CHAPTER 24

“Hurry Donald,” his mother yelled to him from the terminal with Chang walking behind him at a moderate pace.

“Glad to meet you.  I’m Doris, Donald’s mom,” she had to say hastily for they were about to miss their flight.  Their hands locked in traditional manner for introduction.  They made the flight to Mongolia just in time.  “Grandma’s going to meet us there; she has been on the site awhile already.”

Lee and Donald were on their way to Mongolia to see Donald’s Grandma at an Archaeological dig hoping to find pieces of Genghis Khan’s kingdom.

“Did you guys pack enough clothes?”  Donald’s mom asked.

“Yes mom.”  Donald leaned close to his mom, “Please hold down on the overprotective stuff, ah, mom.  You’ll, uh, embarrass me.”

“OK Donald, I’ll tone it down for my baby scholar,” she said this while grabbing his cheek.  “We’ll be in Ulaanbaatar Mongolia in no time.”  This thought scared Donald; it’ll be 24 hours of his mom in front of Lee.  Sure enough, he looked over to see Lee staring at this mom/son ritual quizzically. 

 'Great,' he thought, ‘a television show for Lee at my expense.’  Donald grabbed the pillow, placing his face in it as fast as possible.

Upon arrival at the airport, a truck was waiting for them about 100 miles from the capital to the dig.  “No man's land- I love it,” Chang said.  “There is man on border to China we are going to see after we have finished with dig.  This is a place I've always wanted to go.”

It took them almost an hour to arrive because of the terrain.  Upon contact, Donald’s mom showed them to the tents that they'd be staying in for their duration here.

“We'll be eating with your Grandma, and rest, for the days around here start at about six in the morning.”  Early mornings were no threat to the daily rituals of Donald and Lee due to their training regiments.

They walked to a pit after they had put up their belongings in the tents.  The pit had a big bowl cooking over a fire.  Donald's Grandma was there with three other archaeologists scribbling notes on the finds of the day.

When his Grandma saw Donald approaching, she stood up with a huge smile upon her face.  “You have grown so much!”  She said still in a very distinct Russian accent.

Donald spoke in Russian to her, “Good to see you Grandma.”

“I'm so glad to see you on your first dig,” she responded back in Russian.

“Iz zist the friend your mutter has talked about- Lee?” she spoke in English now.  Donald’s Grandma told her name, Arimatha Nikilova.  She had kept her own last name due to her prestige in the archeology field pre-marriage.

Donald introduced them, and they talked for awhile, getting caught up on all the events that they have gone through, their journey’s in life that Donald actually thought was getting more interesting since his friendship with Lee Chang.  He felt since the last time they had spoken, which was a long time ago; he actually had something to talk about around the campfire.  

 When they decided to retire to their tents, Lee spotted about twelve Russian soldiers.  “Your Grandma is well protected,” Lee said to Donald.

Donald's mom explained, “No dear, they guard the site, and Putin's daughter.  The Russian government probably sent the soldiers to spy on the budget money they invested, but they get a portion of any antiquities for getting the Mongolian government to sign off on the dig.  They funded the dig because Vladimir's daughter Sasha wanted to try her hand at treasure hunting.  Putin is some type of big shot at the Kremlin I guess.”

Both Lee and Donald went to their tents and went to sleep exhausted from the trip.

Donald's Grandma woke them up promptly at six in the morning and handed them both a plate of gruel.  “Yum,” Lee said.  

“Yuck, might as well eat maggots Lee,” the look of disgust was evident on Donald’s face.

They were being assigned to site five to learn the aspects of digging and dusting.  Walking over Donald asked Lee how he slept, “Like sleeping in eyeglow.”

Donald laughed, “Its igloo my friend.”

“Yes, Yes, sharp you are,” Chang told him.

They both went to site five and were shown the ropes of digging in archeology.  “This is kind of boring and, um, why are we digging in the cold anyway?”

“Probably the only way they could get a license,” Lee responded.

Donald's Grandma started to clap as the Russian soldiers approached in full winter attire.  “Here comes Sasha Putin, a very sweet girl Donald,” Arimatha was trying to give him a hint.  Out from the circle of soldiers appears Sasha Putin, in a white soldier's winter military uniform with the traditional Russian Babushka hat on and very dark sunglasses over her eyes.

 “Better step way Donald, she's all mine,” Lee stood up to introduce himself.  “I’m Lee Chang, Ambassador to America son, your future husband.”

Sasha had a model's jaw line with voluptuous red lips and perky breasts,   Lee's eyes instantly gravitated to her chest area.  Sasha just stared at him through her dark black sunglasses.  Donald decided to take over the boshed introduction for Lee.  “His, ah, name is Lee and, uh, um, my, ah, name is Donald.”

Lee slowly turned his head to look over at his buddy stammering away.  Donald repeated the introduction in Russian when he got no response from Sasha.  As Lee suspected she only spoke Russian, which was the reason for the cold reception he hoped would be warming his bed later.  Sasha, even with the sunglasses on, was probably the hottest girl that Lee had ever seen.

 “She's all yours,” Lee told Donald, “can't date girl if I can't understand her, unless she doesn’t want sofa talk.  I could deal with that.”

Donald ignored Lee’s blotched sofa for pillow comment and turned instantly shy as she spoke back in her native language to Donald.

“I'm delighted to meet you both finally,” Sasha creased a smile that made Lee and Donald melt.  Smiles are usually thought of as universal boundary breakers.

“Stop that you two,” Donald blushing was not hidden from his Grandma.  Arimatha play smacked Lee who was almost drooling.  “She is my baby girl,” his Grandma placed a hand around Sasha.

“How old is she?”  Lee asked.

“Only sixteen,” she responded back.  That really mattered less to Lee.  Age was not an issue in China but beauty, and even though she was mostly covered up, she exuded sex.  Lee made no hiding that he was fixated on her curves that were pronounced even through her snowsuit.  Her black hair that came to her breasts was entrancing.

They went back to the grind as Lee was watching every move that Sasha made from the corner of his eyes, as she dug, even though she paid him no mind.  “She's has to be witch sent to enchant me so much.”

“Please, uh, Lee your embarrassing me,” Donald replied.

Sasha spoke to Donald a few days later in Russia, “Your Grandma is respected Archaeologist, she taught you our language well.  She says you go to Princeton, I don’t know  that school.”

“Yeah, uhn, it's, ah, alright,” Donald stammering his lips dry all the way to the bank.  “Wow,” he thought, “even her standing here; she has her head cocked like a model, it's so arousing.”  Donald wondered if she knew she could have instant control and attention of any man on Earth.

“Your Grandma is teaching me some English, 'Sasha still speaking Russia, “Like hello..., (Hello in English) she taught me.”  Sasha back in Russian said, after her attempt at Hello.  She tried more English words, “Gut day, Zank ya.”  She went back too telling Donald in Russian, “Things like that.  I want to learn more, tell me how to say in English its cold.”

“Uh, ah, cold,” Donald said in English.  He could not even look directly at her, him being so shy and stunned by her beauty.

Zank you,” she said in broken English.  “How zay, she went back to Russian.  “Want food?”

“Food,” Donald got the word out in English.  Sasha tried the best she could, “Foot.”

