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"Fuck yes!" Dre exclaimed as he fucked the red head with the huge knockers from behind.

She was just another conquest to him, another hole he could fuck whenever he wanted.

Since joining the inner sanctum and taking in the mist, as he called it, Dre felt on top of the world.

"You're an animal!" the redhead yelled as she was just a play toy to Dre's new sexual prowess.

Four other women lay on the floor, passed out and used. Before taking the mist, Dre could never fuck this many women in one go, but now he felt like he could go forever.

Even after fucking all of them, he wasn't even tired, his cock was still as hard, and as he plowed the red head, he wanted more.

"I can't," the blonde shoved Dre away after he finished with the redhead.

Dre was hungry for more, and all four of the women were tired and wanted to sleep.

The others had warned Dre about his newly found sexual appetite; they had told him to take it easy, or it would consume him, but he didn't listen.

"Fine!" Dre barked at them. "You can all leave!"

Dre kicked them out of his condo; he watched as they all left.

"Good riddance!" he slammed the door behind them.

His cock was still hard, even though he had cum more times than he could remember.

"Fuck!" Dre sat on the couch and turned on the videos he had saved from the cameras. He stroked his cock to the videos of him fucking the women. With his other hand, he called the escort service. "I would like four more," he said as the lady on the other end picked up. "I don't care about the cost! Actually, make it six!"

Robert stared at the monitor, looking at his new assistant as Dre opened the door to the six beautiful women. Robert knew he would have to talk to Dre about what was going to happen to him in the years to come.

Eventually, that sex drive would dry up, just like it had for Robert. Even watching these monitors and seeing most of the people on them fuck, suck, and hump their lives away, Robert felt nothing; his body no longer processed the need for sexual release.

Robert couldn't remember the last time he had an erection or when he wanted to have sex, any kind of sex. Everything dried up eventually. He no longer felt hunger, just thirst for more power, more wealth; that was the only thing that sated his thirst.

It felt like he was drowning; anytime he thought about money and power, it drove him forward, and he wanted more. All of them did; none of them wished for human companions. Married couples broke up because they no longer felt the longing or love.

That was the curse of eternal life, the loss of life itself. Robert and the others had tried to end their torture; some had gone through great lengths to end their lives, but nothing worked.

Richard's old best friend and the person he had changed first had gone to great lengths to kill himself. He climbed into a metal casket with small holes, and he paid for it to be welded shut. Then, the men put him on a boat and sailed into the ocean.

Lance's casket was dropped overboard. Lance drowned many times before the casket hit the bottom. Lance died, but then it stopped; his body stopped, everything stopped. He was conscious of where he was and the water that surrounded him; the depth of the ocean no longer crushed him; it made him stronger. He broke free of the casket and swam to the surface.

It had been years since he had been dropped, and the men who had dropped him in were old men when they saw Lance's face on the news. Lance lied and said he had fallen overboard of a cruise, and he had been out there for only a few days.

The others welcomed him back, and they talked of what happened. It was then decided that none of them were allowed to be seen in public again. Pictures of Lance were all over the place, but luckily for them, social media and the internet hadn't been around; the Association buried Lance's attempt and made sure anyone involved was taken care of permanently.

Robert knew this was what the Indian native wanted; it was payback for killing his tribe. They knew the curse was everlasting. The Indian's themselves never made themselves this strong, always ending their lives at the beginning before it took hold of them.

They only used this power to cure chiefs who had fallen in battle, or when they needed to cross great distances of dangerous grounds, but they always ended it early. For the Association, that time had gone a long time ago.

There were nineteen of the originals, and with each condo opening, the number was growing; soon, it would be difficult to hide their numbers. Soon, something would have to be done.

Robert looked again at Dre. "Starting with him!" Robert said.

But there was something else that had to be done first.

"The limo is waiting sir," his assistant said from behind.

"Yes, I am sure it is," Robert replied in a solemn voice. He took one last look at Dre and the women fucking on the screen. "Let's go."

Robert made his way to the secret exit so that he couldn't be seen and got in the dark black limo with the tinted windows.

Robert had to answer to the others. The death at the lake last month had caused a lot of uproar and way too much attention drawn to the condo and the Association. Robert told the others about their new nemesis in the lake.

As the limo went over the bridge and Robert looked at the empty lake that should have people all over it, having fun in the sun and boating, he knew that below that calm surface, true evil lurked.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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The Association had its hands in almost every avenue of media, and even with that much control, a death of two young white college kids was something that made headline news.

Especially when things had happened near lakes and bodies of water for the last six months, the death of the journalist the previous year didn't help either.

The conspiracy theorists were having a field day, and it was only stirring up more attention and more scrutiny. The Miami build was put on hold by the government.

Sal was in charge of overseeing the government, and he had some of the new immortals inside their web, and Robert knew Sal was the one who called the meeting.

