
You are cordially invited to 

The Drakul Wedding 
a short tale in several parts 

written by jakob free  

 1



The Blessed Couple* 

Chelsea Greenspan 
“The Bride” 

Johnny Drakul 
“The Groom” 

The Wedding Party 

Robin Yaffe  
Maxine Alba 
Roma Khan 

Maximillian Hoffman 
“The Bridesmaids & Bridesman” 

Vladimir Drakul 
Francois Stein 

Lester Wolvman 
Zeek 

“The Groomsmen” 

Guests of Honor 

Jamie Duboir 
Alen Feder 
Lilith Ogre 

Telli Goldstein 

*please use the appropriate hashtag in all social posts: #drakattack 
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Part 0: Somewhere in between 

Waxing Crescent Moon 

 Chelsea Greenspan and Robin Yaffe were drinking overpriced prosecco in a bar 

somewhere downtown. The women hadn’t the slightest clue that the amount they had paid for 

two flutes’ worth of the bubbly golden liquid represented a nearly 50% markup of its actual 

price-by-volume, simply because neither of them knew anything at all about prosecco—they just 

liked the way drinking it made them feel. That is, it made them feel sophisticated and important. 

And both of the women would pay just about anything (without question) to feel that way but for 

a moment. Plus, they had both agreed, the occasion truly warranted it. Another beautiful wedding 

to attend, now officially on the books… 

 “I wanted a destination wedding in Tulum,” Chelsea said. “Johnny wanted one in 

Transylvania, where his family is originally from, but to me that sounded like a nightmare. So we 

decided on Jersey where his brother Vlad lives instead.” 

 Chelsea was the editor-in-chief of a well-known marital publication. It was simply titled 

L’ Mariage and was considered New York City's most prestigious of the half-dozen or so 

wedding magazines that had set up shop there over the years.  

 “Isn’t New Jersey—I dunno—kind of trashy?” Robin said in her thick Long Island 

accent. She was a project manager at a digital media startup that would shutter in almost exactly 

one year’s time. She was of course unaware of this, as were the rest of her colleagues and 

superiors. “Transylvania sounds really exotic to me.” 

 “I don’t know,” Chelsea said, visibly agitated, as if she had been asked the question 

numerous times before and was tired of answering it. “I’ve never been to Transylvania. Maybe 

we’ll get there after we have kids.” 

 “I hope they have your eyes,” Robin said. “Johnny’s look like a cat’s.” 

 “Can you just try and be supportive for like, two seconds? You know, Robin, this is the 

reason you can’t get a second date.” 

 Robin fell silent and sipped her prosecco carefully, quietly.  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Part 1: Indian Summer 

Full Moon 

 Chelsea Greenspan had met Johnny Drakul on the popular dating application called Love 

Monster. Johnny’s profile featured four different photographs of him: one close-up (his yellow 

eyes gleaming from an unknown light source); one full-body shot (clothed, candid, but possibly 

not candid at all); another full body shot (shirtless, flexing, sweating); and finally, a group shot 

with the friends who would go on to become his groomsmen in two years’ time. Johnny was not 

smiling in any of the photographs. 

 His bio read:  

 Night person used to getting what he wants. Soothing voice. Large family. Independently 

wealthy. “Blood is thicker than water.” 

 When they had matched online Johnny wasted no time in asking Chelsea out on a date. 

The only night he was available that week, he had claimed, was Halloween. Chelsea had 

informed him that she had already made plans to attend a party, but if he was interested, he could 

meet her there. He obliged.  

 The party had been organized by one of Chelsea’s best friends/future bridesmaids: One 

Maxine Alba. It was held in the spacious two bedroom apartment that Maxine shared with her 

husband Chaz in Manhattan's Midtown East neighborhood. It was unclear how their salaries, 

even when combined (and potentially bolstered by parental subsidies), were enough to afford the 

apartment. 

 Chelsea sat on the island countertop in Maxine’s kitchen and drank vodka and soda out of 

a red plastic cup. Her feet dangled above the surface of the polished marble floor. The skin of her 

legs (artificially tanned and moistened by various chemicals) along with the skin of her 

underarms, forearms, and pubic area were as smooth as silk, unadorned by even the slightest 

shard of dark hair. This was because, on the day before the party, she had undergone an 

immensely painful, but unbelievably effective method of laser hair removal. The method itself 

was actually illegal in four different states due to the fact that the technology involved was 

cribbed from a mothballed U.S. military weapons-program. Combat-grade lasers aside, Chelsea 

was utterly pleased with the results and had tipped the technician in an amount commensurate 
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with her satisfaction, which is to say, she tipped the technician by performing oral sex on him 

after they had gone out for a drink (three drinks, it was three drinks). 