 “Uh, yeah, good Sasha,” Donald stammered in Russian.  “How zay?” she said, “I'm sexy,” in Russian.

That about made Donald feint, “Yeah, um, well, ah, yes-yes, you say, uhm, wow, yes you are,” Donald said that knowing his confidence in telling her would not be known in Russian, she didn’t know he was providing her with not a translation but an answer in English.  She began to try and utter his stammering as well as how to say that.  “Zest ya arre,” Sasha said.

Donald tried to clean it up and told her,” Uh, no, its, ah, ah,” in Russia he stammered.  “I am sexy,” he finally got out in English.  

 
Sasha tried to imitate it in English, “Ah Ammm Zexzee,” She got out in heavily accented English.  Donald told her she was catching on in Russia.

Sasha turned around and was repeating, “ah ammmm Zexzee, calt, and foot,” in English, as she walked off letting Donald catch his breath, he got a look at her backside and thought, 'I've never imagined such beauty.'  He closed his eyes to reduce his heart palpitations.  

On Lee and Donald's last evening before they went to the border, they listened to his Grandma go on and on about the first Emperor of China's burial site, “Someday Lee, maybe seeing zat could be reality, bit I don't know how long I've got to live in this old body.”

“Your youth is invigorating,” Lee responded.

Donald joked with him, “Lee, just because my, uhm, Grandpa is not here at the dig, doesn't mean my Grandma is on the market.”

Sasha came out and sat by the fire for the first time with her sunglasses off.  Her eyes sparkled blue and would hold the eye of every male in a room of super models.  “Sare yoo go Don-alt?”  Sasha got out surprisingly in English.  

 
Back in Russian he told her, “We, uhm, go to, ah, visit, ah, some of Lee's friends tomorrow.”  Donald's Grandma sat there smiling, seeing that it was very difficult for Donald to maintain any eye contact with Sasha.  Lee was just thinking how long it would take Donald to read her one page of Tolstoy to her with all the stuttering.

“Teach me more English sometime Donald,” she said in Russian.

“Ah, uhm, that would, ah, oh, be, ah, good,” Donald stammering with his eyes down thinking, 'I'll never see beauty as this again,' but she is such a person real to even talk to a stuttering idiot such as me.’  They talked until the time arrived for Lee and Donald to leave.

That night at 8:00, Donald and Lee took off in a truck.

“Why didn't you tell your mom and Grandma about our business venture?  Lee asked.

“Its mot a sure thing, uhm…yet.”

“How bout that Zex kitten,” Lee said imitating Sasha's accented English.

“Way outta’ my league, and yours too,” Donald told Lee.

“I'll have to agree that not even my lady skills could score that one,” Lee admitted.

At about midnight, they arrived at a village near the Chinese border.  It looked as if no one was out in the streets, just howling wolves from the nearby mountains.  The town looked rundown, with a set up that resembled a Chinese version of the American West with what structures they had on one street.

“This is a ghost town.”

“I know Donald, the natives fear night here,” Lee told him.

“Like Transylvania.  What, ah, are we doing here anyway?”

“Curiosity my friend, nothing more,” Lee shut the truck off. 
 “There's a light on in that hut over there,” Donald said pointing to a small wooden house near the end of the street.

They parked and went in the cloth covering that hung from the door, the cloth covering that was the door.  An old Mongolian, with a Fu Man Chu beard, glanced up from the cup he was holding.  Lee spoke the Mongolian dialect, a cousin of Chinese, “Where is Za- Dan?  We ask humbly.”

The man garnished a look of incredulity upon his weathered face.  “Why of all men would you seek a fate such as meeting him?  Don't you see his name is a thing of terror?”  The man continued to look down before he went on, “You are Chinese, and American-go back to a safer place.”

“We seek his guidance,” Lee not swayed by village fear, or anything for that matter that he has encountered yet.

“Crazy you'd be to want to see him.  He's mad and a commander of the dead, a necromancer he is, but if your bravery be above that of your brains, follow the cries in the mountains; there you will meet your ends.”  The man scurried to the back behind a curtain of beads yelling, “Come back to the tavern after sunrise.  We're open sunrise to sunset.”

“I guess we're on our own,” Lee said looking at Donald.

“What's his problem?  And that, uhm, was a tavern?”

“He's afraid of necromancer,” Lee not looking deterred at all.

“Necromancer?  Like someone who allegedly, ah, calls on the dead.  Um, bullshit, but your culture is rich in folklore, if it floats your boat, we'll go see necro-panties,” Donald thought best then that he shouldn’t intentionally screw up words around Lee, he would take that as the real pronunciation.

“Donald tonight you'll doubt no more.”

As they drove off, Donald noticed two staggering drunks in the rear view mirror thinking, 'not everyone is scared of the big bad wolf.’

They drove off toward the mountains following the howling of the wolves.  After an hour of driving, they saw a huge cage with what looked about seven very slowly moving men in the cage.  “Probably, ah, the village jail,” Donald joked after seeing the village tavern.  The wolves were on the outside of the cage howling at the men inside.  It was just a barred cage resting in the middle of nowhere.

In the distance, you could see an eerie glow coming from a cave that was about a quarter mile up the ledge of the mountain.  Lee parked the truck.  The pair began to walk the rest of the way up the mountain.

Shortly after the foreigners had left the tavern, the shopkeeper was in his room lit by candles.  His furnishings were meager, a crate for a candle desk, and a straw bed that he had prided on making it appear to be a mattress, which was priceless in these parts of Mongolia.  His train of thought was lost when he heard a thud in the other room.  “I told you we are closed.  Come back when the sun is up,” he yelled.  Some glass then shattered.  The owner took a candle and went to exit the cloth door.  Besides his other candle on the stand, was his Buddhist seal of safety.  If only that little seal could have been personified at that moment, and spoke things to the owner of it, things might have been different, the owner opened the curtains that would take him into the tavern, but was greeted by a set of two eyeballs instead.  Two plain white eyeballs, no pupils, the rest came into view as he saw a black liquid drooling from its mouth, of what looked like it used to be alive, a person of former standing with the living.  The town was awakened that night with the shriek of the tavern owner.

Donald and Lee walked towards the entrance of the cave and a deep voice sounded out in English.

“Who approaches my sanctuary?”

“Lee-” he was cut short.

“Mr. Chang and his side kick, Mr. Marcus,” he responded before Lee could finish, “Come in.”

As they walked in, another being approached gazing at them through white eyes.  Its skin was pulled tight and all of its teeth were visible because of it's, small, cracked lips, and lack of gums, it appeared to be gurgling out a noxious black fluid.

“Nice costume,” Donald said as he continued to walk past it.  “Didn't know, ah, they had good latex, uh, FX here in Mongolia.  Good guess that we both spoke, uhm, English though.”

The man was sitting in front of an open book, robed.  He was tattooed with symbols, which seemed to cover any exposed flesh.  He appeared to be about 110 years old, stunk, and had a beard, although no hair on his head.

He whispered, “Va-Moosh” to the white eyeballed thing.  “Sit,” the man commanded, extending his bony hand.  “Mr. Chang, you've come to seek.  Your thirst for power is unquenchable and Mr.Marcus is a saber of wisdom, a master of words.”

“Well, uh, sorta’.”

“Shut up!” the man grumbled, “Mr. Chang, speak!”

