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“Every choice we make requires payment—what would you be willing to pay for redemption? Denise Tapscott’s careful pacing reveals, in layers, the price a woman must face for past decisions that should have given her a perfect life.”
—Linda D. Addison, award-winning author of “How to Recognize a Demon Has Become Your Friend”.

“Denise N. Tapscott knocks it out of the ball-park with her refreshing read The Price of Salvation! This short tale has horror, humor, and even history - all in the right places. Grandmother Zenobia is my favorite Voodoo High Priestess. She'll be yours, too!”
—Blaze McRob, author

“The dark slowly takes hold, like the sun setting over the French Quarter, as a mystery unravels in Denise Tapscott’s The Price of Salvation. You won’t feel the knife go in until it twists!” 

—John Palisano, Bram Stoker Award-Winning author of Ghost Heart, President of The Horror Writers Association

“If this is your first foray into Denise Tapscott’s world, savor every word—it only gets better from here! If you have been eagerly awaiting the new adventures of your favorite characters, you will not be disappointed.” 

– Tish Booker, author

“Denise delivers a short worthy of Tales From The Darkside and Creepshow. It’s the kind of cautionary karma story that will frighten you being nicer to people before day’s end.” 

—Steven Van Patten, award winning author of Killer Genius: She Kills Because She Cares and Killer Genius 2: Attack of the Gym Rats

I was raised in the deep, depressing part of the South; God help me I never wanted to go back there, to those people. Passing skeletal, abandoned homes brought up memories of where I grew up, far away from the glittering lights of Los Angeles, my adopted home and beloved sanctuary.   I knew the ride to Carrefour Parish would be arduous.  

Having to stop every so often to puke my guts out didn’t help either.  The trip better be worth it.

After receiving the sweetest kiss I’ve ever had in my entire life, on my wedding day, everything changed for me. I’d been sick for over two weeks.

First I thought holistic medicine would help.  My appointment with my acupuncturist was horrific. The moment she saw my black tongue she screamed at me in Cantonese and kicked me out of her office.

After a barrage of tests at Cedar Sinai in Beverly Hills, while wearing those ridiculous paper gowns, doctors didn’t have a clue about what was wrong with me.  My husband thought it was all in my head.  I love him, but he’s an idiot.  He’s my handsome Prince Charming, but an idiot.

I had my monthly visit with Oceania, “Psychic to the Stars” sporting her turquoise highlights and matching nail polish.  She insisted that I travel to New Orleans and see some Hoodoo Voodoo person.  Luckily, I thanked her for my “something blue” garter she gave me before I vomited in her turquoise trash can. In between dry heaves and sips of water she offered me, she told me that I’d been cursed, and it was a doozy.   Oceania swore the Voodoo High Priestess worked miracles.  

The little old lady better be good.  

I immediately packed my Louis Vuitton travel bag and told my husband I was going on a trip to review a new boutique in New Orleans.  He had no idea what I was really up to.

“Visit my parents. Spend a little time with them in that big old house of theirs,” he said. “If we want to stay in their good graces, it would be best if you made an appearance.  Besides, you need to return my mother’s antique pearl earrings you borrowed for the wedding.” 

He came from old southern money, and I came from old southern trash.  He made a good point, so I couldn’t really refuse. His parents hated that I made him escape to California after high school, but he continued to keep the family business successful, so they couldn’t argue too loudly.  

* * *
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IT WASN’T TOO LONG before I found myself standing at the front door of my in-laws mansion.  The tall white pillars reminded me of a similar home I visited often as a teenager; a girlfriend I grew up with lived in a smaller mansion, with the same typical hanging gas lamps.  Her parents didn’t like me very much; she didn’t care and neither did I.

George, the family butler greeted me.  I’m fairly certain he is almost as old as the house.  His knees cracked when escorting me to the parlor where I met up with Mr. and Mrs. Jurel.  Although their personalities were lackluster at best, they always wore high end, custom tailored clothing. Mrs. Jurel wore a light tan colored linen dress and her husband wore a button up shirt and matching tan linen slacks.  I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her freshwater peach pearl earrings with matching pendant and bracelet her husband brought her from his last trip to China. They had enough money to spend on anything they wanted for three lifetimes.

Spending the night in their creaky old mansion was better than I thought. After exchanging pleasantries, we were ushered into the formal dining room where we would be served a five course meal. Sadly, after drinking a glass of filtered water, most of my time was spent on my hands and knees in the guest bathroom. It was decorated with flowers and cherubs, right down to the trash basket next to the toilet.