 “What tribe are you supposed to be from?” said Telli Goldstein, a close (but not best) 

friend of Chelsea’s. Telli leaned against the countertop, her elbows resting behind her on its 

surface. She was costumed in the style of a 1960s Flower Child and was also drinking vodka and 

soda. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Well, you’re dressed as a Native American, aren’t you?” Telli said. “Which kind? 

Iroquois? Comanche? Apache?” 

 Chelsea furrowed her brow in confusion. “I thought there was just one type. It just said 

‘Sexy Indian’ on the package.” 

 She was indeed wearing the guise of the stereotypical Native American “brave,” diluted 

and commodified in the usual way: Feather headdress, leather vest, multicolored beads, and so 

forth. She even had a plastic tomahawk strapped to her belt. There was red paint splattered 

against the weapon’s edge to indicate to casual passersby that heinous violence had been 

committed with it, most likely in the form of scalped Europeans. 

 If there had been any First Nation representation at the party, Chelsea’s outfit, her casual 

indifference to the cultural diversity of Native Americans, and her general lack of interest in an 

ongoing discourse in regards to race issues, would have been more than mildly offensive to them. 

But the fact of the matter was that, and this was largely by design, the population present within 

Maxine’s home was comprised entirely of caucasian New Yorkers, although some of them 

claimed that they had, at one time or another, been friends with a black person. 

 As the night wore on, Chelsea and Telli floated around the kitchen and then into the 

living room, drinking and conversing in a very superficial and unenthusiastic way. The topics of 

discussion ranged from dissections of recent incidents on a variety of reality television programs 

to political matters which mostly orbited the upcoming presidential election. Almost everyone at 

the party was fully equipped to discuss, debate, and elucidate upon the nuances of the former, but 

almost no one at the party was prepared to even remotely approach the material of the latter. 

Regardless of this fact, they all spoke as if they were experts on either topic. 
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 And it was then, at the Stroke of Midnight, that Johnny Drakul entered the fray. 

 It had been a very warm October. No one knew why. Naturally it had been assumed by 

the denizens of the city, the pundits on the major news networks, and numerous homeless people 

that the balmy weather was simply a result of rampant climate disruption. But historical data, 

concerning years in which climate change had not yet begun, also showed, in some cases, that 

there had indeed been very warm Octobers before. And if Chelsea Greenspan had been in 

possession of a sense of humor, she might have made some sort of “Indian Summer” joke at the 

party. The point is, it was one of the hottest Halloweens that anyone at the party could remember.  

 But when Johnny Drakul walked in the door, the room went cold. 

 Chelsea shivered as she made eye contact with Johnny from across the room. He was tall, 

pale, and handsome, and had jet black hair, yellow eyes, and full, pouty lips. The crowd in the 

living room seemed to part around Johnny as he made a slow march toward Chelsea. His eyes 

never left hers. There was something disconnectedly analytical about his emotionless gaze, as if 

he were measuring Chelsea's dimensions, perhaps attempting to match her physical form with 

that of her (slightly) misleading digital persona. 

 “Chelsea,” he said. His voice had a musical quality to it, something very difficult for 

Chelsea to articulate when she tried to describe it to her mother over the phone the following day. 

It made her feel safe. But “docile” might have been a more appropriate term. Outside, a wolf 

howled, even though wolves of any sort had never made a documented appearance in the city 

during this century. “It’s me,” he said, extending his hand toward her. “Johnny.” 

 “Yes, I know,” Chelsea said placidly. She had been seated in a large armchair, but the 

moment her hand touched Johnny’s she slowly stood upright, her legs working of their own 

accord. He grasped her hand softly. His skin was icy cold. People were staring as he kissed the 

top of her knuckles. 

 “I’ve been waiting a very long time for this,” Johnny Drakul said. 

 Later that night they made love in Chelsea’s apartment. The sex was very different from 

what Chelsea had usually encountered during her last few years of singledom in the city. Johnny 

was a generous lover, seemingly interested only in Chelsea’s satisfaction. He was not like the 

other boys Chelsea had been with, who were always obvious in their intentions, who used 
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Chelsea’s body as a tool for what amounted to masturbation, and who penetrated her savagely, 

but dispassionately, the way a construction worker uses a jackhammer on asphalt. Chelsea was 

not a sidewalk to be cracked open, she was a gift that deserved careful unwrapping. And that’s 

precisely what Johnny had done to her.  

 Days later she would attempt to recall the exact events of their evening spent writhing in 

blissful agony underneath her sheets, but she was met with only the haziest of snapshots. 

Johnny’s face: A placid mask of determination. The baying of wolves in the distance. A sharp 

pain, amidst the pleasure, on her inner thigh. It was during a particularly boring meeting at work 

that Chelsea had remembered the pain, and whilst casually brushing her hand near the site of it, 

she found that it was sore to the touch and emitting heat. She stood abruptly during the CFO’s 

quarterly financial analysis and rushed out of the meeting room and into the executive restroom. 