“Honorable Master, I seek to learn of Necromancy, “Lee announced while kneeling and bowing his head.  The master struck Lee with the back of his hand.  Lee didn't move.

“It is both of you I should ask for wisdom.  The Dragon's breath is with you,” the old man sneered.

Donald looked over at Lee.  “What, did you, uh, tell him we were coming?”

“This one doesn't believe,” Za-dan noted.

“No.”  Lee replied

“I believe science is God, Mr. Za-dan,” Donald defended himself.

“Fool in that respect!”  Za-dan stood up.  “Relieve the “Mr.,” connotation!”  Za-dan ordered, staring at Donald.  Donald's face puckered from the stench of the man with the rotting teeth.

“A little, uh, mouth wash would, uh-” but he was cut off as Za-dan placed a crooked dagger to his throat.

“Tonight after, your blood will mix with mine in the dark hours.  A trial by fire I will be judged, executed, so lovely, so sweet to know death as it is supposed to be.”

Lee looked up, clutching his medallion with his right hand.  He extended his hand out opening his fist toward the knife.  The blade flew from Za- Dan's hand and Donald was thrown back, preventing the blade from slashing Donald’s neck.  Lee leaned back and again bowed his head.  “Never touch my friend, Za-Dan.  Your zombies will do you no good either if you try again,” he warned as one approached him.

Before the old man could again whisper, “Va-Moosh,” Lee stood clutching the medallion this time in his left hand.  He extended his right arm, palm out, fingers splayed, while softly blowing breath towards the zombie.  The tattered skin began to fly off the zombie; its eyes being pushed back into its head, filling the sockets with mush and darkness, before the head was ripped form its shoulders, followed by its right arm and both its legs.  The pieces of the corpse smashed into the cave wall.

“As I said,” Lee said with confidence.

“Your power is real with the dragon.  You have sought to learn in life and now you will be taught.  Then I shall go,” Za-Dan's speech often confusing to both of them. 

At that moment, the tavern owner was brought in, as Donald was still startled on the ground, trying to snap back into it.

“Ka Da Boo Maye,” Za-Dan uttered.  The zombies pushed the owner before him.  Za-Dan retrieved his crooked dagger.  Lee's eyes were fastened upon him, while he grasped his medallion.

The man was pleading to Za-Dan in Mongolian that he was sorry to have spoken of him.  Za-Dan answered, “You brought them to me.  You have completed the cycle whether I wanted it or not.”  He stooped down and grabbed the owner's hair throwing his head back.  Za-Dan with one slash of the blade cut his neck wide open.  The darkness of his pipe hole, his esophagus, momentarily showed before the blood poured out of the wound.  He called for his zombies to feed upon the blood.  They lapped at the wound greedily as dogs at their water dish after a hot long walk in the park.

“Tomorrow you two shall return after sundown, you shall learn what you seek,” Za-Dan began speaking in an unknown tongue while carving a symbol in the dead man's chest.  Lee and Donald slowly walked out of the cave.

Donald looked at Lee, “Didn't think you'd try and convince me of this garbage by bringing me to a movie set, to, ah, get me to believe in this shit.”

Lee was amazed at Donald's reluctance to believe, all he could say is, “Let's go to inn, I'm exhausted.”

They slept about twelve hours to awake at about 5:00, to get a drink at the tavern.

“See the tavern owner will be there, and you'll see I foiled, uhm, your ‘convincing’ session Lee.”

“No show Donald.”

They went into the empty tavern.  The village still looked abandoned.  Shutters closed when people would see Lee and Donald walk by.  “Ah, we can drink as much as we want with no competition,” Lee said.

They poured themselves a drink of whatever was in the vessels.  They drank until the sun began to set.  The reddish tint of the descending sun placed an eerie glow across the barren land.

Donald motioned for Lee to check out was behind the curtain.  There was the tavern owner, eyes closed.  The blanket was pulled up to his chin.  “There's your, ah, tavern owner.”

Lee stared blankly, “Here's to New Years, it's 1991.”  They clanged the wooden cups. 

 “To New Years,” Donald obliged.  They sat back down.  Shortly after, there was a groan from behind the curtain.

“Why don't you take look at your actor?”  Lee just stayed in his seat looking straight ahead.

“No, uhm, problem, think I'm afraid?”  Lee said nothing, so Donald got up to take a look.  Donald looked in to see the tavern owner with blank eyes.  Around the neck of the owner was nothing but maggots slithering around the wound from last night.  Donald casually walked over and said, “Nice costume.  You are, ah, really good in your profession.”  The candles had almost melted to their bases.  The owner turned to look at Donald and growled.  Donald walked up and put his fingers in the wound of the tavern owner.  He pulled up from the wound, as if removing a mask.  His hand in a pile of maggots went upward and he found his finger entering the hole of the man's esophagus.  Upon looking down at the man, he noticed his fingers coming up through the man's open mouth, pus pouring out from its throat.  For the first time, the reality hit home.  “This is fuckin’ real,” Donald said, quickly removing his hand.

Lee pushed Donald aside as it grabbed Donald's arm, taking a chunk of flesh out with his mouth.  Donald looked to see his exposed bone before the blood flooded into the cavern of flesh.  For some reason the Zombie looked horrified to have done this to Donald, opening its mouth wide, maggots and black fluid poured onto the straw mat.

Lee brought his hand in a chop formation upon the head of the once living owner.  His hand burrowed all the way to the zombie's nose with a loud crack, breaking through the skull.  Lee slapped the remnants of the owner's brain on the ground that clung to his hand.

“Now I'm going to, ah, be that,” Donald pointing to the twice-dead owner.

“What?”  Lee replied.

“You, ah know, in the zombie movies, you become one after they bite you,” Donald was not trying to think about the pain.

“Highly unlikely, you watch too much movie,” Lee taking this with a grain of salt.

“Lee you better tell me, uh, that, ah, this is a movie!  I will do some suing!”

“Does your arm feel like movie?”  Lee handed him the Buddhist protection seal.  “Keep this on you.”  Lee began to bandage up his arm for Him, “We'll go see Za-Dan, make sure you’re alright.”

They traveled back as the sun was continuing to go down.  They passed the cage and noticed only piles of ashes in the cage contrasted to the movement of the undead last night.  When they arrived to the cave, Za-Dan told them to sit before him.

“You will be OK Donald.  Hear my words of Necromancy and heed them well.  If you want to copulate with a dead female, you have to ask the permission of the death angel himself before necrophilia.  Wait before you speak,” Za-Dan seen the eyes of Donald on that rule.  “I will pass my art onto you for you have sought me without fear.  Lee take my Mongol Book of the Dead.  With this, you can only create the undead.  Donald follow me to save your wound.”

Lee stood up but Za-Dan motioned for him to sit down.  Lee looked at Donald and Donald nodded as well in agreement.  Donald and Za-Dan walked up to a metal door that led them down a passage in the cave, they had only a candle to light their way.  They came to another metal gate that led into a very dark room in the cave.  Once the candle exposed its contents, Donald got a little nauseous.

