bed, disappointed but determined to try again the next day. As she got ready to turn in, something caught her eye in the mirror above her dresser. A strange mist was forming in the glass. She peered closer and was surprised to see not her own reflection but the face of a half-human, half-wolf creature slowly manifesting from out of the mist. Horrified, she tried to turn away, but the creature’s glowing eyes and penetrating gaze held her in place for what seemed an eternity. Then slowly the image began to blur and fade until Jessica was left staring at her own whitened and sweat-drenched face.


Though she looked weak and afraid, she felt anything but. She felt energized, strong, and . . . bloodthirsty. An overwhelming urge to kill something, anything, rushed through her. The sensation was frightening and exhilarating at the same time. If someone had been there with her, she had no doubt she would have attacked them with an animal-like ferocity. As the feeling slowly started to fade, she tried to summon back the figure in the mirror. She knew instinctively that it was the source of her bloodlust and the accompanying sense of invincibility. But as much as she tried, the wolf creature did not reappear.


As she ruminated over things during the next few days, Jessica came to believe that her boyfriend’s best friend, Jarod, was responsible for their breakup. She had never particularly liked Jarod anyway—he was a loser and a bore, in Jessica’s opinion—but now she felt such an intense hatred for him that she became obsessed with the irrational yet irresistible idea of killing him. She turned to the wolf creature for help.


That evening, Jessica gazed into her mirror and, picturing Jarod in her mind with a hate so intense it made her shake, invoked the creature she had seen the other night. To her astonishment and delight, it appeared as it had before, and Jessica wasted no time asking for its help. The wolf demon, its nature no longer in doubt, then taught Jessica an arcane voodoo ritual. She was instructed to fill a bucket with water and concentrate intensely until she could see Jarod’s face appear on the surface of the water. Then she was to take a large knife and stab at the image repeatedly until the water turned to blood. That would be the sign that Jarod would die.


Though Jessica performed the ritual over and over that night, conjuring Jarod’s face and stabbing at it viciously, the water never turned to blood. She returned the next night to try again, with the added promise to her demon master that she would kill herself if the ritual worked and Jarod died. But at the very moment she made clear her suicidal intent, the wolf demon appeared  and demanded that she stop and forget all about Jarod and her boyfriend. There were better things for her to do in the service of Satan now that she had proven her loyalty. Jessica didn’t argue. In fact, she was thrilled with her new-found status in Satan’s inner circle. Strangely, the mind-numbing hatred she had felt for Jarod just moments before was suddenly gone. He and Carl both were nothing but fading memories in her head now. For Jessica, that made life much easier. 


With renewed vigor, she immersed herself in the study and practice of black magic,  luxuriating in her newly granted freedom and understanding. She didn’t need other people in her life to make her happy; she could obtain anything she needed or desired from the magical dark realm in which she was now a player. In her ongoing quest for knowledge and power, she invited multiple demons to enter her body, convinced that they could help her connect to a higher dimension, reach an altered state of consciousness, or, in simple terms, become superhuman. As she soon learned, the demons were having an effect on her, but a shockingly different one than she was expecting.


On a beach vacation with a friend, Jessica slipped away one night to explore on her own. As she walked through the streets of the old Cape Cod village, she pulled a blanket around her shoulders tightly like a cape to ward off the chilly air. Eventually she found herself in an old, historic cemetery. Guided by the light of an almost-full moon, Jessica wound her way through the rows of deteriorating headstones while feeling nearly giddy. It was as if she belonged here, she thought bemusedly. There was an energy present, an unseen force stirring something up within her, a need, a desire—


She shivered vigorously, her attention suddenly back upon her immediate surroundings and the encroaching cold. She made her way out of the cemetery and sat upon a low stone wall that bordered the burial site. She wanted just a few minutes to consider what had happened to her back at the graves. Her thoughts were interrupted, though, when a young man in his early twenties, who had clearly been drinking, ambled over and asked if he could sit next to her. Jessica tried to ignore him, but he sat down anyway and engaged her in a friendly, albeit mostly one-sided, conversation. After a short time, Jessica edged nearer to him, threw her blanket around the two of them, and leaned in close. Pleased that his charms seem to have worked, the man leaned in to meet her kiss. But a kiss was not what Jessica had in mind. With surprising alacrity, she pulled his head down, bit into his exposed neck, and slurped up the resultant flowing blood. Now fully sober, the man yelled out and jerked away. Though he easily outweighed her, something in Jessica’s eyes made him turn and run off into the night with his hand pressed to his neck. Jessica watched as the terrified stranger fled from her. She reached up to wipe the dripping blood from her mouth and looked down at her crimson hands. She couldn’t believe what she had done. Was she going insane? Or was it something else, something that was acting through her?


Whatever the cause, Jessica didn’t let it bother her for too long. From her studies in the occult, she knew others shared her proclivities, and she felt now was the time to seek them out. She joined a local satanic coven and, with the assistance of her demon guides and her own adroitness, she quickly rose in the ranks to high priestess. The coven’s rituals routinely involved the sacrifice of animals, which the grisly group carried out in deserted sand pits in the woods. Jessica soon discovered, however, that the blood of animals wasn’t enough to satisfy her lust. She started picking up young men and leading them to the sand pits, where she would work them into a sexual frenzy before sinking her teeth into their shoulders or necks and lapping up the blood. The bites were never serious enough to warrant medical aid but were enough to satisfy her cravings. At times, the urge was so strong that she couldn’t wait for a partner and drank her own blood instead.