Once inside, she locked the door and unzipped her skirt, lowering it below her knees.  

 There they were, on the inside of her thigh: Two identical puncture wounds, partially 

healed, ringed in pink and yellow, throbbing to the tune of her own heartbeat.  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Part 2: The proposal 

Half Moon 

 “It just makes me mad to see them so happy,” Chelsea said. “They haven’t even known 

one another that long and what, they’s just going to elope to the South of France? How fucking 

tacky. It’s like a bad movie.” 

 They were seated at a small café table on the river’s edge at one of Chelsea’s favorite 

restaurants. Johnny stared menacingly at the steak on the plate in front of him, knife and fork 

held tightly in his hands, each of which were shaking slightly. The steak was oozing blood, 

barely cooked. He was waiting for Chelsea’s food to be served and this seemed to be causing him 

a certain amount of discomfort. 

 “Who are we talking about again?” he said, tearing his eyes away from his meal and 

forcing himself to look his girlfriend in the eye. 

 Chelsea sucked on her teeth in frustration. “Telli Goldstein,” she hissed. “We’ve been out 

with her a hundred times.” 

 “Ah, yes,” Johnny said. “Very good for her.” 

 “Very good for her,” she said, mocking Johnny’s peculiar way of speaking.  

 A waiter swooped in with Chelsea’s gluten-free meal and placed it in front of her. A 

moment after she touched a fork to her food, Johnny attacked his steak with an animalistic 

ferocity.  

 “You are stressed, no?” Johnny said, in between mouthfuls, a thin ribbon of blood 

running down from the corner of his mouth. 

 “That’s a really nasty thing to say,” Chelsea said, draining her wine. “You’re saying I 

look ugly. And can you not eat like that? We’ve talked about this, Johnny.” 

 He dabbed at his lips with a starched, white napkin, bloodying it in the process. The 

tension that had been so evident in his expression and posture while waiting for Chelsea to be 

served was now gone. His eyes gleamed in the low light of the restaurant. 

 “I would never call you ugly,” he said. “You are the most beautiful creature I have ever 

met.” 
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 “Creature?” Chelsea said. “You think it’s appropriate to call your girlfriend of 11 months 

a creature?” 

 “I love you,” Johnny said. “I always will.” 

 “Whatever,” Chelsea said. “You’re acting weird.” 

 When dinner was over they walked along the river. Chelsea was tired and unhappy. After 

walking for a few minutes, Johnny lowered himself onto one knee and presented her with a small 

box covered in dark red velvet. He opened it to reveal a gold ring with a massive black diamond 

set into it. The stone seemed to absorb light. Johnny placed it on her trembling finger. She said 

“yes” to a question that was never asked. 

 On the way home, in the back of a taxi, Chelsea scratched at a pair of puncture wounds 

on the inside of her left wrist, smiling from ear to ear. 
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Part 3: The Demon Star 

New Moon 

 Chelsea held up a fur vest for her entire audience to see. Someone towards the back of the 

room actually gasped. 

 “Is this genuine?” she said. 

 “Of course,” Maximillian Hoffman said. He was seated a few feet away from her. “It’s 

Winter Fox. It took a dozen cubs to make it. It’s from Roma and I.” 

 “Oh my god,” Chelsea shrieked. “This is beautiful. What a wonderful and thoughtful gift! 

Can everyone see?” 

 There were nods and murmurs of confirmation.  

 They were on the roof deck of the Hudson Hotel in Hell's Kitchen. Chelsea was seated 

upon what could only be described as a small throne. The throne was made of crystal-clear 

acrylic and had a blood-red leather cushion for Chelsea’s comfort. She was surrounded by giant 

boxes and bags, each containing a gift for her or Johnny or the both of them. She had been 

opening them for the better part of an hour, in a process resembling something like an adult 

"show and tell.” Her guests were situated around her in white foldout chairs arranged in a semi-

circular pattern. Some people sat at the edge of their seats awaiting the next reveal, while others 

chatted and nibbled at cucumber sandwiches. 

 There were designer garments, jewelry, active wear, silverware, glassware—the usual 

items. The wrapping paper that once surrounded each gift lay discarded upon the floor amongst 

the empty packages. Sometimes Chelsea would throw tissue paper in the air with a flourish and 

scream maniacally, for what reason no one could really say. In addition to these standard fare 

wedding gifts, however, there were also some very strange tokens from Johnny’s side of the 

family: There were gold coins from fallen empires, misshapen totems made of wood and painted 

in the likenesses of smiley-faced children, a shrunken head, a jar of organs suspended in 

formaldehyde, and most strange of all, an infant Komodo dragon. As each one of these gifts was 

revealed, the audience grew more and more apprehensive; a few people even excused themselves 

for the remainder of the proceedings. One woman—Chelsea’s great aunt Jessica—actually stood 

up from her seat, spat on the floor, and screamed “Animals! These people are goddamn 
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savages!” and stormed off. No one present had seen Aunt Jessica exhibit that much energy since 

"the black president" had been elected to a second term. 

