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Minx the Huntress

An introduction to the fearless huntress in this flesh-biting, blood sucking thrill ride as she embarks on a quest to track down the vicious vampire who destroyed her entire life.

Minx and the Rougarou

A New Orleans cryptid legend attacks someone near and dear to the huntress, forcing her to painfully decide which loved one to save from the ghastly beast and which one she should allow to transform into a bloodthirsty nocturnal beast forever.

Minx and the Cursed Moonlight

A beautifully moonlit night becomes a nightmare as a curse befalls the hero huntress and her new beau. The curse threatens to tear both their lives apart if they do not successfully break the evil spell before the new moon. 
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That last kill was exhausting. It took a stake through the heart and decapitation to take him down. It was your run of the mill vampire nest in the Fresno, California farmlands. That last vamp was older, more ancient than the others in his nest. He wasn’t the lead vamp, otherwise the rest of them would’ve dropped dead when I cut off his hairless head. He was a far better fighter too, or maybe I’m just slowing down. 

I’ve been at it for weeks. Fresno had a bad infestation and I was the one answering the call. My uncle Percy was the dispatcher and I was the exterminator showing up to clear out the blood suckers. He’s too old to hunt anymore and I’m too young not to. Youth doesn’t stop my muscles from aching or lessen my need for sleep. So, I headed down to Bakersfield for a brief reprieve. 

Bakersfield is one of few towns where a hunter can kick back and relax. There’s plenty of bars and cheap motels. People mind their business and don’t question us for carrying heavy artillery. I’d been here before but this was my first time looking for a drink, a dance, and a man. 

The parking lot was filled with old, steel bodied, American cars. My ‘67 Mustang was right at home. It’s easy to spot a hunter’s bar by all the cars backed into their parking spaces. Gotta be ready to drive off in a snap. Those newer foreign cars aren’t built to handle a hunter’s lifestyle. 

I parked close to the door so I wouldn’t have to run far if I fell under attack. I backed her in between a black SS Camaro and a black ‘67 Impala. I made my way straight to the bar for a whiskey and gawked at the men sharing war stories about their latest hunts. They were braggadocious, not one word of their stories was believable. I saw flannel shirts and dirty work boots everywhere. Another telltale sign of a hunter’s bar. I didn’t see anyone I liked so I faced the bar and nursed my drink. 

“Don’t see many black hunters here,” said the voice over my shoulder.

I turned around and shamelessly flirted with the only other black hunter in the bar. Don’t judge me. I’ve been on the road for a long time and this man is looking like a delicious cup of hot chocolate, no marshmallows.

“Yeah, I figured that out when I walked in.”

“My name is Vance. Yours?”

“Minx.”

“Where’re you from, Minx?”

“Louisiana.”

“That’s some drive. What brings you out here?”

My smile melted away as I debated telling him the truth about why I was in California. 

“I’m hunting the vamp that killed my dad.”

Vance’s face mirrored mine. I’ve seen that look before, usually when a bunch of hunters gathered around a table of beers and burgers in memoriam to those we’ve lost. 

“A vampire killed my sister a few years ago. Sorry for your loss.”

He seemed sincere which made me feel like I wasn’t alone out here.  

“Did you get the one that did it?” I asked.

“Yeah, immediately after. Any leads on yours?” 

“Only that he’s hiding out in the Central Valley. I just took down a nest but he wasn’t there.”

“A couple of white boys mentioned a nest nearby. They’re outside arguing over whether to kill them all or not. ”

“What is there to debate? I say kill them all. Any intel on where this nest is?”

“Not yet. Tell you what, let’s exchange numbers. Whoever finds it first, calls the other for back-up. Deal?”

“Deal.”

We exchanged numbers under the guise of hunting, knowing full well we were really just trying to make it easier to hook up later. 