Sharing Jessica’s unholy appetite was her friend Karen, a member of the coven and fellow devotee of the dark arts. Many times when they were together, Jessica and Karen would draw blood from their arms with hypodermic needles and mix it with wine to satisfy their ghoulish cravings. Jessica had to stop this practice eventually, though, as her arm became so infected that at one point doctors thought it might have to be amputated.


When they weren’t drinking their own or each other’s blood, Jessica and Karen devoted themselves to other activities in service of their satanic lord. They stole religious items from churches, contaminated holy water, desecrated Catholic communion wafers, burned Bibles, and kidnapped pets to be used for sacrifices at their black masses. Jessica also felt increasingly drawn to cemeteries and, much like her vacation experience, found herself wandering around them at night, reveling in the mysterious dark energies that rippled through her body as she walked among the dead. One time when she was with Karen on one of these midnight excursions, the two even talked about digging up a body.


Though she was, for the most part, completely enamored with her chosen lifestyle, Jessica did experience moments of doubt from time to time. How, she wondered, could any sane person enjoy the ugly, unnatural things she did? Increasingly, she also began seeing the face of the wolf demon in other people’s faces. Sometimes it occurred in strangers she passed on the street. Other times it was in people she knew. It manifested most often in her friend Karen. It was on one such occasion with Karen that Jessica was forced to see evil in its undisguised form. 


The Christian holy day of Candlemas was nearing, and the two women planned to defile it in the most heinous way possible: with a human sacrifice to Satan. Their first thought was to kidnap a baby for the abominable act, but then Karen came up with a different plan. She had hated her father for a very long time, and she told Jessica that he was the one they should kill. She would trick him into coming to the ritual site, she said, and once there she would stab him in the back, over and over again until his insides spilled out, and then they could feast upon his flesh and organs. Jessica stared at her friend in horror. Though she herself had committed many atrocious acts, the frenzied glee that Karen displayed while describing the barbaric murder of her father sent chills throughout her body. Her fear grew greater when Karen’s face, already twisted and ugly with rage, morphed into the contorted and grotesque visage of the wolf demon. When it focused its piercing, malevolent eyes upon Jessica, primal terror kicked in and sent Jessica running from Karen’s apartment.


Feeling like a veil had been lifted from her eyes, Jessica vowed to never see Karen again and to cut all ties with her satanic sect and its profane rites. But she also knew that she needed help to walk away completely. The demons inside her were too strong and would never allow her to reject them without a fight. She also knew she was a slave to her bloodlust and that the strength of the coven would call to her soon. She reached out to paranormal investigators Ed and Lorraine Warren, whom she had heard about in the local news, and told them her story. They listened with sympathy and prayed over her, and then told her bluntly: Leaving would not be easy. She had willingly given herself over to evil so completely, and for so long, that it would require a major shift in lifestyle and belief to break that bond. She would need to move far away, refrain from all occult practices, and renounce all ties to evil. Jessica cast her eyes down and cried.


 


As she feared it would, the challenge proved too great for Jessica. In two weeks’ time, she was back with the coven. Karen no longer talked about killing her father, but Jessica knew it was just a matter of time before murderous intent became reality for one or more of the coven members. She would deal with that when the time came. For now, all that mattered was the ritual taking place. Bathed in moonlight, the devil’s disciples gathered around her, their chanting voices mingled in vile worship at the sand pits. Soon flutes, tambourines, and drums started up, providing a background of cacophonous noise to accompany the participants’ increasingly salacious dancing. As they swayed and jerked to the harsh, discordant notes, their naked bodies gleaming with sweat, the worshippers passed around a jug of witches’ brew: wine mixed with devil’s nettle, wormwood, nightshade, laurel leaves, absinthe, morning glory seeds . . . and blood. 


For one brief moment, a lucid thought flashed through Jessica’s mind before she gave herself up to the rapturous waves of Bacchanalian euphoria. It was the memory of the note she had written for the Warrens just that morning.


Please help me! I’m into black magic again and so deep I’m afraid I’ll never get out. Our lord wants humans now, no more animals. I don’t want to, but I can’t resist! I saw the wolf again. He told me I only have a short time to live. What do I do? I don’t want to die!


As quickly as it came, the memory withdrew. As it faded, she faintly recalled the despondency that drove her to write it. It seemed so silly now. What had she been thinking?


Nothing could separate her from the bloodlust of Satan. Nothing.


* * *


After sending that note to the Warrens, Jessica never contacted them again. Whether she stayed with the coven or was finally able to escape her demons is unknown. It is also unknown if the coven ever carried out any human sacrifices. 


What is certain is that bloodlust, at least one variation of it, is a real thing. The variety called hematolagnia is defined as: A sexual fetish for blood which evokes arousal when present on the fetishist’s sexual partner, especially if nude. It is often accompanied by licking or drinking blood through bloodletting or biting. 


According to an article in the BBC publication Science Focus, there are three other concepts of bloodlust that are popular in thought but less well-defined or provable by evidence.
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