 "This is really, and I mean really, a fantastic engagement party, Chels," Telli said later.  

 She, Maximillian, and Chelsea were standing by the bar while the other guests played 

mini-golf or watched the football game on the large 4K television screens in the lounge area. 

“And of course, you look fab.” 

 "I'm so embarrassed," Chelsea said. "This champagne was supposed to be different. They 

gave us a hundred bottles of the wrong brand. It's cheaper than what we ordered." 

 "Hey, it tastes amazing," Maximillian said, trying to brighten Chelsea's mood. “And it’s 

an added bonus that you're saving money, right? Weddings are pretty pricey these days, or so I 

hear." 

 "Please don't do that, Max," Chelsea said. "Please don't treat me like I'm an idiot." 

 "Yeah, Max, please," Telli said. "This isn't the time for your jokes." 

 "Wait, what?" Maximillian said, but Telli gently tugged at his arm, indicating that he 

shouldn't take the conversation any further. "Okay, sorry. You're right. I'm sorry. This champagne 

is shit.” He put his unfinished glass down on the bar and proceeded to stare at it longingly. 

 The trio stood around awkwardly until Jamie Duboir and Alen Feder—old public school 

friends of Chelsea’s (my god, can't you practically taste the indignity of public school?)—sidled 

up to them. Following close behind the pair was a small girl with heavy black eye makeup, 

stringy blond hair and the unmistakable smell of brimstone trailing her like demonic perfume. 

She was carrying something in her claw-like hands, something covered in black fabric in front of 

her stomach. Maximillian, upon seeing her, twisted his face into an ugly scowl and literally ran 

off to another area of party.  

 “Ladies, ladies, ladies,” Jamie said. “Sorry we’re late. Alen’s uh, lady friend, uh, right? 

You guys are together, right? Like in a monogamous thing or whatever?” Alen nodded gravely. 

“Yeah, Alen’s girlfriend here—I’m sorry, sweetheart, what’s your name again?” The girl 

whispered something. “Right, uh, Lilith here was running a little late. So Alen was late. And I 

guess that’s why I’m late too.” 
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 “Hey Alen!” Telli said, hugging his stiff, nervous form. “And Lilith, very nice to meet 

you!” She extended her hand towards Lilith, who flinched and took a frightened step backward.  

 “Excuse me,” Chelsea said to Lilith. “But how old are you?” 

 Alen stepped forward and handed Chelsea an envelope, which partially pacified the Bride 

To Be. “This is from both of us. Lilith and I,” he said.  

 “What have you got there?” Telli said to Lilith, pointing at her stomach. “Is that a ball? A 

little ball to play with?” 

 Jamie broke out in laughter and slapped the bar top. “Oh that’s a doozy, you’re really 

going to want a drink before you hear this one,” he said. “Barkeep!” A white-shirted, black bow-

tied bartender appeared. "A whiskey and a whiskey," Jamie said.  

 "How would you like the whiskeys, sir?" 

 "In the same glass," Jamie said, and then finally turning his attention toward Telli, he 

said, "Hello, dear." 

 "Jamie," Telli said, the words oozing from in between her teeth like venom from a snake. 

"Long time, no see."  

 Years previously, the pair had dated, and parted on less than amicable terms. 

 "Lilith is pregnant," Alen said timidly. "She's several months along." 

 Chelsea's upper lip curled back in disgust. Telli's eyes widened. Jamie laughed so hard he 

coughed. The bartender served him his drink. 

 "I guess you guys are uh, handling this one as best as can be expected," Jamie said. "I just 

found out myself. My advice is to start drinking routinely throughout the day until this feels like 

it's happening to someone else." 

 Telli rolled her eyes at what she perceived as Jamie's incessant melodrama. 

 "But, and like, no offense or anything, who is this girl, Alen?" Chelsea said. "You 

disappear for months and you just show up with a pregnant teenager that no one has ever met? 

What is she doing at my engagement party? You haven't even RSVP'd to my wedding!" 

 Lilith's grip on her stomach tightened and her lip quivered. The smell of sulfur 

intensified.  
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 "I would really like your support," Alen said icily. "My parents have practically disowned 

me. I can't take money out of my trust fund until I'm thirty." 

 "Oh cry me a river," Chelsea said. "No one can. We're all waiting for the day, 

sweetheart." 

 "What about Lilith's parents?" Telli said. "Aren't they helping out? Won't they be there 

when the baby's born?" 

 Jamie choked on his whisky in a failed attempt to guffaw.  

 "Oh, I don't think so," he said. "Lilith's parents aren't from around here apparently. And 

hopefully they won't be coming this way anytime soon." 

 "Why would you say that, you asshole?" Telli said. 