Vance was a sweet guy with a sultry voice. He was generous with friendly conversation complete with action packed battle stories. I could have sat in that bar and listened to him talk all night, but I couldn’t keep my mind off of what he’d told me. 

There was a nest nearby. A couple of other hunters were trying to find it. If they got to it before me I would never know if the vampire I was hunting had been there. 

I needed a break. I needed a hot meal and a good night’s sleep. I also needed to get laid. Vance was lit like a neon motel sign. He wanted me as badly as I wanted him. As difficult as it was to resist him with his dark brown skin, low cut hair and perfect goatee, I had to decline the invitation he whispered in my ear. 

I needed to go find that nest. 

I disappointed us both then slid off my barstool with an apology. I gave him a pat on his shoulder and took a gulp of the last of my drink. I looked back over my shoulder to meet his eyes as he watched me walk away. I was going to regret not spending the night with him. Something about his large hands and shoe size led me to believe that. 

Outside, the white boys he mentioned were still fussing at each other. The short-haired one was leaning on my car as if it belonged to him. He stared at my ass when I walked by as if he knew me well. I revved my engine to get him off of Cherry and drove off in the opposite direction that Vance told me he was headed. We could cover more ground that way.  

I quickly regretted driving down that dark road at night. The fog rolled in from the flanking farms and the smell was like month old cow farts. I was tired, fighting hard to keep my eyes open on the dark and barren road. It would all be worth it if I could find that blood sucking s.o.b. and the rest of his nest. I was about to hop onto highway 99 when I noticed a fog vortex in the middle of an orange grove. 

“This has to be it,” I hissed.

I almost crashed Cherry into a ditch trying to call Vance and drive at the same time. I pulled over and turned off my engine. I studied the foggy phenomenon as my call went straight to voicemail. The Valley was known for bad cell service. 

I couldn’t wait on him. I had to go in on my own to scope it out. I suited up with stone-brass knuckles to block a bite, bullets filled with garlic and holy water, and my trusty old cutlass, slick with anointing oil. 

I weaved in and out of the trees as stealthily as I could, praying to St. Michael along the way. Every rustle in the trees made my heart race. Vamps could be surrounding me right now and I wouldn’t know it. They can smell you better when you’re afraid and I was downright terrified, which is good. It’s always the cocky ones who get bit. 

I made it to the center of the grove, the center of the fog vortex. There was a hidden, raggedy farm house with a lot of activity inside. I questioned whether or not the people were human until I saw their trademark bald heads through the window. 

This was the place and there were far too many of them for me to handle. 

I stayed low and waited for the right one, the one that killed my dad. I’d recognize him when I saw him. He had cosmetic silver canines to show off to the world that he was genetically engineered to be impervious to silver. He was also missing two fingers on his left hand, a battle wound my father inflicted. 

As quietly as I could, I crept up to one of the windows for a better view of the inside. I looked hard, peering through every window and every crack, not seeing what I needed to see. There was a rustling noise behind me. Before I could turn to look I was snatched from behind and dragged kicking and whimpering deeper into the grove. 
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I bit the hand covering my mouth and drove my elbow backwards as hard as I could. I wasn’t going to die tonight. I swung my stone-brass knuckles and missed but quickly recovered with a knee to the groin of the blood thirsty beast trying to take me down. 

“Jesus! What the hell? I’m trying to help you!” he whispered harshly.

I halted my assault. The shadow man’s voice didn’t sound like a vampire. Their voices were all the same, deep and gravelly. This one sounded like a man, like a regular human man. 

“Who are you?” I demanded, my fists still ready to pound him into the soil. 

“James,” he coughed.

“Who sent you?”

“Who sent me? No one sent me. You crossed my path you lunatic.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

I pulled out my cutlass and tilted the blade upward toward the moonlight. His face cast a reflection on the metal. The fact that he had a reflection proved that he wasn’t a vampire.

“I was out here casing this place when I saw you being stupid, creeping up to the window.”

