
A Shadow in Time

Lisa Anderson

24 May 2014
[image: image]
§₴







  	
	    
	      Also by Lisa Anderson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Blog Post from Lisa Anderson

          
        
          
	          Strange But Interesting Info

          
        
          
	          
          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Dead Speak

          
        
          
	          The Haunting

          
        
          
	          Eyes of a Stranger

          
        
          
	          A Shadow in Time

          
        
          
	          Attack

          
        
          
	          Rose Manor

          
        
          
	          The Imagination

          
        
          
	          The Tower

          
        
          
	          The Project

          
        
          
	          Livingston Manor

          
        
          
	          The Priests

          
        
          
	          Extreme Tourism

          
        
          
	          The Nightmare and Buchannan Abbey

          
        
          
	          Truth or Dare

          
        
          
	          Deep Star and Hidden Terror

          
        
          
	          What Were They

          
        
          
	          The Curse

          
        
          
	          The Joining of the Two

          
        
          
	          Reprogramming the Olympus

          
        
          
	          Hell's Home

          
        
          
	          Poems and Mini Stories

          
        
          
	          The Woman in the Mirror

          
        
          
	          Extreme Weather

          
        
          
	          The Hunter and the Demon

          
        
          
	          Disaster in Oak Harbour

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Lisa Anderson’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By Lisa Anderson

A Shadow in Time

Chapter 2: 15 years later

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Sign up for Lisa Anderson's Mailing List

Further Reading: Attack

Also By Lisa Anderson

Chapter 1


––––––––
[image: ]


The year was 1980, the cell was ready, the drugs prepared, all the inmates on death row locked down, the standard routine, and just another execution. Why the fear, why the terror coursing through the warden? The Shadow, that’s why. His name was Colin Mathews, a giant of a man. Convicted of twenty-four murders, women all marked with the same symbol ... sacrifices he said.

The religious right had their rumors, a creation of Satan, he was. Sent to create hell on earth, bring the destruction of God, they claimed. The prison was on full lockdown; everyone was in their cells. Even those that had jobs within the prison were locked down.

The guards went to the cell, fear running through them. Always had to have extra guards when moving the monster. There he sat, blood running down his arms from the ritual style cuts on his arms, his symbol carved into the floor, filled with the blood that ran free. Seven and a half feet tall, hair black as night hanging to his waist, solid muscle, eyes that could have been dolls eyes, soulless, eyes of the dead. Cuffs and ankle restraints put on, no resistance.

The long walk, Shadow muttering under his breath, taken to the modified gurney, straps are tight. The IV needle put in his arm, the bastard gets the drugs straight no saline dilution. An empty bag to prevent air from getting in. “Any last words, Mr. Mathews?” the warden asked formally, he was required to by the law.

“You shall all fall before me. Nesa visat chola.” Shadow said and laughed that sick demonic laugh that he was known for.

The priest began the ritual prayers, the drugs injected. Blood began to run up the tubing, filling the empty bag. A dark substance began to run down the pages of the bible, blood. The priest looked up; Shadow was smiling his filed teeth showing. Horrified at what it meant, the priest dropped the bible and ran for the door. As it shut behind him, there was a loud explosion as if someone had set off a small amount of C-4. 

Upon hearing the explosion and feeling the concussion from it, the warden turned to see a very shaken priest, crossing himself and holding on to his rosary with all his might. “What happened in there?” he demanded.

“God has forsaken this place, evil runs free. This place is cursed.” The priest said crossing himself again. He pointed to the walls, horror covered his face. The warden turned and couldn’t believe his eyes. Blood, climbing the walls, seeping into the cement, the very heart and soul of the building was being contaminated by Shadows blood. 

Alarms began to wail; metal sliding could be heard. The cell doors on death row were opening on their own. Death row inmates began to scream, infected by the rage of Shadow’s blood that had sprayed from the walls onto them. Guards raced to the area only to be overwhelmed with inmates in a killing frenzy.

As the fighting ensued, guards were bitten, stabbed, hit with chairs, anything and everything was going to hell. The warden’s guards did what they were trained to do, protect the warden. They fired repeatedly. Shot after shot rang out until thirty inmates were dead and six guards as well. During the chaos, the IV bag that had filled with Shadows blood disappeared, the doctor ran to his office to get his medical kit to start treating members of the staff that were alive but injured. The priest was shaken so badly by what he had seen the blood do, they had to sedate him to prevent the entire prison from breaking down in a riot, he would never return.