 "What?" Jamie said, shrugging exaggeratedly. "Why does it always have to be a thing 

with you? Her parents are, I dunno, uh, immigrants or something. You think I was paying 

attention to any of this?" 

 "He's your friend!" Telli screamed.  

 "What the hell do you care if he's my friend or not?" Jamie said. He took a large swig of 

his drink. "You've made it pretty clear that you don't want to be involved in my life anymore. 

Aren’t you, like, getting fucking married or something? So, uh, just mind your own business, 

okay?" 

 "Involved in your life?" Telli spat. "You slept with another woman, you unrepentant 

asshole!" And then stomped off away from the bar. 

 "There was more to it than that!" Jamie said, following her. 

 "Wow," Alen said. "I guess that takes a little heat off of me, eh?"  

 Chelsea stood awkwardly against the bar while Lilith slowly positioned herself behind 

Alen, almost as if she were a small animal looking for shelter from a large predator. 

 "You know Jamie didn't even get me a gift," Chelsea said.  

 "Oh?" Alen said.  

 "He better pay up at the wedding. I don't think he knows that you're supposed to pay for 

your plate. Well basically. It's like an unspoken thing. I hope he knows about it though. We had 
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the fish flown in from Japan. It's fresh. Not cheap at all. He better pay. He'll pay. Won't he? He'll 

pay." 

 And then she left Alen and Lilith at the bar.  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Part 4: Un-ceremony 

Lunar Eclipse 

 "Alen's wife looks disgusting," Jamie said.  

 Telli slapped him on the arm playfully. 

 "Stop that," she said. "I think she's..." looking to her left and right to make sure no one 

was in earshot "...disabled." 

 "Yeah, uh, that's what I'm saying," Jamie said. "She's preg-nant. Actually, uh, is she even 

his wife? I really have no idea."  

 They were sitting in the pews--3rd row, Bride's side--at New Horizon Temple, one of the 

last Reform Judaism synagogues on Long Island. It turned out that apathetic millennial Jews 

weren't so keen on paying dues simply to attend temple twice a year for Rosh Hashanah and Yom 

Kippur services and so most of the houses of god had closed their doors to the next wave of 

nonexistent piety (many had become Korean Churches). But thanks in part to people like Jamie 

and Chelsea's parents--staunch Jewish traditionalists, loyal to the bitter end--New Horizon had 

been able to keep the lights on and the two hundred and fifty year old Torah in a computer 

controlled humidity chamber (when not in use by boys and girls on the verge of pubescence). 

 "Shut up," Telli said. "They're coming over here." 

 "Hey guys," Alen said, taking a seat next to Telli.  

 Lilith scurried into her seat next to Alen. She looked smaller than the last time they had 

all been together. Her hair had thinned significantly, to the point where she was balding above 

her forehead. Her eyes had turned a deep shade of orange. They glinted in the soft overhead 

lighting of the temple.  

 "Hi Alen!" Telli said. "And hi Lilith! How are you? You look so amazing. When's the 

little tyke due?" 

 "Hey, uh, shouldn't, uh, the little tyke in question be like, you know, out by now, dude?" 

Jamie said. 

 Lilith's lips moved rapidly as she whispered something neither Telli nor Jamie could hear. 

 "She says it takes people like her longer," Alen said. "But she feels it coming. She says it 

won't be long now." 
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 "It?" Telli said. 

 "The baby I mean," Alen said nervously. "It's really great to see you two back together." 

 Telli beamed and placed her hand on Jamie's lap. Jamie gave her a peck on the cheek. 

 "After we saw one another last time and had that horrible fight, I was overcome by this 

feeling. This intense feeling of warmth and forgiveness. It wasn't just a thought. I can't stress that 

enough. I feel something inside of me. Right here. And then I called my engagement with 

William off. He wasn’t happy mind you, but it just had to be done.” 

 She placed her free hand over her heart. 

 "It's as if I could feel the blood pumping in my heart when I'm with Jamie. I can't explain 

it any more than that." 

 Jamie leaned over. 

 "And I, uh, totally feel the same thing. My heart is like racing, uh, a mile a minute, man. 

We may have to get one of those babies like you guys." 

 Lilith whispered something to Alen. 

 "She says your baby won't be like ours. Our child's coming...what was it again?" 

 Lilith whispered in her frightened creature-like way. 

 "Foretold. Our child's coming is foretold. I don't actually know what she means by that." 

 Organ music filled the temple. It was less celebratory than what one might expect from a 

wedding.  

 "It's happening, it's really happening," Telli said. 

 The doors at the back of the temple opened to admit the first wedding party duo. Out 

came Maximillian Hoffman, and on his arm a tall, husk of a man named Zeek. Any area not 

covered by his tuxedo was wrapped in bandages. The only part of his body visible were his eyes, 

which seemed eerily similar to Lilith's. They were as orange as the setting sun.  