Chained to the wall was another member of the dead.  This one was more decomposed then the rest, and was a woman, or was a woman chained to the wall.  Only small patches of flesh remained on the skintight body.  One eye was all that remained in the skull of the unfortunate woman.  A snake at that moment was weaving inside that long lasting socket.  The cartilage of her nose had been rotted away showing the complete holes of her bone nostrils.  A film of mucous coated her body, as she barely moved but to look upon Za-Dan.  Her bony legs were barely able to hold her skeleton torso upright.  The fat of her breasts had long ago been consumed, now they dangled under the dress as empty wine skins.  Her dress looked new; a purple corset adorned the skeleton.  Strangely, the hair on her head looked intact, long and black it fell to her knees.  Her hair had grown since her death.  A long death ago, that has been, o’ so long for the hapless victim.  Eternal weaver of darkness, the sun does not fall to the glory of some.

The mystery was told by Za-Dan, “This is my wife.  I can only live as long as she can.  Now that you have arrived, that no longer has to be.  The last of her blood will be gone tonight.  The poisoned blood sustains me.  Come to the bench with me,” he motioned with his hand.  ”She is almost out of black blood.  The flesh has dried up and fallen off where I have drunk of the last of its venom in that area.”

Za-Dan began reading strange words again from the book that was on the bench, “Shul-botay-AU Rin Maye, Taz loot le maye.  Crez Pot tee-a.Roce Cruamne Le Me.”  He continued to speak these words as the room began to form icicles on the ceiling.  It was already cold outside but it got to be real cold inside.  Donald looked up to see black blood form and drip from the ceiling, as Za-Dan's words became louder.  He looked back at Za-Dan to see him slicing open his left forearm from wrist to elbow.  The blood was crimson with black blood swirling in it.  Candles lit themselves on the wall.

Za-Dan suddenly spun around and grabbed Donald's head throwing it back.  Lee had felt the atmosphere changing and was yelling for Donald from the first gate.  Donald felt powerless under the strength of Za-Dan.  He pulled Donald to underneath where the drops of black blood were falling from the ceiling.  Donald's gaze was held by the black seven-pointed star on the ceiling, the star of death, with an unknown alphabet surrounding it.

The drops began to fall right into Donald's throat.  On each drop, a symbol flashed in Donald's minds eye.  With the falling of each of seven drops, a different symbol flashed in his head.  Donald tried to think of Ben to get peace.  All he remembered Ben saying was, “I'm with you bro,” not very comforting at a time like this.  Seven drops, seven symbols, all had come to the knowledge of Donald.  Lee had just crashed through the first gate.  Za-Dan let go of Donald's jaws.  Instead, Za-Dan thrust him by the back of his head onto the open wound on his arm.  The blood spilled into the mouth of Donald.  The taste was horrible.  ‘How could this nightmare be happening to me?’ he thought.

“I told you your blood would mix with mine before midnight of this night after our first.”  Za-Dan tore open the wound on Donald's arm caring not to unwrap it.  “Now let's take care of that wound.”  Za-Dan began to pull open the wound with his fingers until the flesh ripped enough for a steady stream of blood.  Za-Dan shoved Donald's arm in his own mouth.  Blood was coming from Donald's eyes; they were blood red.  Then as soon as it started, it was over.  Za-Dan let Donald fall to the floor in a trance shaking.

Lee yelled from the gate to the room, “You'll pay with your life necromancer.”

“Yes I will,” he replied.

Lee went to grab his necklace and noticed it was gone.  Lee begun to punch and kick the steel doors as Za-Dan leaned over the shaking body of Donald.  “Lee can create as you can, but you can control and destroy also.  Now destroy my wife,” Za-Dan told Donald.

Donald's eyes turned towards the chained skeleton.  A symbol flashed in the mind of Donald.  Immediately, all remaining flesh peeled away from the living corpse, sending the snake slithering off, Za-Dan grabbed Donald’s face,

“Ko mai Onme, with me dead-no one can control you.  The living you are, but walking away dead you have become.”

The second gate slammed open and Za-Dan came face-to-face with someone about bring hell to Earth on someone, Lee Chang was the bringer of his hellish destiny.

“My blood is gone.  I can die now,” Za-Dan spoke softly.  

Lee looked down to see Donald convulsing on the ground.  Lee looked up, “And die you shall necromancer.”  Lee approached Za-Dan, who didn't even flinch.  Lee delivered three forceful impacts to Za- Dan's countenance, the cracks rung around the room.  Lee then drew up a tremendous breath and exhaled it on Za-Dan, who was now on his knees, while bringing both hands locked together upon the head of Za-Dan.  The force sent Za-Dan's neck completely backward.  Za-Dan was now looking at Lee, head parallel to his own back, folded over but still upright on his knees.

After getting Donald in the car, Lee burned the body of Za-Dan, as all the wolves stayed silent.  The trial of fire was complete with the burning of Za-Dan’s body.

CHAPTER 43

Lee was lying in a hospital in Istanbul Turkey, recovering from the bullets wounds.  “The vacation has ended for me, for at least two week.”

“Yes it has warrior.  I'll be back after a week from the Ukraine so we can go to Tibet, if you feel like it.  Even then, we'll have a month left on vacation before school resumes.  This book is yours,” Donald said handing Lee the book of the Assassin Magus.

Lee took the book, “I'll have some of my favorite reading material at least.”

“I'll leave you to call every one and let them know of our status, since you'll need things to do.  We'll just leave out the part of destroying an ancient sect of people that the world thought had ceased to exist.  We need to be remembered in history as peacemakers; not the destroyers of peace.”

“Raheem had to know what was going to happen.  Doesn't your Muslim name mean destroyer?” Lee asked.

“Yeah, but it's also another for Allah,” Donald replied.  “I 'm leaving you an Arabic translation book, since your Arabic isn't that good.”

Lee opened the book, the first chapter read in Arabic.  Healing and Casting Out Demons.  Lee thought to himself, “That's a good chapter to begin with.”  Later Lee contacted the office at S.D.L and received the messages left by Carlos Garcia.
“Hello,” Carlos Garcia answered.

“This is Lee Chang, S.D.L; I received a message form General Garcia.  How may I assist you?”

The General popped a quick wheelie in his chair out of excitement.

“I've been calling to only get secretaries.”

“Well now you got Vice President.  What can I do for you?”

“Are you familiar with Senator Craven?” Carlos inquired.

“No I am not.”

“Well Mr.Chang, he's a heavy hitter for the defense department and he'd like you and Don Marcu to join him for dinner to discuss your recent innovations.”

“That's good General..., unfortunately, we on vacation for rest of summer until Princeton starts in middle August, “Lee said munching on his hot bun.

“No problem.  You guys attend Princeton correct?”

“Yup,” Lee not really caring about the ongoing conversation.

“I'm giving a speech there August 25th, to the general school.  Can I expect to see you there?”

“Of course, prestige be power, we'll be there with glowing hats on,” Lee swallowed his bite.

They hung up.  “Glowing hats?  I think he means with bells on.”

Donald arrived at the airport in Odessa, Ukraine.  His grandmother was waiting for him smiling.  “Hey Grandma,” Donald hugged her.  They drove to the motel to unpack.  Donald didn't have much.  He and Lee carried light; for this was their pilgrimage, only the basic necessities were taken.

“I hope your friend is alright?” Arimatha asked.

“He's stone.  The Iraqi soldiers didn't care for us site seeing, I guess,” Donald prevaricated a tad.  “So where's the dig?”