“Who are you calling stupid, jackass?” I snapped, kicking him in his leg. 

“Would you stop attacking me!”

“Shh, shut up before you get us caught.”

I accidentally spoke the words into existence. The porch light came on and shined a light into the grove where we were hiding. We quickly hid behind the orange trees doing our best not to cast a shadow onto the ground. I said a silent prayer to slow my heart rate. I needed to calm down and control my body heat or my pheromones might attract attention. 

This new breed of vamps can smell a woman easier than a man. They’re breeders, able to continue their species through basic human procreation. Biting was how they fed and less often how they turned others into new recruits. 

The pregnancy gestation period for their species is far shorter and the babies reach adulthood in three months. Then they stop aging. I bet they’d love to get their hands on a hunter like me for the perfect hybrid. Too bad for them. I was never going to be their next incubator or their next meal.

There were four of them, all of them bald with the same gravelly voice. They took their time scanning the field but couldn’t find us, though I was confident they could smell us. They retreated indoors where they quietly congregated. The coast appeared to be clear but I didn’t trust it. 

I looked over at Jackass hiding behind a tree across the way. He didn’t seem to trust it either. He had a blade ready to go with a rosary wrapped around his fist. I pointed with my head toward Cherry and we booked it out of there before they came back. We made it to the edge of the grove when I saw Jackass get yanked backward right in front of me. 

I didn’t know him but I still wasn’t going to leave him behind. I cut through the trees toward the commotion. He was a damn good fighter, taking punches as well as he gave them. 

I ran up behind the vamp and sliced my blade across his ankles. He shrieked, sounding like a cross between a bat and an eastern screech owl. He turned to reach for me. Neither of us was prepared for Jackass to behead him. I certainly wasn’t expecting to have his sallow skinned, bald head bounce off of me and land at my feet. 

I quickly peeled out of my red leather jacket and swooped up the head. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, horrified.

“Don’t worry about it, let’s go!”

I tossed the head in my trunk and dove off into the night with Jackass.
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“Whoa, that was intense, huh? Vicious vamp, high speed get away. Almost makes you feel something...special.”

I chose to ignore his clumsy attempt to flirt. We both felt the adrenaline rush but he was the only one turned on by it. Definitely a non-professional. 

I rustled through my things and found a box big enough for the dead vamp’s head I brought back to my motel room. I used a plastic trash bag to line the box. Repulsive black ooze came out of its eyes and nose. 

“Ugh, this thing is gonna reek by the time Uncle Percy gets it in the mail.”

“Beg pardon? Are you seriously planning to ship that thing in the mail? Have you lost your mind?”

“Of course not. It’s going by hunter courier,” I said, sealing and labeling the box.

“Um, I’m sorry. Hunter what?”

“Hunter courier, a network of hunter friendlies who deliver sensitive packages and letters to other hunters. What kind of hunter are you? Don’t you know anything?”

“I know that a woman shouldn’t be creeping up on a nest of vamps as if her pheromones aren’t setting off alarm sirens all over the place.”

“That wasn’t my fault. You were the one crossing my territory.”

“Your territory? That nest was mine. I wasn’t having any problems with surveillance until you showed up.”

“Oh, you’re one of those. You like to let them live if they promise to behave. They never behave. Just wipe out the nest and move on. Surveillance is pointless.”

“Not if you want to find the main nest. Sure I can keep taking down vamp minions or I can find the head honcho and kill them all at once. Work harder, not smarter.”

“It’s work smarter, not harder.”

“Oh, that’s what I meant.”

It could have been the adrenaline rush or the dry spell I’d been on but something about him was exciting me. I could feel his deep, edgy voice in my chest when he spoke. He was well built with short, dirty blonde hair. He had a few battle scars adding ruggedness to his pretty boy charm. He wasn’t my type, but my body disagreed. I crossed my arms and looked away from him, hoping to hide my budding attraction to him. 

