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The alarms were blaring, and the sounds of gunshots rang out.

The revenants were in the building. There was no way out.

The originals were cornered in their sanctuary on the top floor of the building. They had tried to escape by going to the roof, but the helicopter coming for them had been shot down.

For the first time in ages, fear seeped into their bodies, and they trembled as they heard their security forces outside the metal doors falling, dying to the increased number of revenants attacking them.

Then everything went silent, the silence became deafening as all of them stood together, ready to face whatever came through the metal doors.

Years of planning to secure their futures and manipulating governments as well as people were coming to an end.

There was a simple knock on the large doors.

Robert knew what was behind those doors.

“You can either open it, or I can tear it down,” Larz said.

Robert slowly strolled forward. He pressed the red glowing button, and the doors opened.

Larz strode into the large room filled with memorabilia of the past years. “So, this is your inner sanctuary,” Larz smiled.

His revenants behind him.

“Get it over with,” Robert shook his head.

“Get what over with?” Larz grinned at Robert. “Turning you?”

Larz shook his head as he stared at the rows of pictures, original paintings that had been confiscated and collected through the years. Artifacts stolen from museums, this whole room was a thief’s paradise.

The originals had collected many things through their years on earth, forged copies of each thing, and made it look like they had never left.

“What do you want?” Rilee yelled.

“Oh, miss,” Larz motioned to two of his minions, who rushed at her and grabbed her. Rilee tried to fight back, but they were too strong and too many. “You are going to make a great concubine,” Larz stared at Rilee as she was brought before him. “I am going to enjoy every moment I spend with you.”

“I would rather die!” Rilee spat at him.

“Oh? That can be arranged,” Larz smiled, gliding his longer fingernail across Rilee’s neck.

Rilee started to convulse, her neck opened up. The others watched in horror as she slowly died. It was natural for them to go through the agony of death, but they always came back, the wounds healed, even limbs grew back, bones mended, but this was true death.

Rilee grasped for her neck, feeling the blood rush out of the cut; she could feel the coldness of death approaching.

“You feel it don’t you?” Larz smiled as he knelt to face her. “Death, my master you can hear him, can’t you?”

Rilee could; she could hear him, the quiet voice she and the others had pushed aside, ignored for so long, she could hear him clearly.

“Yes,” Rilee hissed, her eyes turning black as she was turning, becoming another minion in the demon’s growing army. “I can hear him,” she stared into Larz’s eyes.

When she was young and new, she was a slave master’s daughter. The things she did to those under her were purely horrific; she treated them like dirt, like insects, cutting off limbs to see them suffer, drowning them, burning them. She saw all of that now.

“I,” Rilee started to say, her hand reaching out for Larz. “Love you!”

The others backed away as the wound mended, not completely; there was a large black scar across her neck, but Rilee stood up, her eyes as black as all the others that had been turned. “I want you,” Rilee approached Larz. “I want all of you!”

“No!” Robert shouted as the horde of undead laughed as Rilee kissed Larz.

“She’s mine now,” Larz laughed, squeezing Rilee tighter to his body. “All of you will be mine!”

The horde rushed toward the others in a sea of dead bodies. They fought as hard as they could, ripping bodies apart, tearing limbs and bashing heads, but the dead kept coming back to life, their bodies repairing as quickly as they were torn.

With Larz behind them, there was no way they could be killed permanently. One by one, the originals were turned, until it was just Robert left. He was the only one standing, his arms felt heavy by his sides, and his breathing was heavy.

“Finish it!” Robert yelled as the undead stood circling him.

He looked into the eyes of his former friends. Their eyes were as black as coal, staring back at him. “You played into our master’s hand,” Larz walked toward him.

The revenants made a path for him as he slowly approached. “Why do you think the natives buried their secret? It wasn’t because they were scared,” Larz grinned. “It’s because they knew they couldn’t control themselves, the greed, the lust for power, all of it would lead to this day!”

Robert looked around and finally saw what they had done. They had paved the way for this to happen. “All the defenses, all the secrets, he now knows,” Larz smiled as he circled Robert. “All the relationships you and your band had formed he knows,” he laughed. “You made this possible, and worse you created the anchors for his ascension.”

“The condo, and beach front properties,” Robert shook his head.

“Anchors,” Larz laughed, placing a hand on Robert’s shoulder. “See, for yourself!”

Robert’s eyes turned black as he heard the triumphant roar of the demon below. All the properties they had created exploded as the pits underneath them came to life, and thousands of demons poured out of them.

“It’s the end of everything,” Larz laughed.

Robert could see through their eyes as they ripped through the streets, killing everyone in their path.

The skies darkened as the demon lord rushed upward through the ocean water and came to the surface.

“I arise!” it yelled as dark clouds formed, and lightning raced through the sky.

“Thank you,” Larz whispered in Robert’s ear. “Thank you for bringing this world to it’s knees.”

Larz walked away.

“Turn me!” Robert ordered as the undead started to walk away.

“No,” Larz grinned. “Why should I?”

Larz laughed as they left Robert standing there alone. “You bastard!” Robert ran forward, but Larz held up his hand.

Robert was stuck in place, unable to move.

“Foolish,” Larz smiled, his black eyes falling on Robert. “Now that my master has risen, I am more powerful than you.”

With a thrust of his hand, Robert was flung across the marble floor. “You are weak!” Larz motioned his hand, and Robert was dragged and flung to the other side of the large room. “Pathetic!” he lifted his hand, and Robert’s body lifted off the ground.

