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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.
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