Robert hated flying; he hated that the Wright brothers were friends and that he hadn't talked them out of making that first flight. Robert loved to sail the seas; he loved the mystery of the ocean and the way the waves could be both soothing and destructive.

"They are waiting," Cynthia, the first immortal made in this century, said as she looked at him with judgment. She was a tall Hispanic woman with green eyes.

'Your breed needs to learn their place!' Robert thought as he walked past her.

The originals were all made by Robert. The synthetic process made this new batch of immortals. They hadn't been killed or died and then brought back by the true ritual of burning a body by a natural lake and infusing the needed materials from the lake into the body itself, it was a hard process to do in person and took time as such the originals were stronger, harder to kill and most of all more brutal.

"Sit," Sal stared at Robert.

Robert looked at all of them. He remembered them, the real them, not this bureaucratic look that they had on their faces. Not the look of hundreds of years of power collecting and money grabbing.

Robert slowly sat down and composed himself for the lecture that was about to start. He looked at them, staring back at him.

There was Lance, his best friend back in the colonial times. Lance was like Robert, a farmhand, and he was forced by the owner of the land to join the army to fight the British so that the land owner's son wouldn't have to. Lance died in Robert's arms; he put his friend's body on a cart and took him back to the lake and performed the ritual himself.

Then there was Rilee, a racy young white woman Lance had fallen in love with. She died of a flu that ravaged the outlying towns; they couldn't afford to take her to the doctor, and Lance was heartbroken. By then, it was just Lance and Robert, but Robert had forced the Indian to give him the talisman, which made him find the right lakes and properties. Lance performed the ritual to bring her back.

After that, it wasn't until the Civil War that Sal was reborn. He was Robert's commander. Robert feared that the war with the Northerners would be lost without Sal's smart combat skills, so he brought him back along with his second in command. Lionel.

From there, it happened quickly. Robert's first fear of dying had happened when they ventured too far from the first lake. Rilee was the one who thought of putting a hospital near the first lake, and a morgue by the second lake they had found.

They brought in a smart medicine man in Tyler and his wife, Rebecca, prominent doctors in their field of study. 

The others, as Robert looked at them, came along after that, but to him, the people in this room were the first naturally made.

Tyler had perfected the so-called mist, and that was why they didn't have to fear being too far from any body of water. The properties found in the lake could be made into a slight powder form and pushed through any airborne containment.

Right now, it was being pumped into this very room at a low setting so no one could see the color.

"So?" Sal asked.

"If you are asking me to explain myself," Robert turned his attention to Sal. "I won't!"

Robert, being the first and the oldest, was stronger than all of them. Since there was no way to kill him and any of the men that they would order to take him in would die instantly in his hands as he could easily rip a man in half with his bare hands, they knew there was nothing any of them could do.

This was a meeting of fear. Fear that the conspiracy theorists would gain traction, and people would stop coming to the condos, and the mist would be harder to come by.

"There has to be..." Rilee started, but Robert raised his hand.

"Stop," Robert shook his head. "I know everything you have to say, because you said it before, at every turn of the century when something new comes along and it scares one of you, and you pass it on, and then we have this meeting. Y2K, the end of the Mayan calendar, the diseases, the rise of the internet, I can go on."

Robert slowly stood up. "It will pass!" he exclaimed, staring at all of them. "The bigger threat to us is our new nemesis that I created!"

"This black man?" Lance scoffed. "A dead black man!"

"A slave?" Rilee laughed along with him.

"He was killed at the same river that gave most of us eternal life," Robert stated.

It was the reason Robert picked that condo for himself. On that same lake, many years ago, he was reborn and given eternal life. It was where the love of his life made him promise not to bring her back.

For days, Robert held her body by the lake, trying not to bring her back. He buried her by that lake, and now Larz had broken that promise. Robert had seen his girlfriend remade into one of Larz's revenants, half dead, half alive, reanimated dead.

Robert grabbed the remote and pointed it at the large screen. It showed Larz standing on the water, staring at the camera.

"Oh my god!" Lance stood up and looked at it.

The others stopped smiling. "He brought them back," Sal stared with his mouth wide open.

There were failures, many failed attempts at the ritual that failed to bring soldiers and other people back. Looking at the screen, they could see their failures looking back at them.

"Wait!" Rilee pointed at the screen. "My mother!" she yelled. "I attempted to bring her back at another lake, far from that one!"

"Any body of water that is connected to a lake, stream, or river, he can bring them back," Robert stared at the dark black eyes, which even now on this screen were staring directly at Robert.

"Is he?" Tyler turned to look at Robert.

"Staring at us individually through a screen?" Robert asked. "Yes."

They all saw it. Even on a paused screen, they could see Larz's eyes move and look at them. "He can see us when we look at him. Through a picture, through video, through anything he can see through it like a window."

"Kill him!" Lionel yelled, turning off the screen. "We blow up the lake, and then cover it up
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