
THE MUMMY KILLS THE BRIDES

ERIK HANDY


  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MUMMY KILLS THE BRIDES

    

    
      First edition. May 27, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Erik Handy.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215774113

    

    
    
      Written by Erik Handy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

42

43

44

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

53

54

55

56

57

58

59

60

61

62

63

64

65

66

67

68

69

70

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

1


[image: image]


Ancient Egypt

The splendid sight of the city has not been duplicated since its ruin. Not in dreams. Not in imagination. Majestic is the word to describe its perfection. To view it then and to view the sand that overtook it would break one’s heart.

Miles and miles across and wide was its size. The yellow limestone buildings where the commoners lived provided a sturdy base for the ivory palaces and worship centers to stretch toward the sky. However, there’s more to a city than what lines its streets. The tanned, dark-featured people followed their leader, who was a god to them. In return, the people were cared for and allowed some semblance of freedom that they never questioned. They were free to leave, study the stars, or whatever they wanted, as long as they didn’t upset the peace. This was a comfortable home to millions, a bonafide oasis in the harsh desert.

On one of the final days before its slow destruction, the calm glory of the ancient metropolis was cut by a series of screams that ripped down every dusty lane, from one border to another. Few people outwardly acknowledged the screams. Instead, they internally chewed their panic down. To acknowledge those ear-splitting cries would give credence to the rumors of abominations dwelling in their proud city.

The screams blasted out from a holy temple tucked snugly within the heart of the city. They belonged to a man, a soldier named Ahrahkma.

***
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Ahrahkma was bound naked to a stone slab. Surrounding him were three nude men who bore none of the shock, pain, or disgust that wracked his own features. No, they were preoccupied with removing the soldier’s tongue with a crude tong device.

Ahrahkma’s muscular frame jerked in defiance of his fate. His screams continued unabated.

He was fully aware of what was happening.

He would be cleansed and entombed for all eternity as a reminder of a heinous deed he was only victim to.

A reminder to whom? A warning, then?

The monster was still free. He felt her nearby. Saw a glimpse of her as she peeked over one of the men’s shoulders.

Ah, there she is, Ahrahkma maniacally thought. If she is truly a she.

She was overly attractive for this lot. Her skin was the perfect shade of brown. The soft curves of her body rose and fell like a low rolling dune. Here she was, tempting and taunting the doomed soldier in his worst moments. Her sharp gaze snidely glided over his dull features as the three priests began to tightly wrap him in cloth.

She appeared from a sandstorm. As the winds died down, she stepped out of the dust without so much as a speck in her raven-black hair. She had said her name was Narrah and everyone was quick to believe her.

And to trust her. Especially the pharaoh. Somehow, probably through her supernatural wiles, she gained his favor without a question of her origin or intent. He was no god while under her shadow.

Did this Narrah ensnare the pharaoh like she did Ahrahkma, one of the city’s trusted guards?

Seduction.

Intercourse.

The bite.

She bit Ahrahkma’s member, which now sat in a clay jar, already removed by the priests, and sucked. At that, the man had never felt so exhilarated.

Then she ran her tongue over her razor teeth. Her blood dripped from her mouth and into the wound. The man’s fate was sealed then.

As the last strip of cloth was wrapped around his head, Ahrahkma found he didn’t need eyes to see the bitch. Her devil blood was inside him. He could feel her blood coursing through her veins. He could feel her pulse when he couldn’t discern his own.

Ahrahkma raged against his predicament. Rage, yes. That was what would fuel him, prod him toward vengeance. To kill her, to erase that burning in his body that connected them for all eternity.

He would ride that rage and trust in it to deliver him to her in another life. For vengeance against her blood whether it flowed from her or through another. Her offspring, if her soiled loins could birth any, would not be exempt from his revenge. He would search for every drop of her blood and wipe it from this earth. For vengeance!
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

2


[image: image]


Transylvania. 1456.

The man soon to be known as Vlad the Impaler would write, “When a man or a prince is strong and powerful he can make peace as he wants to.” On this battlefield this early morning, he and his Hungarian army sought to make peace with the occupiers of his homeland.

