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Now that there was a plan and many parts of the Association were devoted to finding a way to kill the originals. Things were starting to heat up.

Larz had struck again; this time, a tsunami hit Miami, and most of the city suffered a huge loss of life. Which meant Larz's army had grown tenfold.

The originals gave the scientists anything they needed to try and find a way to end their eternal lives.

"Nothing!" Norman shook his head.

"Don't give up," Sheila ran her hand through her hair.

"We've tried every type of radiation known to man and some that are not even..." Norman stared at the monitor that showed the unphased blood of one of the originals.

"Take a deep breath," Sheila yawned. "We've been going nearly forty-six hours straight. Might need to..."

"Don't say take a break!" Norman shouted. "That thing just destroyed half a city, with water!"

"I know," Sheila nodded.

"How do we fight something that can launch a Tsunami at a city?" Norman asked.

"I know," Sheila replied.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ 
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The Association was the only entity on the planet that knew about the threat that Larz posed. He still hadn't made it out into open water.

"How did he do it!" Sal roared. 

Even though it had been nearly a week since the wave had hit Miami, the reports were still coming in about the loss of life.

With each face that appeared on their screens, the originals knew it was a new member of Larz's army.

"Technically?" one of the men said as Sal was in the Association's headquarters in downtown Atlanta.

Sal was still a military man at heart, and this room was his mission control. Rows of monitors were all around the room, with newly made immortal techs sitting in front of them. Sal paced back and forth through the rows.

The Association was trying to hide its involvement in what happened in Miami, but was also trying to make sure Larz didn't strike again.

"Yes!" Sal shouted.

"There is a beach shelf before it goes out into open water," the tech started to say.

"I know about that, but the wave came from the ocean," Sal shook his head.

"He just needed to go out far enough, and then pull the water toward him," the tech shrugged. "He acted like a magnet, and once it started to gain momentum."

"He let it go," Sal nodded. "Can we still not track him?"

"Him or his...." Another tech started.

"Revenants," Sal flicked his fingers. "Keep up!"

Sal hated these new immortals just as much as Robert; they were slow on the uptake of bigger things, and he knew that stemmed from youth. Even though some of them were in their nineties, they were still young compared to him and the others.

"They just appear, and..." another tech started. "Another sighting!"

Sal ran over to that monitor.

"A drowning report is coming in from Kansas," the lady said. "Smoky hill river."

"Pull it up," Sal looked at the huge screen on the wall.

"Authorities say the four people that drowned were trying to save someone they saw in the water, this is what spectators saw," the news said.

A video popped up, and it showed people on the side of the river at a park. Then suddenly, there was someone screaming for help in the water.

"Neither the person screaming for help or the people that went to save them have resurfaced," the new continued.

"Revenant," Sal growled.

He could see the darkened face of the person screaming for help.

They were losing this war, and they hadn't even fired a shot.

Larz was hundreds of steps ahead of them.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Robert stood at the water's edge. It was pitch black outside, and everyone was sleeping. He wanted to talk to Larz alone.

He looked back at his condo in the distance.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Robert said as he heard the water ripple.

"I will drown everyone in it," Larz spoke.

Robert turned to see Larz standing on the surface of the lake.

"We need to talk," Robert slowly approached the edge of the dock.

"No, we don't," Larz grinned.

Larz's face was twisted and misshapen. He was still wearing his football jacket and ripped jeans that he had worn when they had drowned him.

When he drowned many years ago, he was bitten and eaten while his body decomposed at the bottom of the lake. Then something happened; he didn't understand it, but he started to breathe again.

He felt the creatures eating at him; he felt the water in his lungs suffocate him repeatedly. Then, something else happened: he saw other bodies in the water, floating, discarded bodies. 

When he reached out for them, he brought them back to life, not fully alive but not fully dead.

With each one he brought back, he got stronger. That was when Robert attacked him. That same feeling came over him, but now it was feeding him, making him stronger.

"You're scared," Larz grinned.

"We have a right to be," Robert nodded. "You scare us."

"A black man scaring a bunch of rich white men and women, now wouldn't that be a joke in our time?" Larz laughed.

"Is that what all this is about, that you were drowned by racist white folk, years ago?" Robert asked. "It's a different time now, things have changed."

"No," Larz shook his head. "That is not what this is about, I got over that after I killed and then remade all of those that were there," he grinned.

"Then what is this about?" Robert asked. "What did we do?"

"You!" Larz chuckled. "You are only in the way!"

Robert didn't like that he was just in the way, and that Larz wasn't after him.

"My master wants more," Larz nodded. "Out there in the deep dark of the ocean he is calling for us," Larz grinned an unnatural grin. "When I bring him so many souls he will cover this world in darkness, the world will drown."

"Wait, what?" Robert asked. "Yes, you know him, you've felt his touch."

Robert and the other originals heard a voice call to them the moment they were brought back. It said, 'Come to me,' and then it faded away.

"You ignore him," Larz shook his head. "Because he didn't perfect you, the old tribes made sure to bury his message, so they wouldn't be called, but I hear him clearly."

"No, you shouldn't," Robert pleaded. "He is evil, pure evil!"

"I know," Larz grinned. "I know what he is, and he will remake the world in darkness."

Larz slowly sank into the water. "It’s only a matter of time," he smiled.