“We'll discuss that all over dinner.  What's with the Muslim Kurta and multicolored Koofi on your head?”

“Just dressing the part for where we travel.”

“You've always been an interesting one Don.  We have dinner tonight at Patmos with your grandfather.  He still likes that distasteful Egyptian food, I got him to settle for Greek.”

At the restaurant, they all caught up on all the things Donald has been doing.  Donald felt the waitress behind him; he didn't even look when he heard, “Donalt can I take zeet?”  Donald turned his head to see Sasha standing over him with her black hair reaching to the tops of her breasts, her hair cut just like the image of Cleopatra, except Sasha's had levels on the sides, until they reached her back that was uncut and just below her shoulder blades.  Her deep blue eyes took him away from the table as if the pleasures of heaven dwelled in her vision.  Sasha had a skintight white shirt cut at the midriff, exposing her firm stomach, the outline of well-defined stomach. ‘Those red lips, the hip bones creasing to her netherworld in low cut leather pants, hugging tightly to her gorgeous legs, with that big white buckled belt.  How fucking hot,’ Donald's mind in a vortex.

His Grandma smacked his hand to bring him out of the trance she put him in, “There's no dig Don, Sasha just wanted to see you.”

“Yes!  Sasha sit, please, by all means,” Donald regained his composure.  The butterflies stung his stomach, he thought, “She wanted to see me?”

“She flew here just to see you, she says you make her laugh,” Arimatha added.  The Joe Pesci, “I’m a clown scene from Goodfellas popped in his head.

She turned towards him sitting, snapping her hair across her face like one of those wet shampoo commercials.

“I lern Eng-lish, to talk you,” Sasha had very broken English.

“How have you been, you look,” shaking his head in bewilderment, seeing her for the first time without her snow uniform, “Fantastic, Whoa, really really good.”

“Sex Zee..., yez, for you,” she was trying her hardest to speak English.  Her eyes locked with his, drawing him into her youthful beauty.

“Vee dance.  Yes?”

“The pleasure would be mine.  Shit!” Donald had a stream of confidence for this dream girl.

“Donald?” his Grandma said in disapproval.  The cuss word brings the emotion every time.

“Let's go!” she spoke back in Russian, grabbing his hand.  Donald confused, thinking this is a formal restaurant.  Sasha was not meaning to dance in there.  Donald admired the clefts, indentations right before her ass, which a glorious inch of that was exposed.  Donald tried to hide his erection as he walked behind her.

They went to the door where two Russian officers awaited her, AK- 47s in hands.  She told them in Russian they were going to the club across the street.  The officers followed her and Donald.  The bouncer's jaw dropped seeing Sasha, they didn't have to wait in the line that stretched a full block.

The dance club had Donald's taste in music, Techno.

She led him to the dance floor; every guy in there left the attention of his girls to look upon the living, breathing beauty that was Sasha Putin.  She shook her head from side to side, throwing her hair seductively across her face, swaying her hips so her butt would push out to one side, legs moving her model like performance, she'd hit the floor holding the side of her hair while spreading her legs wide open before standing straight back up off the floor, the outline of her succulence could be seen hiding beneath the leather pants.  She took both of her hands extending them outward, twisting her hands with a finger moving in a come-hither motion.  They locked on the floor, her body pressed against his.  Donald slid his hands from her outer thighs to her waist, touching her flesh, he put his right leg hers and they moved together.  The room was theirs, to each other there was no one else in there at the moment, their moment.

Sasha grinding her crotch on his leg as Donald looked into her eyes.  Some of her hair was upon her face because of her sweat.  Donald kept his gaze on her, her mouth slightly open, very seductively her could see her tongue glide in her mouth, glistening.  Donald didn't know what came over him, his mouth just opened and the words just flew out in Russian. “I want you forever.”

Her head tilted down a little, eyes looking up erotically, she answered in English, “Zhen you vill.”

Just then, a Ukrainian spoke to her in Russian, “You’re so gorgeous, dance with me, I have millions.  One dance will last me forever, seared into my brain.”  

When a girl of this beauty speaks, everyone listens.

She replied back in English, “Get avay frum me pig!”  The man could only walk off with his hands up.

She wrapped her arms around Donald's neck.  Donald stood 6'1 and her 5'10.  She rested her head on his shoulder, “Holt me fur eternetee.”

“I will never let you go for eternity, this I swear,” she looked up at him; they kissed.  Donald was so turned on; he darted into her mouth, feeling the warmth of this treasure, they sensually kissed.  He softly pulled on her lower lip; she looked at him in pure passion, all lust consuming them, putting her bottom lip in her mouth, her eyes looking up at him.

Donald traced his fingers along the top of her leather pants grazing her gorgeous rear.  She stepped away a little, tracing her finger from her defined abs along the glistening sweat of her stomach down to her crotch.  Sasha leaned over to the girl next to her; the girl had even been devouring Sasha with her eyes, with her date right next to her.  Sasha whispered in her ear, “He'z mine.  

The girl replied,” I would lick your gorgeous ass like an icicle.  He can watch, or join in,” in Russian.  Donald smiled, but wanted no one else to share this goddess for eternity.

The Russian officers walked over and told her in was time to go.  Donald grabbed a hold of her arm, “Your mine, when can I see you again…, we'll find each other.  Promise me princess, it's us and no other.”

“I vant no otter,” she gave him a kiss on the mouth, “Furever!”

The Russian officer stepped in-between them, “Good evening Sir?”  The soldier said to Donald in Russian and turned around.  Sasha strutted out, side to side and looked back to wink at Donald.

“Grandma I'm in love,” Donald told her back at the restaurant.

“I wanted you two to be together, you’re a cute couple, the cutest I've ever seen.  I've never seen a girl as beautiful as Sasha, or someone as handsome as you,” Arimatha admitted.

“Grandmaaa!”

“Well you are, all the girls at the last site said you’re the best looking guy they had ever seen.”

“That's nice Grandma, I'm going to go ahead and check on Lee.”

“I see.  I see.  Sasha goes home and you don't want to stay with your grandparents.  That's OK” Arimatha jokingly made a ploy for sympathy.

“Why did she have to go so soon?”

“Her dad was gone for a day; she heard you were coming so she convinced some officers to fly her here for at least a couple of hours.  Remember she's still seventeen, but the officers drool over her, with a flick of her hair they'll find a way to drive her over the Atlantic Ocean.”

“She is the woman of my dreams.”

CHAPTER 53

“This is a day that the Brigade of Elite Defense enters the new era that we have spoke of; evolution of the times.  For we will admit the youngest members to the Brigade ever.  We will also admit the first non-American, that has the Brigade's interests in mind,” Alex Devons gave the reasons for this admission, and their exploits.

Everyone did a blood oath and Donald was admitted to the 9th seat, Lee the 10th.  The others rotated ahead as prescribed.  There were 11 in attendance, but Alex was stepping down after this evening.

“With this new blood we will be able to move towards the one world order that we desperately seek.  Now bow your heads to pray for our lost member Sam Volps.” they prayed a minute and adjoined, this just being a meeting for issues of the Brigade, not the world.

“Well Gentlemen, I'm now the 3rd of the elders, and Carlos is rapidly advancing to be 8th seat of the regular chair 5, making you 3rd in the regular seat.  Donald and Lee were now allowed into the pit to see the technology center.  After given the proper credentials they toured the facilities.  Lee and Donald knew their oath to the Dragon was before this oath.