The bodies of those that died were buried in the grass area in front of death row; the warden never reported what had happened. No one would believe him. Blood doesn’t climb walls. Within a year the prison was closed, there were rumors of ghosts, unexplained suicides and things not being handled the way they should. The official reason was the prison was old and out of date, a security risk that needed to be closed. 
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Chapter 2: 15 years later
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Heaven’s Gate Women’s Program; an experimental project that Warden Meredith Trac was in charge of. She had gotten permission from the state to use the old prison outside Coma to see if it would work. Her project was simple. Get a group of young ladies (she didn’t like calling them inmates) together in an isolated location and through hard work and good nutrition see if they could be ‘spiritually’ healed and reformed.

All the guards were single; they would live in the prison in a different cell block that was being modified to be nice quarters. The quarters for the guards would have every modern comfort that could be provided.

The doctor was a Doctor Timothy Vans, a general practice doctor that had wonderful credentials. They set up an office in the prison for him with all the latest and greatest toys. No one asked him why he wanted the position so badly they were just happy to have him.

The first group of young ladies was brought in. Murderers, drug dealers, thieves, prostitutes, people with assault convictions. They all had one thing in common, very long sentences. They were housed in the old death row.

Soon one of the prisoners, Mama, had a small group of girls that felt they could run rough shot over the others. The doctor was having sexual encounters with a few of the young ladies that were drug users and he would give them a fix for ‘payment’.

One Wednesday, the transport van showed in the morning like normal, the last person to arrive and the first new face in three months. The group knew who she was, Blades. Her story had been all over the news, murder. She had claimed it was ‘justifiable homicide’ but the court still had her down as murder. Her real name was Destiny but few knew that. Standing six feet tall, thin as a whip, shoulder length black hair she was the tallest inmate there. She was led through the area like a prize won at the county fair. The guards made sure that Mama saw her.

Soon she was in the center area of the old death row; there stood the old execution chamber now the warden’s office. As she looked around, Blades had a bad feeling about the place. Something was wrong here, evil reigned supreme in this this place, a greater evil than just convicted criminals.

“Welcome Blades to Heaven’s Gate. This is a special day for all of us. We welcome you to our family. I am Warden Trac; Heaven’s Gate is a place for ‘spiritual rebirth’. We feel that through hard work, good food and realignment of the spirit, peace can be found in your life. We are here to help you find peace. The grass area directly in front of the cell house is a restricted area due to the fact that there are metal shards from many years ago in the grass. We want to avoid injury so we keep all the young ladies off it. Sgt. Thorne, please take her to see Dr. Vans for her exam.” The warden said with an over friendly smile.

The Sgt. led Blades through a maze of corridors to the doctor’s office; she was given a routine checkup and a dose of vitamins. Her uniforms were issued to her and she was taken to a cell. Through the entire process, Blades had a growing, knowing fear. There was something wrong here, something evil.
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Chapter 3
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In the cell was a blonde young lady about seven months pregnant, her name was Emily but everyone called her ‘Baby’. Blades put what personal stuff on the shelf that she had, this included a picture of her mother, and climbed on the top bunk. She laid down; the feeling was stronger in here. Fear, dread, terror something evil was here, trapped inside the building. 

“Focus” she thought, “find your focus, your balance.” Shutting her eyes, she went into a meditative state, calming and focusing her mind. Instead of the feelings of safety and calmness, rage hit her. Opening her mind, she was horrified by what she saw.

Blood running down the walls, a giant of a man, long black hair, soulless eyes, and a symbol cut into his right hand. He turned, his eyes seem to be looking into her very soul, and an animalistic growl came forth. Her eyes popped open. Looking around terror gripped her, blood everywhere. The dead walking; eating the other inmates. It was a scene out of a horror movie, the growl again, seem to drive them into frenzy.

Mentally recording what she saw, the true nature of the horror hit her. Bites out of inmates, pieces missing, blood covering everything. The howl sounded feral, part human - part animal, all evil, determine to destroy life stood the monster of a man. A beacon of light shown through. Racing to it was safety, Kassarine, her mother, covered in an angelic light, white and clean
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