Peace via the end of a blade.

There were as many twists and turns in the political atmosphere of the area as there were bodies in the mud. The land would be stained red for quite some time.

Let my homecoming be a warning, he declared, plunging into battle alongside soldiers whose only stake in the fight was to ensure the loyal support of Vlad and Wallachia to Hungary. Once the war was finished, of course. But those aforementioned twists and turns were certain to result in different circumstances. That was the nature of politics – to bicker and backstab.

The nature of war was simply to stab and stab again.

The dead and their discarded weapons were scattered underfoot. The wounded were grounded as well. They had no choice but to eventually perish. War does not pause.

Vlad shouted encouragement to his men. No quarter was to be given, neither to the enemy nor his allies. He hacked every errant limb he spotted, pierced every side he could. His army, the same. He motivated them as his battle fever moved him deeper into the fray.

No one stopped to gaze up at the gray, overcast sky or at the horror of hundreds of slashed and gutted men. However, everyone still alive caught a glimpse of the one person out of place here.

She was known as Narrah to some, but to these people, she had no name.

The men on both sides refocused. Had they a second’s breath, they would have turned their swords on the woman. Not only was she out of place, but she also emitted a kind of filth that couldn’t be scrubbed away.

She strolled among the warriors. None of the brutality affected her. She strode like a ghost to the man leading the charge.

Amid the clanging of iron and anguished screams came a whisper upon the wind, Vlad.

He finally saw the woman. Her appearance puzzled him. Who was she? Why was she here? How could she dodge every wild sword swing and every splatter of gore?

Then he felt it.

Coming off this stranger.

A violence of her own.

Dizzying. Intoxicating. Frightening.

Vlad swung around at an attacker, cleaving the poor man’s head from his neck. He halted his vicious circle just inches from the woman’s flawless, brown face.

“Vlad,” she spoke. Her voice sounded too distant to be real.

The din of battle went mute to Vlad’s ears. The battle raged on around them, not molesting their meeting.

Vlad lowered his dripping sword.

He felt beneath her. He wanted to be beneath her. Not intimately. He wanted her to walk all over him. He was sure that would please her. Pleasing her would have pleased him.

As if reading the man’s thoughts, she grinned.

She went to him and placed one long forefinger on his blood-slicked chain mail. Then her other fingers touched him, probing the armor, finding the unprotected parts of his torso.

Vlad couldn’t move. He was reduced to a quiver.

He wanted this.

Not her.

No. He didn’t want to grovel at her bare feet anymore.

He wanted her power, her unnatural aura of strength.

The woman removed Vlad’s helmet and tossed it to the ground.

Blood raced from Vlad’s head, recoiling from the exposure.

The two stood upon the dead and their armament.

Together.

Close.

They kissed.

Once.

For seconds that felt like eternities.

Her sharp teeth slid across his bottom lip, slicing it open.

He didn’t pull away.

The woman then bit enough of her own upper lip to draw blood. She pressed her wound to his. Their bloods met and mixed. Crimsons no one would ever lay eyes on.

Or feel.

A thousand suns exploded on his lips, spreading a stinging heat throughout Vlad’s face and throat.

The violence.

Vlad couldn’t swallow. His pulse tripled.

The violence is strength.

She was in him now.

The exchange invigorated Vlad like he knew it would. For the first time in his life, he felt awake. He could win the battle by himself. Then he could set his sights on the world, and then the universe. His vision knew no bounds. The power had come home to the right place. For this woman to have the same strength threatened him. What if she challenged him once he dominated every horizon? What if she sought to control him? What if she bestowed her gift to others? The boon was no longer hers. It was his to give as he saw fit.

Vlad swiftly brought his sword up into her stomach, through her heart and out her left shoulder.

The strike was instantly fatal. The look of death, that peaceful countenance, was the only feature the woman could manage. Her dark eyes rolled back as she went limp into Vlad’s arm.

Vlad slid the sword from her.

The conflict did not stop. Soldiers continued to kill and die.

I can end them all.