 "Do you uh, think, he's some sort of burn victim or something?" Jamie whispered in 

Telli's ear.  

 Telli shooed him away with her hand. She was enthralled with current events. 

 Maximillian and Zeek made their way to the elevated platform at the front of the temple. 

This was called the "bimah," although it was rather curiously and unanimously referred to as "the 
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blood stage" by those sitting on the groom's side. Upon the bimah sat a thin and tall lectern for 

the Rabbi, a wide dais on top of which the Torah scroll was to be read from, and two large 

thrones of wrought iron encrusted in rubies and festooned with red ribbons.  

 The presence of these thrones was apparently the result of a concession made by the 

Goldsteins to the Drakul Clan. Johnny and his ilk were part of a mysterious and very old religion 

that neither Chelsea, nor her parents, nor her friends could make heads or tails of. And although 

the Drakuls were devout, they were more than happy to allow Johnny to partake in a Hebrew 

ceremony so long as certain non-negotiable modifications were made to the ritual. The seating 

arrangements atop the bimah were the first of these modifications.  

 Maximillian and Zeek split off from one another. Maximillian went up the stairs on 

bride's side of the bimah and Zeek did the same for the groom's. Soon they were standing just a 

tad behind and to the side of their respective thrones. 

 Next came Roma Khan and Lester Wolvman. Roma looked stunning in her blood red 

dress but was completely overshadowed by the appearance of the man she was walking down the 

aisle with. 

 On a normal looking man of his build, the cut of Lester's tuxedo would have been 

immaculate. People would've remarked on it throughout the course of the evening, referring to 

him as the dapper one of his little group of monsters. Lester, however, was no normal looking 

man. He was in fact covered in thick tufts of brown fur. So thick that the fur seemed to pour out 

of his sleeves, pant legs, and the collar of his white oxford shirt. It sprouted from his forehead, 

nose, cheeks, and chin, covering his entire face. Even his hands were covered in it. 

 The pair eventually followed the paths set forth by Maximillian and Zeek. So too did 

Maxine Alba and Francois Stein (a lanky, black haired man with a large forehead and scars 

across his neck and wrists). And then finally Chelsea's maid of honor, Robin Yaffe, and Johnny's 

best man, his brother Vlad (a long haired version of his younger brother, only several shades 

lighter in skin tone) joined everyone on the bimah. 

 Then it was Johnny's turn. Although he was a man not given to displaying emotions of 

any kind, he did seem slightly nervous, which of course was to be expected on such a 
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momentous occasion. He walked slowly toward the bimah, took the steps carefully, and 

eventually wound up in front of his brother. 

 "This is it, here she comes," Telli said excitedly. "Here. She. Comes!" 

 Chelsea entered the synagogue and the room went cold. It was as if the entire 

congregation had found themselves in an icy lake. Telli's teeth chattered as Chelsea passed in 

front of her. Lilith was whispering to herself and rocking back and forth in the the pew as she 

farted out invisible clouds of sulfur.  

 Chelsea wore a vintage dress that had the appearance of a garment made in generations 

long past. She was completely enshrouded by it. The veil fell to her midsection; her hands and 

arms were covered in thin white gloves. It looked as if it could have been a relic from Johnny's 

family in the old country.  She slowly made her way to Johnny's side, at which point he pulled 

the veil over her head to reveal her face. 

 To say Chelsea looked ill wouldn't quite capture the exact nature of her appearance. The 

truth was, she looked like she was dying. Or rather, it looked like she had been dying over a 

period of days or weeks and the process was nearing its very permanent end.  

 Her face was an alabaster mask run through with purple, pulsating veins. Her eyes were 

opened wide as if pinned back and yet they had a strangely apathetic nature to them, as if they 

were capable of seeing everything but caring for nothing. Much in keeping with the apparent 

ocular theme of the festivities her irises bore a sunset-orange color.  

 The organ music crescendoed and stopped, leaving the chamber as silent as it might have 

been hours earlier when it was empty. 

 Johnny took Chelsea's hands in his as the rabbi entered the synagogue, following the path 

taken by members of the wedding party. When the rabbi arrived at his lectern, the wedding 

couple sat themselves in their thrones. 

 "For th-th-those of you who don't know me," the Rabbi said. "My n-n-name is Rabbi 

David Meltzer. I am ver-very honored to be here. M-m-marriage, as you know, is the process by 

which two souls are bonded for all of e-eternity. It is an arrangement that sh-sh-should not be 

entered into li-lightly. It is also a process that does not begin and end in this temple. Marriage is 
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something that must be continually tended to, day in an day out. And the Jewish tradition d-d-

dictates--“ 

 Suddenly the Rabbi doubled over in pain and screamed.  

 "Help me! Help me please. This is not right! Not in the house of God! I cannot be a party 

to this!” 

