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Chapter Eleven: The Meeting
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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.
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