He made sure the woman was fully dead before rejoining the fight. He would retrieve her body after he had won. He couldn’t risk anyone discovering the secret to his newfound vigor.

Vlad savagely made some more peace.
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Transylvania. 1890.

Castle Dracula.

The stone fort looked like any other, but the stories surrounding the location, fictional and not, instilled fear into anyone with a soul. The townspeople from neighboring villages avoided the place, both physically and in idle conversation. However, they couldn’t escape it in their nightmares. The place contained a presence that once put out of sight, remained well within imagination.

The conifers leading up to the castle stood like empty pikes thirsting for flesh. The Carpathians behind the rotting forest was the perfect backdrop for a scene where life and death were constantly at odds with one another. There was no middle ground. One either lived or died here.

Or avoided the place entirely.

One night, a group of men were not deterred. They were outsiders with a purpose, oblivious to any power the local superstitions held over the locals. They were here in this dreaded place to reclaim one of their own.

The tall, young, handsome Jonathan Harker.

The old, world-traveled Professor Abraham Van Helsing.

The larger-than-life Texan, Quincy Morris.

The bookish, yet brave, Bram Stoker.

The four men hauled a kicking and screaming woman from the massive wrought iron gate which opened into the castle. She flailed like a sack of angry slithering snakes.

Her name was Mina Murray, the fourth and final bride of Vlad Dracula.

A shout bellowed out from deep within the lichen bowels of the castle, causing the men’s pulses to stutter. It was more than a random, wild noise. It was the word No. Never had there been so much thunder contained in one simple syllable.

The four men set Mina on the ground as softly as they could given the circumstances. The woman scurried off to the side.

From the gate, three women in sheer white gowns raced out like ravenous wolves. There was nothing sensual about their gait and determination. They launched themselves at the four men.

Quincy Morris drew his revolver and blasted one of the women in the face. The force of the shot stopped her dead in the air, dropping her to the dirt.

The other two women lashed out at Van Helsing and Stoker. Their curled fingers sought both flesh and eyeballs. They weren’t picky.

The two men fended them off with sharp sabers that sliced with the slightest touch. They succeeded in holding them at bay.

Harker had difficulties of his own.

He held his dear Mina down as she tried to writhe away toward the castle, toward the source of that awful cry.

“Mina!” Harker said. “Stop! It’s me – Jonathan!”

The woman kept thrashing, even as a dark shape appeared at the castle’s threshold.

“Boy!” The thick-accented booming voice curdled everyone’s will to live, human and vampire alike.

Vlad Dracula stood in the gateway of his ancient home. He stared at Harker, ignoring the fracas between his brides and the others, ignoring the dead Camilla on the ground a few feet away. In all black, the man’s scowl threatened to break his long face.

Despite every cell in his body urging him to flee, to surrender his Mina to the deadly dark, Harker rose to the devil’s challenge.

The two brides, Athyne and Eve, backed away from the fight.

The trio they attacked gave them a cautious berth.

Mina calmed down, soothed by the presence of her rapist, kidnapper, and conqueror.

Harker advanced toward Dracula, seemingly empty-handed.

“The woman is mine,” Dracula declared.

“Never,” Harker replied.

Dracula smirked.

“I can kill you, boy,” he said. “You, your friends, and every villager within a wolf’s howl.”

Under his breath, Van Helsing said, “The knives. Use the knives.” He hoped Harker would remember. He had to.

Mina got to her knees and looked on as Harker approached her master.

Dracula’s smirk never wavered. He stood firm as he said, “I am the master here.”

Closer.

Harker had to swallow down bile. The raw energy coming off the beast kept tossing his soul around like unrelenting ocean waves. The demonic grip of this black tyrant had to be broken, if not for Mina’s sake, then for every innocent victim yet to come.

Harker remembered to breathe.

Then he struck.

From his shirtsleeves he produced two daggers that had been held in leather wrist sheathes. The daggers were long and silver, almost white in the presence of eternal evil.

The dagger in his left hand pierced Dracula’s right shoulder, preventing, Harker hoped, the vampire from using that arm.

The other dagger went straight to the beast’s heart.