 Chelsea's bridesmaids all wore expressions of varying degrees of terror. Chelsea herself 

seemed unaffected, the same of which could be said of Johnny and his cohort.  

 "We call upon the true master of these proceedings," Chelsea and Johnny intoned in 

unison. Their voices carried a hypnotic quality. "We are not worthy to invoke his true name! 

Instead we say six-six-six, the number of the beast!" 

 The Rabbi shot up from the floor, pulled by an invisible force. His arms snapped 

backwards as a gnarled, slick paw emerged forcefully from his chest, tearing through his robe 

like it were tissue paper. The hand bore long steely claws, flecked with skin and blood. 

 Many people screamed all at once. Some could not scream at all. 

 The hand was soon joined by its twin, and together the hands tore the man's chest wide 

open to reveal the head, arms, and torso of a monster beyond the imagination of mortal men. The 

beast climbed his way out of the rabbi's chest, leaving behind an empty suit of flesh on the floor.  

 The creature was at least eight feet tall, with great big horns the same dark metallic color 

as its claws. Smoke curled from its lipless maw as it took in its new surroundings. 

 "Blood for blood," the Beast screamed. "Blood for blood!" 

 That's when the groomsmen attacked. 

 The first thing they did was go for their wedding party partners. Francois Stein hobbled 

over to Maxine Alba and ripped her head clean off. A spurt of blood arced from the stump of her 

neck and her body fell to the floor. Vladmir Drakul appeared to float over to Robin Yaffe, placed 

his hands on her hips, lifted her into the air, and drank the blood from her throat as he danced 

with her to a silent tune. Zeek made a beeline for Maximillian but tripped on a bandage that had 

unraveled and fallen out of his pant leg. Maximillian, seeing an opportunity, grabbed Roma by 

the arm, just as Lester Wolvman was about to snatch her with his fur covered hands, and ran off 

the bimah, dragging her behind him.  
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 He and Roma made their way to the back of the synagogue, where many wedding guests 

were already trying to escape through the main doors. But they were locked. 

 All the while Chelsea Greenspan and Johnny Drakul stood still as statues, staring out into 

a sea of panicked bodies. Ever so slowly, their thrones rose into the air. 

 The groomsmen, having either missed their first catch or just finished their appetizers off, 

crept from the bimah into the crowd and began to savage the wedding guests. Limbs flew, blood 

spattered.  

 "Oh my god," Telli screamed. "What are we going to do?" 

 "Stand behind me," Jamie said, grabbing a large prayer book from the back of the pew 

directly in front of them.  

 Lester Wolvman approached Alen and Lilith. He picked up Lilith, his enormous hand 

wrapping around her entire head. He lifted her high in the air while she squirmed to break free. 

The fur-covered monster man took the sight of her in. He sniffed at her groin and winced. 

Roaring magnificently, he tossed her behind him as if she weighed nothing. She sailed over 

several pews and fell in between two of them, hitting the floor with a dull thud.  

 Alen shouted, ”Lilith, no! I'm coming for you, sweetheart!" 

 Wolvman then tore Alen's arm from its socket and beat him to death with it. 

 In an effort to perhaps shield her from harm, Jamie shoved Telli backward. She tripped 

and fell, hitting her head on a window behind her. She gave out a curt yelp and then slid down 

against the window to the floor, having fallen into a state of unconsciousness. 

 Jamie threw the prayer book he he was holding at Lester. It glanced off of the beast-man's 

head. Lester let out another roar, this time something like a laugh, and kicked Jamie directly in 

his solar plexus, hitting him so hard his entrails blasted out of his back, the viscera falling in 

heaps and gobs upon Telli’s unconscious form.   

 The sound of gunshots reverberated within the temple. Three 9 millimeter rounds, fired 

from a subcompact Glock G26 handgun, tore through Lester Wolvman's chest, but they had little 

effect. He turned and leapt toward the gunman, Chelsea's great-uncle Jeff. Lester made short 

work of him by shredding his body to pieces—first his hands, then forearms, then the remaining 

pieces of arms at the socket. Lester grabbed the armless Uncle Jeff by one ankle and turned him 
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upside down. Loose change rained from his pockets. In one clean motion Lester severed both 

legs, at the knees, from Uncle Jeff’s body—his limbless torso fell to the ground and he soon 

died. 

 Maximillian and Roma made their way over to Telli. They hoisted her over and through 

the broken window as if she were a rag doll and then jumped out themselves. They half-carried. 

half-dragged Telli to the parking lot, where they eventually found Maximillan's rental car. After 

throwing Telli in the trunk, they got in the car and sped off, the wheels of the car whining as it 

went.  