They ended back in the Senator's office in the pit.  He poured them some Vodka saying, “We all have been busy the last few months.  So I've planned us all a vacation, if your schedules permit.  So, how bout a weeks vacation in South Beach Florida on me?”  The room was all in agreement.  “Our plane is tonight, and I'm taking my family to get some well deserved R&R.  Meeting adjourned.”

They all boarded their first class flight to South Beach.  The Senator sat next to Donald, his wife and son the next aisle over.  Lee and Lisa sat behind the Senator in the plane and adjacent to them, Carlos & Colleen.

Jane read the Bible, while Donald and Jim talked.

“Man, I got a weight problem.”

“Sir?”

“Yeah, I can't wait to eat!” the Senator laughed at his own joke.

“Stop that Jimmy,” his wife heard him and was shaking her head.

“Our rooms are already reserved.  The Brigade does it all the way.  Don my boy, I am going to get you laid tonight.  The women in South Beach are gorgeous.  I'll get you one.  This I will do, I swear.”

“Sorry Senator, I'm in love with a girl who I don't even know, nor even have her address.”

“Hey man, you only live once, live a little,” the Senator elbowed Donald.  “Plus, how could she ever find out, she'll never know.”

“Sorry, my heart would know the treachery, taking away from me being able to look into her eyes.  I'd know and that is all that matters,” Donald somberly said.

The plane arrived and they all headed to the Grand Hotel.  The Senator let his family in the room and headed down the hallway to Donald's room.  He opened the door, “Come on Don, let's get some women, in fact, I've already got it taken care of.  Since you haven't had a girl yet, it will be the best present in the world.”

“Sorry Senator, I see Lee has a big trap, but my life's love is across Continents,” Donald tried to ingrain that in the Senator's mind, who didn’t want to let this notion rest.  ‘Man the flames of passion must really be dead in his bed,’ he thought.

The Senator seemed to ignore him and went to open the door as if they were still going to go out and grab some local ladies.  When the door opened Donald almost lost his balance.  Sasha stood there in her pajama bottoms with a satin red bra, exposing her well-defined stomach.

“I font you Don-alt, az promissed,” her smile seductive.

“Maybe you didn't hear that Communism collapsed last week Don, 91’ has grounded the bear finally, so she's got a little more freedom.  Unfortunately for you, her dad is here too, down the hall, and only gave her an hour out tonight.  Told you I had the best present in the world and would have you a honey.  What a honey this one is?”

Sasha sexily walked past the Senator and walked up to Donald, they kissed passionately.

“My god Don, she's an angel from heaven, better keep her.”

“Forever Senator..., forever.”

The Senator opened the door to see a steel faced Russian officer staring at him.  All of his insignias had been removed form his uniform.  “Think Daddy's chaperon is here young ones.  A colonel-" Jim gazed at his nametag then joked, “-a colonel Buzz kill is his name.”  Jim squeezed past the unmoving soldier.  The officer walked in and sat down.

“Guess mines here to,” they heard the Senator say before the door closed; he was talking about the C.I.A agents that followed him down the hallway.

Sasha sat with her back to the officer on a piano bench.  Donald sat on the edge of the bed.  Both of the lovers stared into each other’s eyes for about five minutes.  Donald was drowned in the seductive blue, words weren’t needed, their eyes spoke the flames of love they had, the fires raged between the two gorgeous doves.

They agreed to play an erotic game of chess.  “Qveen take night,” she said running her finger over her lips, gliding her tongue over it while staring deep into Donald's eyes.

“Bishop takes Horse,” Donald made his move.  He voiced with his lips, “I want you.”  The officer sat their stone face, both of them keeping their game from him.

“Rook take Horze,” as she subtly brushed her fingers over her erect nipple, clearly visible through her red bra, both intensely aroused.

“Pawn takes Rook,” Donald said looking at the Russian beauty.

“Zheckmate,” Sasha said only with her lips, “I vant make love to zhou.”  

Donald intentionally didn't save his King.

“Queen takes King,” she slowly opened her legs wide, Donald looking at the outline of her panties and sweet spot as the garments clung to her nether region tightly.

The officer found himself aroused from staring at her backside, two indentions on her lower back was driving him insane.  When she opened her legs casually as if nothing was happening, was too much for him.  “Sasha, time to return to your room,” the officer said in Russian.  

Sasha blew Don a kiss.  Donald touched his heart.  Sasha spun erotically to the direction of the door on the bench, standing up, she arched her back, this accentuating her red thong straps over her hipbones and sexy ass.  Donald couldn't sleep that night, hoping Sasha would show up, being a virgin, he probably wouldn't know what to do, but she didn't show up, so he had to walk it off for an hour in the night air.

Everyone showed up to go to the beach in the morning.  The Senator and his family were out there first.  Carlos and Colleen meandered out, then Lee and Lisa.

The beach was packed with scantily clad girls and studs.  The Senator was rubbing lotion on himself.  His eyes were following the beach bunnies, when the attention of the beach seemed to go behind him.  The Senator turned to see the entourage of the Putin family.  His ten bodyguards without insignias were coming down the concrete stairs onto the large beach.  Sasha had her robe on with dark sunglasses, her brother Vladimir; walking next to her.

The Senator saw her father Vladimir Putin, “Come on down friend,” waving his arm that seemed to sway his blubber back and forth like the ocean current.  Sasha leaned over and made sure her father knew what he said in Russian.  Putin sat next to Jim Craven and the regular translator took over so Sasha didn't have to.

Lee, Donald, and Lisa were in the water throwing a beach ball to each other.  The ball came towards Lee, his attention immediately was diverted to the beach.  He hit the ball so hard it deflated, “By belly of Buddha,” Lee's jaw hung open, “there is Sasha.”

Her bronzed tan body was emasculation to every male and for that matter female on the beach.  Donald had never seen so many guys go into the water while staring at her, probably to hide an erecting embarrassment by cooling off, or some other activity, not needed to be explained.  Sasha's phenomenal curves, she was boiling hot and knew it.  Her bikini was just a little bigger than a thong, glistening silver.

Jane even made a comment, “Your daughter is a fox, Mr. Putin.”  Jim looked at her oddly, as the translator repeated it to Putin.

“My pride and joy,” he said back in Russian to the translator.  The Senator and Putin kept up their conversation.

Sasha and Donald sat down to have a picnic while numerous guys snapped pictures at a distance, if asked, if someone could have their picture, they agreed.  The pictures weren't because of fame that they didn't have then, but of beauty.  Sasha still hadn't removed the hammer and sickle on the left breast of her bathing suit.

“Let's looz guard,” Sasha said.

“How?”  Donald more than eager to get the guards off their backs.

“I go zo girl vroom, zenn go out vindo.  Meet me on valk.”

The plan actually worked.  Sasha and Donald got to spend a day on the boardwalk.  Unknowingly, to Sasha and Donald, the officers didn't take long to find them.  A Gorgeous couple like that was remembered by every stroller cruising the Boulevard, especially the hot Sasha with hammer and sickle bathing suit.  Putin didn't mind, he told the guards to keep their distance and not be noticed, just don't let anything happen to them, “Let them enjoy a day with each other.”

