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Everything had been done, everything had been tried, but nothing could kill them, not permanently. The originals could be burned, cut open, beheaded, dropped from a sky scraper, poisoned, and still live.

Even being away from any water source hurt and made them ill, but it didn't kill them. Now that the master had been revealed as a demon second only to the devil himself, and revenants were now everywhere. It was only a matter of time before Larz was going to join him. When that happened, the world was going to end, a portal in the ocean long forgotten would be opened, and hell itself would be open.

Demons and other creatures would pour in, and there would be nothing anyone could do about it.

"What about you know," one of the techs said, pointing to the roof. "The big guy!"

"We created that portal thousands of years ago," the other tech said. "Because we made it and we sacrificed innocents to make it and bring Necrostous here, the big guy as you call God, has no say, no part to play."

"And we will be screwed!" the only female tech nodded. "Got it."

"All because of them!" one of the techs looked at the main screen that showed all of the Originals in the lab.

"They didn't know," one of the techs tried to vouch for them. "Don't forget we are part of that group now, also."

"I never asked for internal life," the female shrugged.

"But you didn't turn it down either," the other responded quickly. "You could have said no!"

"Right, like anyone could say no," she shook her head.

The Originals could hear what the techs were talking about even though they were fourteen floors down.

None of them had talked to each other since the condos had fallen; each one of the buildings they had once been proud of and had built specifically to fill their need to grow and expand was now overrun by revenants. Larz was winning, and there was still no way to kill him or his army.

There was also no way of hiding it anymore, as most of the smaller cities and outlying small towns had been taken.

Larz was making his move, and no modern weaponry had an effect.

All the other countries had banned any traveling to and from the U.S. The borders between Canada and Mexico had been fortified, and any American who tried to leave was killed on site. There was no taking of prisoners or holding centers.

Videos were on the news of Americans being shot and killed as soon as they came close to any of the borders.

The revenant disease was spreading quickly; any person killed by a revenant or a previous dead boy was touched by one of them, and it was brought back to half-life.

The revenants didn't need to eat or sleep, even after shooting them through the head. All it took was another to touch them and their bodies was reanimated, a touch by Larz or his new lieutenants reconstructed the bodies fully.

Larz's touch on new immortals was what made them lieutenants, unstoppable killing machines.

Things were getting worse by the day. It was estimated that the U.S. would be overrun in less than a month.

Whole cities and towns had been torched, burnt, and bombed, and it had no impact on the movement of the disease and the march of the undead; it only added to the number of dead marching across the nation.

"Why don't they stop!" Rebecca asked as they were watching the news.

Another small city was being nuked from above.

"What choice do they have?" Sal asked. "They have to try something."

The government was falling apart quickly. The bombs and raids only did one thing: turn the revenant ick or liquid into a black mist that went into the air. Now it only needed to be breathed in, and it would change a person.

The worst part about the change was the person. No matter who it changed, that person remembered everything that they had known before the change. Fighter pilots still retained their ability to fly, combat veterans and war generals remembered battle plans they had seen or heard about, and secrets; everything was being used against the military. The worst of it was that if one revenant knew all of them did, it was a hive mind, and that knowledge spread nationwide in an instant.

The revenants were becoming faster, deadlier, and there was nothing that could stop them.

"Dammit!" Robert pulled his arm from one of the lab techs. "You've taken enough blood to fill a bank!"

"Calm down," Rilee tried to calm him.

"How?" Robert pointed at the screen. "That's our doing! Ours! And we can't stop it."

"Don't you think we know that," Sal turned to face him. "We all know it!"

Sal had tried; he had taken some of his best men into battle to fight, and it only made them stronger. His men had died, and while the revenants couldn't kill him, he killed many of them, some with his bare hands.

He ripped limbs off, he tore one of the revenants from shoulder to waist with brute strength, but all it did was make them just as strong as him. The bond between immortals and Larz's revenants was strongest when one of them touched.

Sal met face-to-face with one of Larz's new lieutenants, a black man who used to work for Robert. His name was Dre, and Robert had been quite fond of him, but now that he had turned, Dre was one of the strongest revenants. Sal had never been beaten in hand-to-hand, but he felt that he had been beaten. Dre was stronger, faster than him. No matter what Sal tried, Dre anticipated it.

Dre twisted Sal's head completely around and left him there, laughing as he walked away. When Sal snapped his neck back into place, the revenant was gone.

It was a clear message from Larz that there was nothing they could do to stop him.

What Larz was doing to Robert was so much worse. Robert had tried throughout his whole life to keep his long-dead wife's family hidden and well taken care of; he provided for them secretly, generation after generation.

Through their connection, Larz had found them; he had found the family, and he turned them. He sent his lieutenants to their family home and turned all of them to his side.

The worse was one of the young women, a twenty-four-year-old old looked like Robert's wife; she was the spitting image of a woman who had been dead for a long time.

Larz took her as one of his many concubines. He sent images of him defiling her and making her suck his dead cock to Robert in his dreams, and whenever he closed his eyes, he saw that woman worshipping Larz on her hands and knees.

Robert was infuriated.