“Listen, thanks for saving my butt back there. I like that blade. What’d you put on it to make him sizzle like fajita meat?”

“My cutlass? I wipe her down with anointing oil. Cuts and burns all at once,” I said with a proud grin on my face. 

“Nice, a little clunky though.”

“Excuse me? Did I not just hear you thank me for saving you?”

“I wasn’t trying to rag on you. I just meant, a machete like that is more of a mid-range weapon. With these vamps, their high speed attacks, you need to be ready for hand-to-hand combat.”

“I’ve got a gun and stone knuckles.”

“A gun is noisy. The stone knuckles are a nice touch but that’s a lot to pack and even more to carry when you’re under attack. You need a combo weapon, like this.”

He unsheathed an HK-51 with a 7.5 inch blade and built in brass knuckles. The way he effortlessly demonstrated the many points of contact he could make caused my body temperature to rise. His muscles bulged through the sleeve of his tight, black t-shirt as he showed off his favorite knife.

“Here, give it a try.” he said, ending my tawdry daydream. 

“Thanks, I’m good.”

“Come on, try it out. You’ll like it,” he said, pulling me closer.

He spun me around and pressed his chest against my back. I practically melted in his arms. 

He loosely draped one arm over my shoulder, just under my neck. He wrapped the other around my waist and squeezed. He taught me how to hold the knife and how to get out of a chokehold without being bitten. The heat of his breath on my neck gave me goosebumps. I broke away before he could notice. 

“It’s nice. I can see why you prefer it.”

“Tell you what, you keep it.”

“No, I couldn’t. Besides, I’m used to my own little arsenal.”

“I noticed that. You’ve got enough weapons for a small army but I don’t see anyone else here. You a lone hunter?”

“Yeah, I’m the last in my family. My mom left us when I was a kid because my dad wouldn’t give up the life. My Uncle Percy got really sick and only works logistics now.”

“And your dad?”

“Dead.”

“I’m sorry, Minx. How’d he go out?”

“A Vampire. The vampire. He was caught by surprise and bitten. He let him turn so he could kill him twice.”

I felt uncomfortably vulnerable reliving my dad’s death to a hunter I didn’t even know. The need to talk about him kept creeping up on me at inopportune times. James took a seat next to me at the table with a solemn look plastered across his handsome face. 

“Is that why you’re hunting nests? You’re trying to find the one that killed your dad?”

I quietly nodded in response.

“You know, if just one of them figures out who you are and gets away, your plan is screwed. The one you’re looking for may already know you’re on his trail. You may never find him.”

“I’m still gonna try. So if your plan is to try to talk me out of it or to tell me it isn’t worth it, you can save your breath.”

“I wouldn’t do that. I know what it’s like to need revenge. It’s all you can think about sometimes. It keeps you moving so you don’t have to think about how much you’ve lost.”

His face was filled with sorrow. The faded scars he wore were a record of all the battles he fought in the name of those he loved and lost. I didn’t know that for sure but I had good instincts. 

I didn’t want to think about it but James was definitely a preview into the type of hunter I’d become in a few years. Jaded, scarred and alone on endless roads that all lead to monsters. There were always more monsters ahead than there were lying dead on the ground. The thought of it made me sad. 

“So, why don’t you show me the intel you have on this vamp?” he said, clumsily shifting gears. 

“Why? What does it matter to you?”

“You’re chasing nests. I’m tracking the lead vamp. Maybe I’ve come across your guy while I was out hunting. Hell, maybe I’ve toasted him already. What’s it gonna hurt to show me what you got?”

He had a point. I was chasing the soldiers, not the captain. At the rate I was going, by the time I found him, I would be too worn out to fight him. I decided to give him a chance to help me make sure I wasn’t chasing my tail. I went into my gear bag and brought out all the intel I had. 

“First of all, you haven’t toasted him yet. If you did, the rest of them would have dropped already. This is
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