Sasha and Donald fed each other cotton candy.  He would carry her on his back, laughing.  The world did not exist; it was the two of them only.  The world could only entertain them, as they watched break dancers, magic tricks, not the magick that Donald knows though.  Sasha and Donald threw seagulls morsels of food and constantly had their picture taken.

Finally, at sunset, the sun danced through the window in an aura of red as Sasha and Donald sat on his bed.

“Sasha?” he asked her quietly.

“Yeez,” she answered innocently.

“We are two rose petals that grow and I want to spread our beautiful wings together in this life and the next.

“I vant furever vit you, our heart az von, dis vill not zhange ever.”

Donald opened his hand to show her the 7ct, Princess cut Engagement ring that had cost him the last 350,000 in his account.  The ring was instant kryptonite to any guy as if it spoke, 'Step away from the lady, her love for someone can not be competed with.'

“Be with me forever, marry me?”

“Yez! Yez!” Sasha said as a tear rolled from each of her eyes, grabbing with both her arms around her neck, “furever.”

Their eyes locked and Donald laid her softly back on the bed.  Donald began to trace the diamond over her stomach and breasts.  Donald could look up and see Sasha staring at him intently, a look of innocence, he knew at that moment she was a virgin, her erotic behavior was learned from what she saw on T.V, or a club, her eyes told everything now, she was a little fearful.  Donald knew to that he was unlearned, but wanted her more than what he could overshadow with his fears of making love for the first time.  Two virgins consummating as god intended, the first one and the last to have her nectar, and Sasha only having direct knowledge of his manhood.

Donald slid down until his head was in-between her legs.  Don pulled her bikini bottoms aside, her secret area was beautiful to him, resembling a peach, the perfect slit hiding what his taste buds wanted.  She opened her legs to divulge the spasms of pleasure his tongue were giving her.  Her juice flowed as his tongue circled her clit.  Sasha's breathing became heavier, her breasts would rise and fall as she laid her head back, Don ran his tongue up and down the length of her fruit.  Her hips rose to meet his face.  After some time below, he came to place his hands under her breasts that he traced to her hips.  Slowly, Don moved his hands to the small of her back, she arched her back ready for him to enter her.  The agony of waiting was driving her insane.  Sasha thought, 'What will this feel like, I want him?'

“Gentle my loov, I virgint,” Sasha bringing Don's deduction to light.

“I am too,” Sasha smiled, this is what she wanted, the purest man to be forever with, and she found this in a world that doesn't cherish this sacredness any longer.  He slid her bikini bottoms off, and joined her precious face to kiss passionately.  She held onto his lip as he penetrated her.  Her eyes widened and then closed as he kissed her ears and neck, caressing her shoulders with his hands.  Sasha was very tight, but wet from his tongue.  She drew her legs up to his hamstrings.

 Sasha's hands rhythmically pressed into his back with each slow movement into her.  They breathed sensually together, the warm breath so intense.  They had a rapture of highest degree between the two.

“We are one,” Donald said as he released himself into her, at the same time sliding the ring onto her finger with his right hand onto her left.

She spasmed and had an orgasm, the warmth flooded her inside, pulling him deep into her, her right hand squeezing his left hand tight, as tight as her forbidden zone was pulling him into her from the orgasm.  They held each other tightly.

It was evening and Sasha kissed him,” I return.”  She left and shyly kept her head down walking past the two officers that had been guarding the door without them knowing.

Donald laid there in heaven when a knock came on the door, “My love returns,” he got up and opened the door to see Vladimir Putin.  Putin walked past Donald without even being invited in.  The look on his face was serious; it didn't help the situation when he saw a few drops of blood on his bed from deflowering his daughter.

“Sasha vont marry you,” Vladimir got out in broken English, “I agree.”  

Donald felt a stone collide with his heart, the tiny pieces shattered in his chest.  “But she is my life's love.”

“As you zay, I spoke,” Putin spun around and walked out.  Donald in a heightened state, had definitely misconstrued Putin’s broken English as 'Sasha won't marry you,' when the intended message was, 'Sasha wants to marry you,' and Putin agreed to it.

Donald grabbed the knife he had eaten with last night's dinner, looked to the stars with tears in his eyes, “Then I will die, knowing we won't have this world with Sasha.”  He placed the knife to his throat, slowly moving the blade, blood begun to gush out onto the knife.

CHAPTER 64

Lee and Donald entered the giant cathedral the day of the wedding where an immaculate gold chair sat in the ancient chapel with beautiful artwork adorning the ceiling.

The paintings on the wall took your breath away, with artwork by Pietro Perugino, Sandro Botticelli, Domenico Ghirlandrio, Cosimo Rosselli, Luca Signorelli and a little unknown artist by the name of Michelangelo.

The main alter area was blocked off by a gate that had square fence windows inside the concrete carved gate.  Two large wooden doors rested as the way through this gate.  Small stairs walked up to an altar that had six candles in gold holders.  The chapel usually didn't have chairs but for today one large throne chair sat in front of the altar, with one smaller, but just as grand chair, on each side of the large gold carved chair.  Pews were brought in for the family and friends that would attend the selected hundred and something allowed in.

The artwork on the walls was depicting all the stages of the bible.  Each scene divided by designs carved in between into the walls.  Prophets and Sibyls watched from the paintings on the edges of the chapel.  Christ's baptism and his temptations, played out on the walls for the viewers of these masterpieces.  The audience would eat the Last Supper with Christ, as he has eaten it on the walls of this chapel for the last 500 years, only inanimately.

The ceiling opened the book of Genesis for the wedding, Noah and the creation of Adam.  Behind the altar was a full wall painting of the Last Judgment.  The visual imagery would tell in color and art what this fate would be upon mankind; the judgments of God that he has laid down to those who would go against him.  For some this would be the only entrance into the bible of words, written by pictures and a brush.  The brush told the story in aesthetic detail, vividly, words did not matter.

Donald was taken away from these scenes when Lee approached him, ”Sasha's plane landed, but the whereabouts of the Putin's is unknown,” Lee was a little concerned.

“She musn't know yet,” Donald answered.

People had been arriving and were being seated by the Cardinals that stayed to attend.  The Senator arrived with his family.  A demure smile came across Lee's face when he saw Lisa.  The smile evaporated quickly when he saw the Iranian King Yusef, and his daughter Jamallah.

“So..., the noose tightens,” Donald tugged at his collar.

Senator Craven strolled up to the bridegroom, “How you pulled this one off has made you the luckiest man in the world.”

“The world has not enough for me to give Sasha.  You’re a special guest of honor to me Senator,” Donald looked around.  “Ben hasn't showed up yet, that's not like him, but I can't recall him ever attending any social soiree.”

“You want guest of honor?  There are people that are a lot more prestigious here than me.  Let's see,” Jim's eyes scanned the seats.  “Yup, there's the President of China; Tino Chang, V.P of Russia coming, at least should have been here, an Iranian King, movie celebrities, and a great archaeologist, your Grandma, the Chancellor of Germany and the Vice President of the yea-old United States.  Who's singing for you?”

“Great ancient Lee mystery,” Donald joked.  Lee was getting tired of the ancient Chinese secret jokes, but would not tell Donald this, not especially on his wedding day.