Robert was suffocating as Larz stood before him. “I could crush you like an insect,” Larz spat at him. “But my master wants someone to be around to watch as he brings a new dawn.”

“He will kill everyone,” Robert choked.

“Yes, he will,” Larz chuckled. “My children will take over for humans and there will be no more greed, no more violence, no more hate!”

Robert struggled to free himself.

“What has humanity accomplished all these years?” Larz asked. “So many disasters, so much destruction for what? Where is the progress?”

“We have free will!” Robert’s dangling in the air.

“Free will?” Larz laughed. “Free will that you and your association wanted to take away from people? Free will corporations take away from their associates the people who work day in and day out for them?’

Robert fell to the floor. “Say it,” Larz bent down and held Robert’s chin and lifted it to face him. “There is no free will, there is no freedom, just what is given, and even then, it could be taken away at an instant.”

“And your way is better?” Robert felt his throat. “Mindless beings that do as they command?”

“At least it’s honest,” Larz stood up. “I do not lie to them,” he turned to face his minions, who stood still looking at him. “They can do whatever they want, as long as they obey me and my master and me when the time comes.”

“And your harem?” Robert slowly stood. “As long as they fuck you, so you can breed them?”

“The new breed,” Larz shrugged. “When all of humanity is gone, they will take over and I will be onto the next,” he smiled.

“Next what?” Robert asked.

“Oh, Robert,” Larz shook his head. “You know this only one chapter in a very large book, you’ve seen the other side, many sides, glimpses of realms upon realms my master wants to conquer, each one of them different from the other.”

Robert shook his head as he saw images being forced into his head. He saw himself, different versions of himself, in different lives.

“No!” Robert shouted. “Kill me!”

“Poor Robert,” Larz mocked him. “You should have killed yourself the first time, the very instant you were remade that shaman gave you the blade that could have ended it.”

Robert shook his head, trying to push the memory away. The Indian shaman gave him the black blade moments before Robert killed him. “I was scared,” Robert admitted.

“And now?” Larz asked as the world crumbled.

Robert could see everything: large flying creatures shooting black fire out of their mouths, burning cities. Military men retreat further back.

Large, enormous demons fighting with tanks and other vehicles. Humanity was dying out there, everywhere.

The demon lord towered over everything, his footprints leaving death and decay as he walked onto the ground.

“He is coming,” Robert stared at the window as the whole building shook.

“Yes,” Larz nodded. “He wants to meet the one that set everything in motion,” Larz looked Robert in the eyes. “That’s you.”

Robet wanted this to end; he didn’t want to be the one to bring the end to this world or any other.

“Nu uh,” Larz backed away from Robert. “I can hear what you are thinking,” Larz smiled. “Using me to kill you, that’s smart.”

Robert was going to make Larz kill him. He knew that’s why Larz hadn’t turned him. He couldn’t; if he killed Robert, then all of this would end.

The shaking stopped.

“He’s here!” Larz smiled, staring upward.

The roof tore off as the large demon tore the top of the building completely off and tossed it aside. It fell to the ground, destroying other buildings.

“You!” The demon roared as its large hands reached downward.

Robert was lifted off the ground.

“I didn’t want this!” Robert yelled as he was brought face-to-face with the demon lord. Robert stood in the palm of its large hand. “I just wanted to live, that’s all!”

“You sought power!” Its voice rang out so loud that Robert covered his ears.

“I wanted power, yes,” Robert nodded. “And if I knew, if I knew it would have ended this way, I wouldn’t have done it.”

“Lies!” it yelled.

Robert shook as he fell to his knees.

“Now you die!”

It dropped Robert from its hand. Robert fell to the ground far below. On the way down, he thought of everything that happened. All the events that had led to this moment.

He saw his mother’s face, he saw the old barn where he used to play, then he saw the Indian shaman bringing him back to life.

“Don’t,” he yelled as his body continued to fall. “Stop!”

The shaman looked at him. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Robert closed his eyes. “Don’t bring me back, I am sorry for what my people have done, but I don’t want to live.”

“Your apology is accepted,” the shaman said.

Robert’s body fell to the ground with a loud thud.

The demon lord turns to Larz. “Continue on...” It stopped as a bright light appeared below him.

It was Robert’s body; the light got brighter.

“No!” Larz yelled as the originals began to disappear one by one.

Larz stared up at the demon lord as his body was beginning to crack. He was being pulled back to the nether.

Robert had sacrificed himself, and time was being rewritten. None of the deeds of the association had come to pass.

Larz looked at everything being torn apart. “I will still be!” Larz yelled. “I will find you master! I promise!”

“Find me!” the demon lord yelled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Robert woke up to the sound of fighting. He was wounded. Blood poured from his stomach as a British soldier stood over him.

Robert reacted quickly and shoved his dagger into the man’s stomach.

Robert groaned as he pulled himself forward away from the battlefield. He crawled on his aching stomach.

There he saw the Indian shaman standing before him. “Don’t,” Robert shook his head. Memories of the future were still fresh in his mind as he turned over onto his back. “Let me die,” Robert breathed as he looked up at the sun.

“Do you want to see her again, one last time?” the shaman asked.

“Yes,” Robert answered.

The shaman placed his hand over Robert’s eyes, and he saw her. He saw his Isabella; he hadn’t met her in this lifetime, it would be years
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