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Chapter Fourteen: End of it all
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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.
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