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Dedication

For my late Aunt Betty Venus-McGlothlin.

 


I believe through otherworldly influence, my aunt
shared her earthly fascination with ancient Egypt with me as I
wrote this story which, thanks to her guidance, ended up very
different than I had originally planned.



Opening Quote


Murder is like potato chips; you can’t stop with just
one.

—Stephen King



The Blue Mummy Killer

My name is Rob. But I’m best known
by my media dubbed name, the Blue Mummy Killer. The Quilt Brain
Killer would be more accurate. But I can’t blame the media. The
police never revealed my signature,
as they call it, when a killer leaves a clue
behind on purpose.

Indeed, the blanket
is part of my signature.
I strip my victim naked and wrap her body in strips cut from flimsy
light blue blankets, similar to the nondescript thin ones you’d
find at any hospital. A dead woman swaddled like a mummy is a
memorable image and worthy of grabbing headlines. Plus,
creating blue mummies sets me apart from the run-of-the-mill serial
killer.

But my true signature is a 5x5 inch square from the
323 patches of Mother’s quilt she made herself. How and where it’s
implanted into my victims is defining and further sets me apart
from all others compelled to commit the unspeakable. But more on
that later.

Twenty-nine victims in twenty-nine
different states over fifteen years. The FBI calls me a
prolific serial killer.
Fifty blue mummies in fifty states is my goal to be achieved by my
sixtieth birthday. Considering I’m only forty-four years old, I’d
say I’m well on my way to meeting my goal.

My inheritance affords me the freedom to travel
without accountability. Being the only child of a real estate
tycoon who disappeared at sea eighteen years ago has its
advantages. Given the state of the yacht and the amount of blood
splattered throughout it, my parents were likely murdered and
thrown overboard by a rogue band of pirates operating somewhere in
the South Pacific. At least that’s what the official report claims.
But I know better. I know the truth.

Over the years, as the Blue Mummy
Killer, I’ve become a spooky campfire tale, akin to the Boogeyman.
Rumors circulated and embellished by social media have attributed
far more murders to me than I deserve credit for, further
increasing my popularity. But fame does that.
Makes you larger than life. And brings out of the woodwork amateur
copycat killers, murder-chasing true crime writers, and
money-hungry capitalists.

The other day I saw a Beware the
Blue Mummy Man sticker on the rear window of a vehicle. Under the
words, an illustration of a person wrapped in blood-splattered blue
strips. Idiots! Blood on the mummy wrapping… inferring it’s
on my mummy
wrapping? I never bloody my victims. Any blood found on the strips is from
scavenger birds and wild animals feeding on the corpse.

I’ve even seen Blue Mummy Killer
T-shirts on the internet. A stylized illustration of a person
wrapped in blue strips lying on a forest floor is a more realistic
depiction of my work. Not in good taste for sure, but that’s
capitalism! My ego prods me—dares me—to buy one. But my
intelligence stops me. Reminds me purchases can be traced. For all
I know, the T-shirts are the creation of the FBI as bait; an almost
irresistible dangling
carrot, if you will.

Speaking of dangling carrots…

Humans are predictable and far too trusting.
Especially when faced with imminent death. They’ll say, do, and
believe anything when a verbal carrot of hope is dangled in front
of them. “Do what I say, and I won’t hurt you.”

Riiiight. I scoff at that, but it must be true. Prisons are a testament
to its use and the victims’ survival, especially in cases of rape.
And just for the record, I’m no rapist.

Nonetheless, dangling verbal
carrots of hope works. Even for me. Maybe, especially for me. Especially now
that I’m a known force to be feared. When my victim regains
consciousness, I say, “Don’t scream, don’t resist, and do exactly
what I say.” My voice calm, tone reassuring, smile laced with
feigned sincerity. Not that she could scream or resist or has a
choice in what I’m about to do.

However, she awakens to find herself immobilized.
Her entire body is tightly wrapped like a mummy. Her legs bound
together. Arms restrained at her sides. Nose, eyes, and an area at
the back of her skull, large enough to allow her ponytail to remain
available for my grabbing, are the only areas not engulfed in the
mummy strips.

Realizing her dire predicament, she throws my
dangling carrot of hope to the wind. Black panic widens her eyes.
Her nostrils flare, sucking air. She contorts her body and shakes
her head. Her fight lasts for mere seconds. Once worn out, I say,
“Your pointless struggling forfeits your chance to be the first to
survive the Blue Mummy Killer.” That provokes another round of
futile screaming and body wiggling accented with more flaring
nostrils and so many tears that they soak the wrap around her mouth
and the side of her face. I admit, watching her desperation and
smelling her fear spawns an orgasmic high like no other.

Thanks to the cops not revealing my true signature,
she does not know what’s coming. Once she does, her hysteria
ignites another round of indescribable bliss in me.

 



NUMBER THIRTY IN THE MAKING.

It’s an early fall morning. The air is crisp and
smells like damp pine needles. Sunshine peeks through the dense
trees lining the dirt jogging trail winding through the forest.

Will today be the day? I’m prepared in case it
is.

I’m watching you. As I have been for weeks. Notice
that sometimes the sun blinds you, causing you to squint and lose
sight of where you’re going for a split second.

As always, you’re alone and
operating on autopilot. Zoned out. Only half aware of your
surroundings. I suspect it’s your cherished “me time.” As long as
I’ve been watching you, you’ve never missed your early
morning me time jog.

Today the trail is vacant, as it is most mornings.
Other than me and you, not a soul in sight, which is one reason why
you love it. Less than two miles from your home in an upper middle
class neighborhood, one would imagine more people would take
advantage of the patch of wilderness in the middle of a
subdivision. Not that you’d complain. The solitude suits you. And
me.

A millisecond later, you see me jogging toward you
in the near distance. My presence doesn’t alarm you. We’ve passed
each other on the trail every morning over the past few weeks. Your
gut doesn’t warn you of danger. The tiny hairs on the back of your
neck don’t jump to attention.

Your earbuds distract you with what I imagine being
a Taylor Swift song, a Debbie Macomber audiobook, or a replay of a
Dr. Mindy Pelz intermittent fasting podcast. Doesn’t matter to me
what you’re listening to. It’s the fact you’ve dulled one of your
most powerful awareness senses that makes you perfect prey. Your
failure to fully tune-in to your surroundings is sweet music to my
ears, pun intended.

I wave and nod a good morning
greeting as we enter within my predetermined attack zone. Will today be the day
when you forever become known as the thirtieth victim of the Blue
Mummy Killer?

You return a smile and wave as we
pass each other. Oh, God. You are so my
type. Mid-to-late thirties. Athletic body.
No fake eyelashes. No fake fingernails. No breast implants. All
natural. All just you. Nothing to contaminate the mummification
process. Your dark brown ponytail swishes back and forth across
your back with every step.

Ponytails are a must-have feature. A ponytail is
like a built-in handle for the head, making manipulation of the
skull easy when it’s time for the insertion of my signature quilt
patch.

A half-dozen steps past you, a
jolt, like a strike of lightning, zings through me. I’ve felt this
god-like power before. It’s the sign I’ve been waiting for. The
sign to act. Now! I skid to a stop. Yank the latex gloves from the pocket of my
sweatpants and
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