There were no final thoughts in Dracula’s fevered mind. Just a fleeting feeling of shock, but he wasn’t sure at what.

Mina howled.

Athyne and Eve gasped. Never did they think their master could be bested. Never did they think they’d be free of him. They retreated further into the forest until they were swallowed by the night.

Van Helsing, Morris, and Stoker couldn’t tear themselves from the sight of the dying vampire. The surviving brides weren’t even a side-thought.

Harker stood over the terror that stalked Transylvania and England. The beast’s power, that horrible hold, was gone, leaving a mighty absence.

Mina uncontrollably sobbed.

Harker looked back at her and knew then that she was lost to him. Maybe she would eventually come back to him. Anything was possible. But that would be a fight for another time.

Now . . .

Dracula was dead.
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Egypt. 1922.

Night. A light wind visited from the northwest, sweeping through the small camp and through Archer Ward’s private tent. The page of text he pored over briefly fluttered. He smoothed it out with his dusty hand.

Nothing about this makes sense.

He looked over at the tall stack of tomes on the other table in his tent. He’d have to send for more books in the morning. Right now, the words he read over and over began to swim. He knew them by heart anyway. Hoping for a break, he turned the page.

He sensed his benefactor before he saw him.

“Herbert,” he said without looking up. “Can’t sleep?”

“It’s only a matter of time,” the plump man said. The folds in his forehead flexed with elation. “I feel it, Archer.”

Archer turned to the man, removing his spectacles. “I know, Herbert.” He smiled. “You’re like a schoolboy awaiting his first kiss. My God, you are excited.”

Herbert Gould made his way to the useless texts. Archer half-believed the railroad man already knew all the information contained within. Portly and with a crown of blonde hair circling a red bald spot, one could pass him off as a jolly dunce. But those who knew him, friends and enemies, soon learned the truth. He was the smartest man Archer had ever met.

When Archer went to him with plans to scour the mysterious desert for tombs and treasure, Herbert greeted him with a deep knowledge of not only the geographical area, but the people. Archer thought his own education and time served in the Antiquities Service granted him an audience with the tycoon, but he suspected it was a mad curiosity which drove the money man to finance the extensive expedition. Work by other groups was already underway, but Archer hoped Herbert’s seemingly endless funds would be the tipping point in their favor.

“I am beyond excited,” Herbert said. “Archer.” His grin stretched wide. “We’re close.”

Archer laughed. “We have scores of men digging as we speak. Day and night. Discovering what we seek is inevitable. What puzzles me is the lack of any real history regarding this region.”

“Hm. Yes. Rather puzzling. I would like to think that the world is filled to the brim with mysteries. Mysteries which may outlive us. But you and I both know that history isn’t as factual as we wish it. Certain facts are handpicked, passed down to educate, warn, and tantalize. Scholars, nay, the powers which govern this world choose our past.”

“Herbert, I’m speechless. You’ve obviously dwelled on these topics.”

“I have, my friend. I hope to use my standing to liberate the obscured world we live in. Good or bad, the public should be made aware.”

Archer nodded. “Then I hope our workers dig a bit faster.”

“Shall I pay them more?”

“My good man, how deep are your pockets?”

Herbert’s smile didn’t fade. “Truth has a price and we should pay and pay until it’s revealed.” He gazed through the open tent flap. “In the shadow of the great Tutankhamun, what lurks beneath centuries of sand and clay? Who or what is buried in that shadow? Who or what merits no mention in history?

“Just one minuscule mention. That is why we’re here. Something has to be here.”

“Something must. I can not and will not believe that the history of this great area ends with King Tut.”

“That’s why we’re here. Belief, manpower, and money. They must count for something in our endeavor.”

“Indeed.” Herbert turned to Archer. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

“It is morning.”

“A-ha. Then later.”

“Sleep well.”

“I doubt I will.”

Herbert left Archer to his book.

***
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The cry came several hours later.

Archer sat up on his cot, thinking he must have dreamed it.

Then another cry came in response.

He slapped on his spectacles and walked into the dawning day. He followed the rocky path around the mountain, honing in on the commotion. He navigated around the numerous excavation sites strewn across their corner of desert. The last thing he needed this far from active civilization was a broken leg.