Once I returned her earrings I borrowed for my wedding, my mother-in-law was unexpectedly polite to me. It was the first time I can remember that we didn’t fire off condescending remarks at one another. When they die, it would be unfortunate, but I will have a wonderful time redecorating that huge house. I’d be true southern royalty then. 

The next morning I finally arrived in Carrefour Parish. I parked on the side of a dusty, two-lane road, a few feet away from the Voodoo woman’s house.  I had wanted a shiny silver Rolls Royce, but the rental company only had black, which showed dirt, and scratches.  I’d be sure to make a note of their service (or lack thereof) in my article ‘The Do’s and Don’ts of New Orleans’.  My work gave new meaning to the old saying “the pen is mightier than the sword.”  My reviews could make or break any business. 

As I managed to shove open the car door, the southern humidity smacked me in the face.  Back in Los Angeles, I never dealt with this kind of weather. I was desperate for ocean breezes.  This sticky, heavy air was ridiculous. After I managed to stand, my stomach gurgled so loud I swore I scared off a flock of black birds.  A nasty, sour belch climbed its way up, escaping through my mouth.  At least it wasn’t from my ass. 

The house seemed miles away.  I should have stopped right at the door, but Oceana’s instructions were clear.  No parking in front of the house.

I trudged along toward the small wooden home.  It was actually almost charming, in a southern sort of way. It was odd, though, that it was alone, in the middle of nowhere.  Driving here, I had seen a few shacks and broken down, rusty mobile homes, similar to what I grew up in, and miles and miles of dark green grass.  I might have seen an occasional patch of swampland, in between my dry heaves.  With the right amount of publicity, I bet I could make New Orleans the newest hot spot around. It’s already called Hollywood South. 

I was light-headed, but it was probably because I hadn’t eaten anything since my honeymoon.  I could barely keep down chicken broth.  There was a strange buzzing sound in my ears; hopefully it was those pesky June bugs. Without any warning, my stomach balled up like an angry fist.  I fell to my knees as bile rushed up through my raw throat. Gravel bit into my knees and the palms of my hands, as I retched hot, sticky fluid.  After choking a few times, my stomach relaxed.  I was tired of continually grabbing tissue to wipe my face.  I was tired of reapplying my favorite lipstick to sore, swollen lips.  I was tired of groveling to a porcelain god every day.

I would have given anything to feel normal again.

After backing away from a puddle of frothy bile, I crawled through dry grass, over to a wooden post.  I pulled myself up, barely able to stand.  I noticed a sparkly ruby red, high-heeled shoe perched on top of the latch of a wooden gate.  The instructions said it was a sign that visitors were welcome onto the property.  My own, Italian brown leather heels were scuffed and dusty. They’d have to be replaced when I got back home. 

Pieces of grass and small bits of gravel were still embedded in my knees.  Once I was back to being myself, I would meet with my personal shopper. My clothes didn’t fit from all the weight I’d lost.  Too bad I wasn’t sick before my wedding.  Six months ago shedding pounds was almost impossible without a personal trainer.  Here I was, not even a month after the ceremony, and my brand new custom made Vera Wang wedding dress fit like a muumuu. The seamstress in the cute bridal shop worked a miracle. Once I got back, I would look her up too.

I glanced at my watch and noticed it was 3 o’clock in the afternoon.  Somehow I managed to be on time for my appointment.

Mustering up as much energy as I could, I pressed through the heavy wooden gate.  It squeaked, announcing my presence.  The vibrant purple front door of the one story home caught my eye. 

“That’s Tyrian purple,” I heard myself say out loud, to no one.  The first time I learned about it was in Ancient History class, in the 10thth grade.  We’d learned random trivia about the Phoenicians. I was popular with lots of people back then too. I don’t remember much else I supposedly learned in high school.  

I also knew that tidbit from my piece ‘Which Museums are Hot or Not’.  I discovered an exquisite display of items in London, at an out-of-the-way nautical museum.  The purple dye came from snails.  The Tyrian color is a symbol of royalty, dating back to the Phoenicians and other ancient civilizations.  The Romans couldn’t get enough of it.  Too bad that little museum was on the “not” list. The drab old curator rambled endlessly. No real food, no adult drinks.  Wonderful treasures, but barely even a gift shop. My readers would hate it.

I flirted with the idea of getting a closer look at the color of the Voodoo woman’s front door.  I was drawn to it.  Images of luxury, regalness, crème de la crème opulence flitted through my mind. The instructions I clung to, so fiercely in my sweaty, sticky hand were very clear. DO NOT APPROACH THE FRONT DOOR UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES.  As if on
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