 As the car swung out onto the street Vlad Drakul descended from the sky, landing mere 

feet from the front bumper. The car was traveling at upwards of sixty miles per hour when it 

smashed into Vlad and wrapped around him as if he were a telephone pole. Neither Roma nor 

Maximillian had been wearing their seat belts and they were both ejected forcefully through the 

windshield. They soared magnificently through the air, blood and glass twirling around them 

gracefully, until they landed in an intersection, their skin scraping on the asphalt. A speeding 

eighteen wheeler roared into the intersection and ran them both over, turning them to paste.  

 Vlad casually pushed the car off from around his body, the sound of metal rending in his 

hands. He slowly made his way to the trunk and grasped the handle as if he meant to open it. In 

one quick motion he tore the trunk door off of the car and flung it behind him. Seeing Telli 

crumpled in the trunk caused his eyes to widen slightly. He brushed the back of his hand across 

her face gently and then lifted her from the space.  

 Vlad drank her blood until she died, at which point he placed her neatly back into the 

trunk and then took off into the skies. 
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Epilogue: Birth in the shadow of death 

Full moon 

 The New Horizon Massacre, as it was being called, had practically become legend before 

the forensics team had even arrived. Over one hundred dead, maybe half that wounded, and 

nearly a dozen missing, including the bride and groom.  

 The inside of the temple had been destroyed. Bodies lay everywhere. Pews, somehow 

ripped from the floor, had been stacked against the interior walls of the ceremonial chamber, 

perhaps to keep the authorities from getting inside. Shredded scraps of Torah parchment fluttered 

from the rafters, other pieces clung to the faces of the dead. Blood, urine, and feces spattered the 

floor, walls, and ceiling. Several hardened police officers, veterans of twenty years or more, 

gagged and regurgitated at the sight of it all. Some were excused and sent home. 

 Without a doubt the aftermath of the massacre was the most violent thing that anyone 

who looked upon it had ever seen. But more than that it was strange.  

 For in the center of all the death and dismemberment, the destruction and debasement, lay 

a corpse most unusual.  

 It was Litlith Ogre, on her back, located dead center in the chamber. A small nearly 

perfect ring of dead bodies around her, and a larger ring of bodies around that. Four more rings 

around those, forming an array of six concentric circles in total.  

 The woman was clearly dead. But for reasons that defied the collective experience of the 

entire medical examination team, Lilith's body had been ravaged by an accelerated rate of decay. 

Her body was literally crumbling before everyone's eyes. But somehow it was also moving. 

 Or twitching rather. The body was twitching violently. From its toes to its fingers, Lilith's 

corpse convulsed so hard that it was practically bouncing around the center of the ring of bodies. 

The eyes opened and closed spasmodically; so too did the lips. And as the police officers and 

examiners approached it, the corpse--as if pulled by an invisible rope attached to Lilith's belly 

button--shot into the air. Her arms and legs, apparently unaffected by rigor mortis, hung limply 

towards the floor as she floated six feet above the ground, held by some eldritch power trained 

directly on her pregnant belly.  
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 For several minutes the corpse simply floated in place, but then suddenly her feet jerked 

apart from one another. As her legs approached perpendicularity with her torso, the convulsing of 

her body intensified. Her dress began to ride up her thighs, exposing her soiled underwear to the 

now dumbstruck police and medical examiners. Her legs did not stop however and soon a 

sickening tearing sound could be heard emerging from between them. It was then that her legs 

snapped fully into place, each at a ninety degree angle to her belly. Those standing immediately 

in front of Lilith Ogre’s body were sprayed with viscera as it was ejected forcefully from her 

split groin. They clutched their faces and clawed at their eyes as whatever horrific poison the 

substance contained burned through their flesh and skulls. Those that were unharmed ran to their 

colleagues’ sides, but nothing could be done for them. They were dead by the time they hit the 

floor. 

 The tearing gave way to mewling as a small creature emerged from Lilith Ogre’s body. It 

fell to the floor with a wet thud. It was mostly humanoid in appearance: two legs, two arms, a 

head, etc., but beyond that its biology seemed wholly divorced from that of a human being. The 

creature’s skin was not really skin at all but rather a rocky exterior the color of volcanic glass. 

The creature had two small horns above its flaming eyes and a pair of tiny, useless seeming 

wings undulating on its back. Thin wisps of smoke unfurled from its mouth. 

 The creature screamed. All the windows that had somehow remained intact during the 

massacre exploded into dust. Everyone in the room covered their ears, but it did them no good--

their eardrums all burst. Soon those left standing in the room fell to their knees, crying, begging 

for mercy as the creature grew in size. Its wings had now become big enough to lift its own 

weight.  

 Just when it seemed that the creature’s high-pitched screaming could not go on any 

longer, the texture of its sound changed, becoming deeper, more of a roar.  

 “The Age of Man is at its end!” the creature barked. It was now larger than any man or 

woman in the room and growing still. “Soon I shall return and destroy this world!” 

 And with that the creature took off, smashing through the ceiling, raining debris on the 

dead and living alike. 

The end.
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