"What do you want us to do?" Sal asked. "Staring at Robert," challenging him. "We've gone on the offensive, we've alerted every city to their movements, but he keeps coming!"

"I don't know!" Robert yelled in return. His feelings were getting the better of him; he knew that there was something they were missing, something that was right in front of them, and it was just out of reach. "I don't know," he repeated.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Larz was smiling as he could look through each of the Originals' eyes and feel their defeat, feel their worthlessness.

His prize was on her hands and knees, sucking his cock as he closed his eyes and watched through theirs.

Larz had taken residence in Robert's prized Condo building. All of his workers now worked for him, all the women that Robert had watched on his monitors were now his to command, he could fuck any of them he wanted, the busty secretary, the bleach blonde with the big implants, and of course the one he watched all the time, the slut, he fucked them all and sent those images straight to Robert's mind.

"Don't stop," he held the back of the woman's head. The woman was a spitting image of Robert's wife.

Larz opened his pitch-black eyes and stared down at the woman with his almost gray cock in her mouth. "Keep doing it, he is watching, and I don't want him to miss any of it!" Larz laughed.

"I am glad he is watching!" the young brunette smiled as she got off her knees. "Let's give him something to watch!"

She turned her back to her master and slowly slid down onto his large cock. Slowly inching into her waiting pussy. "Is he watching right now?" she grinned as she slowly rode him.

"Oh yes," Larz smiled.

Larz leaned back in his throne, a chair that used to belong to Robert. Larz closed his eyes and felt the anger inside Robert grow. "Yes, he is so angry!" Larz moaned.

The feeling of Robert's anger seething inside the immortal felt better to Larz than the woman riding his cock. "Faster," Larz gripped her tight waist.

He gripped her tightly and pounded her young flesh onto his cock. His superhuman strength lifted her up and down on his cock with ease. "That's it, master, use me!" the young woman shouted.

"Yes!" Larz leaned back with his eyes closed. The anger inside Robert was growing; he was losing control.

"Cum for me master!" the lady shouted.

"Yes, I will do that as soon as he ....."

Back at the headquarters, Robert grabbed a chair and threw it across the room; it shattered against the wall. "Fuck!" he yelled.

Larz spilled his green and black cum into the waiting womb of the young woman. "Yes master!" she smiled as she felt her stomach fill with his seed.

"Thank you, Master," she dropped to her knees and crawled over to the other women. Their stomach were expanding with Larz's undead children growing inside them. "Thank you so much!" she smiled as she lay her head down.

"Now me, master!" another woman begged on her hands and knees. "Breed me, I want to be one of your chosen."

Now it was Sal's turn as the image of one his descendants filled his head. "No," Sal shook his head. "She's my baby girl!" he grabbed his head as if he was having a migraine.

"Yes, Larz!" smiled as he watched Sal. "I will breed all of your descendants, they will become like me, and we will rule this earth for my master."

"Please, master," the twenty-two-year-old pleaded. "I want your child!"

Sal looked at Robert and the others. "I can't let him do this," Sal shook his head.

"Take me!" Sal yelled.

Larz stood up and looked through Sal's eyes. The man was hundreds of miles away. "You don't meant that!"

"Yes!" Sal nodded. "Take me instead. I will serve you, please return her to her mother as she once was and you can have me."

Larz's eyes darkened.  "My master likes that idea, but you have to swear it!"

"I sweat it!"

"What are you doing?" Lance asked.

"I am making a deal," Sal pushed Lance and others away from him as they tried to stop him.

"You can't do this!" Oliver shouted as he tried to reach for Sal. "You will only make him stronger."

"I don't care!" Sal punched Oliver to the floor. "I swear it! You can have me!"

Suddenly, Larz appeared before them in a woosh of black smoke. The stench of death filled the lab. As Larz walked toward Sal, the floor started to decay under his feet. He was death; he was the tool that evil was using to enter the world.

The others tried to get to him, but with a whisp of his hands, they all flew in different directions as an unnatural force pushed them away.

"I knew one of you would fall," Larz spoke. His voice was dark, husky, and full of dread. "All of you are so weak, so blind by your lust for power that you didn't see this coming, everything you did, every deal you made to make yourself richer, more powerful, you were only fueling me!"

Larz walked in circles around Sal. "Look at you now!" he chuckled as he stared at them. "Where is your wealth, your power, your cooperations? The might Association, the powerhouse that governments all around the world feared to hear the name of, and it was only talked about in whispers." Larz mocked them. "Look at you! On the ground powerless because of me!"

"You will never...." Oliver shouted.

With a speed that not even they could muster, Larz rushed Oliver and held him in the air with one hand. "Do you want to die?" Larz asked. "Feel true death?"

Oliver struggled to free himself. His legs and hands were kicking by his sides. For the first time in many years, one of the Wright brothers was finally feeling fear. It crept into him slowly as he looked down at the creature holding him in the air by his throat.

"No," Oliver vaguely got out as Larz dropped him to the floor.

"I could kill all of you, right now!" Larz shouted; his voice filled all of them with fear. "You will become mine, and this world will fall, the moment you all die."

Sal was crying, still seeing his baby girl back at Larz's
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