Robert now had more information to share with the others. He didn't know how they would take it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Come on!" the blonde screamed at the large man holding her bikini top.

"What, you want these?" the man laughed.

"Yes," the blonde laughed along as she jumped up and down to get to the top held high above her head.

The partygoers were on a large lake partying on a yacht.

"Spin the fucking bottle, loser," one of the guys laughed.

"Spin the bottle, such an original game," a young woman shook her head. "If you want to make out with us, why don't you?'

"Alright, fine!" The guy got up and approached the woman who was smoking weed.

"Not you!" the young woman shook her head. "What are you going to do with that pencil dick?" the woman blew smoke in his face. "I heard from Grace that it's the size of a pinky finger!"

The others laughed.

"Fuck you!" the guy shouted as he stormed off.

"Now we can have some real fun!" one of the other guys laughed as he grabbed the girl next to him and started kissing her.

"Now, that's what I am talking about," the weed girl said as a tall black man approached her.

"How is this for a pencil dick?" the black man asked as he took out his cock.

"That's not a pencil," the weed girl flicked her joint overboard. "That's a monster!" she giggled and fell to her knees.

"Fuck yes!" the black man groaned as she started sucking his cock.

The other girl was already on her back as the young man rolled a condom on his cock. "Best night ever!" he roared as he pushed his dick inside her.

"You better not put a condom on this cock!" the weed girl smiled as she too got on her back on the deck of the boat.

"Never!" the black guy smiled as he mounted her.

Below decks in the main room, the blonde and the large, muscular man were making out on the bed.

"Fuck me!" A scream could be heard even below decks.

"Sounds like Marshal is fucking Robin," the large man said.

"Oh he is," the blonde nodded. "I know that sound very well."

"Wait you fucked Marshal?" the man asked.

"Who hasn't he has the largest cock on campus!" the blonde grinned. "Are you jealous?"

"He might have a large cock, but I own this boat!" the man boasted.

"Your father owns the boat," the blonde corrected him. "You will own it and more if you graduate!"

"And I will, you will see," the man smiled.

"And then I will be all yours," the blonde smiled. "But until then," she reached for a condom. "Safety first!"

"Marshal never has to wear one!" the young man complained.

"Why wrap perfection?" the blonde grinned. "And his big black cock is total perfection, don't be jealous, he was just a fuck!" She took off her bikini bottoms. "I am all yours," she lay back and spread her legs, inviting him.

"Fuck yes!" the man smiled as he pushed his wrapped cock into her.

"Yes," the blonde smiled as she rolled her eyes as the man mounted her. "Fuck me big daddy!"

The only guy not enjoying the night was at the front of the yacht, smoking a joint. "Pencil dick my ass!" he said, staring out into the dark of night that covered the lake. "I will show her pencil dick when I shove it up her ass!"

The sounds of the others fucking made it to his ears. "Fucking hell!" he shouted. "Fucking whores! All of you!"

"Is that any way to talk to your friends?" a female voice said from behind him.

"Fucking hell!" he shouted as he fell backward.

"Did I scare you?" the blonde woman smiled as she approached him.

"Yes, I mean no," the man stood up. "Where the fuck did you come from?"

"Over there, and there," the woman pointed into the darkness. "All around really."

She moved forward, and the young man stepped backward.

There was something off with this woman; she was wearing a bikini, but it looked like it was worn out, bits of it were torn, her blonde hair looked a mess, and as he stepped backward, he could see long jagged cuts in her skin.

"What happened to you?" the man asked, still walking backwards.

"Oh these?" she laughed. "I fell out of a boat and got chopped up a bit by the propellor."

"Looks bad, you should see..."

He stopped as the light of the moon finally lit her face. A small crab came out of her mouth and went into an open eye socket.

"Fuck!" he screamed as she launched herself at him.

"What the fuck is Jack's problem?" the guy fucking the other blonde said.

"Who the fuck cares!" Marshall grinned as he continued fucking Robin. The redhead was already in black cock land, as he called it, when the women he fucked turned into mush. He could bend her over and do what he wanted with her now that her brain only wanted his big cock.

"Wow, that's a big cock!" Another female climbed over the side of the boat and onto the deck.

"Yeah, too bad the other one doesn't have a nice cock," another female said from the other side. "She's faking it dude!"

The men and women screamed as the two revenants attacked.

Down in the bedroom.

"That's not what usually happens, I was just nervous," the man tried to explain.

"I don't think so," the blonde laughed. "Less than a minute, really?"

"A minute man, huh?" a voice said coming down the stairs.

"Who the fuck?" the large, muscular man asked as he got off the bed. "I don't know who you are, pal, but I am going to fuck you up!"

"Oh, really?" A revenant appeared in the room. It was a tall man with scars all over his body. "I would like to see that!"

The man threw a punch, but the revenant caught it and then snapped his arm in half. "Want to try the other arm?"

Screams filled the night sky.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Another attack," the originals were filled in two days later by Norman and his team.

"Five college students are missing after they were last seen taking a yacht out on Lake Murray," Sheila added. "They found the yacht but there was no one on board."

"How do we know it was..." Rilee started to ask.

"Calling card," Normal changed the view on the screen. "We are calling it Revenant ink, anywhere they go they leave it behind."

"What is it?" Lance asked.

"We don't know yet, but if touched by the bare skin," Tyler
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