“The whole Brigade and a lot of the higher members of Council of Foreign Relations Affairs had come to support their brother.  The CEO of Digital Soft is also here.  Colleen's dad and General Edmunds are also in attendance.  So I think your guest of honor should be the V.P of the U.S, not little old me, or big me.  Plus you got Barbara Walters and Cronkite reporting.  How did Sasha get Princess Diana as a bride's maid?”

“Beats me,” Donald said.

Donald, Lee, and the Senator went out a hallway to a room that was being used as a changing room.  Carlos Garcia was sitting there in full military honor dress,  “Everything went as planned.”

Vladimir Putin walked out at that moment, “Your General here is a courageous man, but almost got himself shot.  A little more finessing on the change of plan would have done my heart a lot better justice,” Putin spoke to Donald in Russian, “it worked though; your bride is here and now fully awake, thinking she's in Germany.  She has no idea of the landing; she had to be revived from the sleeping dose in the Bride's chamber.”

“I gave her the slippers as instructed,” Carlos told him.  “The slippers that Putin mistook for a bomb, with a little mental help, to make him think that the box was carrying an incendiary device.  Don, Sasha looks immaculate, to die for, you’re a lucky man.”

“I know this, but thank you friend,” Donald accepted the compliment humbly.

The Cardinal came in an hour later, “We're ready for you to take your seats; it will begin.”

“You’re the ring bearer, since Ben isn't here Carlos,” Donald said.  Donald exited to the square where he walked through a row of eighteen gold/black uniformed S.D.L soldiers on each side of the walkway, swords crossed to each other in the air.  The cannons of M1A1's erupted outside this small town in a larger one, shooting blank rounds.  All the members of the Brigade and Council saluted as he walked into the Chapel and down the aisle.  The blue Angels flew overhead and did acrobatic maneuvers in the sky.  An Angelic choir was singing as this was happening.

Donald sat in one of the smaller gold chairs to the left of the large gold chair.  Donald had red carpet leading all the way to the altar.  Two Cardinals approached and laid a gold band upon his head.

The choir and trumpets sounded again as white horses with Russian Cossacks, dressed in their vibrant uniforms stood in a ring of twelve.  The S.D.L soldiers had been replaced by Russian soldiers in strict attention.  They were all Spetsnaz, Russian elite Special Forces.  

The blue Angels were replaced by the acrobatic Migs.  Fireworks were sent into the sky.  

The large square in front of the Chapel was divided in half for onlookers and reporters.  The others were overflow from the ceremony that couldn't get into the Square.  

A band was set up at the spire in the middle of the square.  When the circle of Cossacks got to the carpet where the Spetsnaz were, swords drawn, right before entering the Chapel; they parted revealing Sasha.  She was adorned in gold, rubies, sapphires, in a beautiful hand made white wedding Prada dress.  She wore a sequined collar like the Egyptian Pharaohs Nefertiti.  She had two wings of an angel at each side of her in white doves’ feathers, they were held by two Russian girls standing directly behind her so they couldn't be seen by the Chapel congregation.  They gave the perception looking like they were attached to her.

The slippers that Don sent to her by Carlos were on her feet.  The slippers were made of diamonds, Don's version of Cinderella.

Sasha couldn't believe the beauty of the cathedral, or the size of the crowd in the square.  As she got to the entrance, the wings left her.  The rose throwers came out but weren't throwing rose petals in front of her; but diamonds as she walked down the aisle.  Sasha’s eyes were seductive as ever upon Donald who sat as a Pharaoh looking upon Cleopatra.  Sasha had a gold sash around her waist.  When she approached the altar, a diamond Tierra was placed on her head by two Cardinals.

Donald got up and stood next to his life and world, the last day she would be Sasha Putin.  The band played outside, 'In the air tonight, the band was Phil Collins himself.  The universe stood flattered that it had made the example of true love in these two.

Sasha had to ask Donald, “Vear iz zuch beauty in Germanee?”

“My love you are not in Germany, but in Rome; Vatican City.  You’re being married in the Sistine Chapel.”

Her mouth opened wide in disbelief, she hugged him, a tear falling from her cheek.  The song ended as Pope Pontius II walked out.  Sasha nearly fainted.

He read in Latin, as he took pauses for all the translators to speak his message, “Today is a day that I truly believe an Angel flew to Earth, all of the other angel's cried, not having this beauty to look upon anymore when she ran into the arms of Don Marcu.  The Angel Sasha has shocked the world for they cannot know this great man as Sasha does.

This wedding is special that not even I, the man of god, could refuse them.  Not when a year ago the world found out that the love they have is not just in fairy tales but is real.  So by God's will this is done.  Now pretty dove proclaim your vows to Don.

In Russian, “I vow to give my blood to you; if even a drop of yours is lost,” Sasha was making the heart of Donald jump as she spoke the vows to him.  “Your eyes bring me happiness; your voice can tear away all my pain.  I would walk a million miles to see you for one minute.  I would cry unto God to take my life for yours.  My heart is yours forever, and my body, none other shall hold you in my love as I do.  My love will sustain you more than the Earth can, for life, for us, forever.  There is nowhere you can go that my love won't comfort you.”  Sasha knelt before him tears falling from her cheeks.

Donald reached down and lifted her back up by the hand.  The Pope looked at Donald, “Now one glorified, speak of your vows to Sasha.”

In English, “Sasha I will hold you forever, lift you above the worlds so your feet can rest upon them as a footstool,” Donald knelt and removed her slippers to kiss each one of her feet.  He stood to his Sasha, “I have found none in this world, but you.  I'd storm the gates of heaven if they offended you.  I'd travel to hell to be with you if god refused you.  Without you, I am nothing, with you I am everything.  We will create a world together.  Sasha you are an angel as the Pope says; that keeps darkness from me.  Donald wiped her tears as she wiped his tears.  Donald would never cry again, but for Sasha.

The Pope called them near him and a water vessel was brought, he blessed and baptized them together while he asked; “Donald, do you take Sasha to be your lawfully wedded wife, to hold and cherish until death do you part, before me and in God's eyes?”

“I do with all my soul and heart,” Pope Pontius made the sign of the cross with his finger on his forehead.  The ring was placed on his finger by Sasha.  He asked Sasha the same.

“Yez,Yez,Yez, furever, your Holinezz, furever, not efven deth can seprate uz,” Sasha said excitedly while Donald placed the 10 ct diamond ring on her finger.

“Mr. And Mrs. Marcu, by the authority of God, I now pronounce you man and wife,” the place cascaded in applauses.  All the patrons stood up.

After it quieted down the Pope spoke once more, “I Pope Pontius II grant a request, that this beautiful couple can ask of me, on this day of joy.”

“Your Holiness, I give this request to be asked of my best man Lee Chang.”  Donald looked at Lee, who bowed.

The Pope thought before he spoke, “Very unorthodox but it is your request that it be given to him, so I shall honor this.  Mr.Chang meet me in my chambers.”

Sasha and Donald walked down the aisle, got on their horses, and rode along some Swiss guards to the chambers of the Pope.

The Swiss guards let them down and the happily married couple was led to his office.  This is where Lee Chang asked his request.

“You’re Holiness.  I request that I be given the Scourge of Christ on Don's behalf?” Lee asked.