Holes in the ground that’ll reveal other holes. So much effort for another disappointment.

A group of locals amassed in the middle of a clearing. There were no rock formations or drastic land blemishes to hint towards any inkling of a discovery. The workers dug everywhere as per Archer’s best guesses. They lucked upon something which elicited a fervor among them. Herbert was already there, caught in their fire.

“Archer!” he shouted. “We found it!”

When Archer arrived, he thought it was only a twelve-foot wide depression. Nothing worth noting.

But then he saw the slab within.

His heart skipped a beat.

Herbert must have seen the astonishment on Archer’s face. “It was only a matter of time, my friend.”

“That’s not a sarcophagus.”

“Correct.”

“It could be the top of a structure or a piece of one. The slab is cut too straight to be natural.”

“And it could be something else.”

Archer was flabbergasted. What else could it have been?

He motioned for a few of the workers to move back and then he lowered himself into the hole.

“Archer!” Herbert exclaimed.

“It’s all right, my friend.” Archer stepped off the slab and examined it. Even in the near darkness, he made out that it wasn’t a sarcophagus of any kind. It was indeed a long stab of stone.

“Herbert,” he shouted up. “A lantern, please.”

Herbert asked one of the men to fetch a lantern. “Archer, what do you see?”

“Stone. Seven, eight feet long. Three feet high. No markings.”

The worker returned with a lantern, which Herbert passed down.

“Yes,” Archer said. “Eight feet long. I see where it ends and another begins.”

“A structure buried by time?”

“Herbert,” Archer said, facing the opposite wall of clay. A spot of stone peeked out. “You may be right. But do you want to know what I think?”

“Always, friend.”

Archer turned again in the hole. “I think this is a path.”

***
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All the workers pitched in and did double duty, but the going was slow. Herbert Gould had three excavation machines shipped and they arrived within two months. Those technological marvels greatly helped, but the men had to be careful not to dig wildly for fear of destroying any buried structures or potential road signs. Using the stone markers as a guide, the work spread from there. Archer mapped the dug up road, guessing where it would ultimately end.

Herbert always remained nearby, either on site or in the closest village, with a smile painted on his face. The man’s enthusiasm reinvigorated Archer whenever the day’s work hit a dead end or when not as many workers showed up. Neither man gave up hope. There was no reason, either. Herbert’s money and influences greased the wheels and they kept turning and turning.

***
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Six months later, work was completed.

One excavator remained while the others were sent abroad. Most of the men were sent home, hands full of money and mouths full of rumors. A tomb was found. What riches were hidden away? Herbert’s sway came into play when he asked the Egyptian government to station soldiers all throughout the quarter-of-a-mile wide site. He made sure to line their pockets with his own money.

“Archer,” he said once the road was cleared and the tomb’s entrance revealed. “Shall we break through?”

“You can’t wait.”

“I can not.”

“Bring the foreman.”

The pair found Hadwin talking to a soldier at the foot of the road. The young man smiled and nodded at them. In perfect English, he said, “Gentlemen. I knew you’d come.”

Herbert laughed and pulled the man in for a hug. “Hadwin! Will you accompany us?”

Hadwin slightly bowed.

The three men entered the light brown canyon. Archer’s first assumption was correct. The slab did signify a road. The recessed path to the hole in the mountain was adorned with stone barriers three feet high and roughly ten feet long. The barriers held back the dry clay like a reservoir. However, walls could not help but be buried after hundreds upon hundreds of years of windswept sand and dirt.

“Hidden for uncounted years,” Archer said in awe. Looking at the entrance in the small mountain never failed to impress him.

“I knew it was here,” Herbert said.

“Of course you did, old sport.”

Hadwin grinned and shook his head. “You two are so happy to see a cave.”

“Ah, yes,” Herbert replied. “Just a cave.”

It actually is a cave, Archer thought. It was possible the tomb was carved into the inner sanctum, but no human hands built this mountain.

They reached the entrance, which was blocked from the inside with stone blocks. Unless there was another
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