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It was a dark and stormy night. Cliché I know, but the sun sets 
early in the grey, Astoria winters. And it rains a lot.  
 
Nestled in the historic downtown area of the tiny fishing village that 
sits at the mouth of the Columbia is The Voodoo Room, a time warp 
of a watering hole that has become the locals’ favorite haunt. 

Tourists like it too… if they live to tell about it. 
 
The Scarlet Letters, an Acoustic/Goth/Jazz combo from Tacoma, 
Washington were making their debut, and perhaps final 
performance on this cold, wet, and full moon evening.   
 

Scarlet Wellbottom, the lead singer and songwriter for the group, 
was a gorgeous, voluptuous woman with dark green eyes and 
auburn hair that fell in ringlets upon her red, satin bustier. Her 
tight, torn and faded jeans hugged her body like a glove all the way 
down to her snake skin stilettos as she strutted across the 
triangular, corner bandstand with the precision of the well 

seasoned Diva that she was.  
 
Her bassist, Jacob Mingusfeather, an awkwardly tall fellow with 
boyish good looks, wore black jeans and a black t-shirt which he 
had cut the sleeves off of, revealing his tattooed and muscular 
biceps. Of American Indian decent, his name literally translated to 

“bass player who plays a frenzy of low melodies and blindingly fast 
licks with featherlike ease”. But this would be too long for his 
driver’s license.  
 
Scarlet’s conga player, a slight of stature Puerto Rican dynamo 
named Tito, had a face reminiscent of aged leather which mirrored 

his callused, weapon-like hands that he brandished like a finely 



honed knife. He was named after Tito Jackson of the Jackson 5, not 
the famous percussionist Tito Puente as people tended to think. 
 

Upon entering the lounge, you feel as though you are on Bourbon 
Street in the French Quarter of 18th Century New Orleans. Brick 
walls lined with deep purple, velveteen curtains that fell to the aged, 
hard wood floors strewn with jewel-toned oriental throw rugs. Mardi 
Gras masks, Ouija boards, voodoo dolls, mojo candles, and such 
littered every nook and cranny of the dark, dank tavern.  

 
Zachary, the barkeep, had a rather stoic persona for someone who 
relied on gratuities for a living, but he made a mean drink - a really 
mean drink. He was drop-dead handsome with tousled, honey 
brown hair and steely blue eyes. His custom creations with their 
“secret ingredients” kept the patrons coming back for more… and 

more… and more…. 
 
The night’s special was called “The Columbia Fog”. The libation was 
served in a brandy snifter with a tea light warmer beneath it. The 
hot drink wafting against the cool, Voodoo Room air formed a steam 
that hovered inside of the bulbous glass like so much fog.  

 
Zach’s formula called for cognac, boiling water, and a paste not 
unlike one you would put in a Hot Buttered Rum. The gooey elixir 
was made from eye of newt, toe of frog, wool of bat and…  
 
No wait - that’s another story. No one really knows what is in 

Zachary’s secret recipe. When asked, his staple answer is “If I tell 
you, I’ll have to kill you.”  
 
It seemed as though everyone in the place was partaking of “the 
special” as Sinthea, a petite cocktail waitress with a beautiful, 
cherubic face and curvaceous figure, served tray after tray of the 

seemingly addictive concoction, often “pushing” it upon the 
undecided. 
 
Scarlet was drinking her usual - dry, red wine. Her sultry, raspy 
alto had men and women alike spellbound - at least she liked to 
think it was her sultry vocal styling that did so.  



 
Jacob and Tito were imbibing in “The Fog” as the band finished 
performing their encore. The crowd had thinned out, although 

Scarlet didn’t recall actually seeing anyone leave through the front 
door.  
 
She turned to lovingly pack up her vintage Martin acoustic guitar, 
its aged wood nearly the same color as her long, flowing tresses. 
Upon turning back around she noticed that the place was empty.  

 
“Jacob? Tito?” she called in the voice of a scared little girl - a far cry 
from the self assured, confident chanteuse that graced the stage 
only moments ago.  
 
No answer.  

 
“Zachary?” Scarlet once again beckoned.  
 
An eerie silence fell over The Voodoo Room.  
 
She ran to the lavatory - a single, unisex powder room for all to use. 

The door was closed but not locked. She knocked to no avail and 
then slowly opened the door only to find…  
 
A toilet and a sink with an oval shaped mirror above it.  
 
She gazed lovingly at herself as she often tended to do, mesmerize 

by her very own beauty, momentarily forgetting her dilemma and 
the lurid tale that was about to ensue. 
 
Suddenly, the door slammed closed and the floor fell out from 
under her. She spiraled downwards for what seemed like an 
eternity, before softly landing on a plush bed of downy feathers. 

 
It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the torch lit chamber, but 
when they did, Scarlet could not believe what she saw. There she 
lay on the most opulent four poster bed in the most luxurious 
boudoir that she could possibly envision, deep in the bowels of the 
Voodoo Room.  



 
As she rose from her gentle landing place, breathing slowly yet 
heavily, she inched her way towards the only door in sight. 

Grasping the brass knob with her small but strong hand, she was 
surprised to find her freedom unencumbered.  
 
The door creaked open with a sound not unlike that of a door 
creaking open in a horror flick… or a frightening novel… or a scary 
short story.  

 
What Scarlet saw on the other side was her wildest dream and her 
worst nightmare all wrapped into one.  
 
A huge, bubbling caldron dominated the center of the great hall - its 
lavish furnishings dwarfed by the high ceilings and enormous scale 

of the grandiose, baroque space.  
 
Many of the patrons she had seen earlier were wandering aimlessly, 
catatonically about the dwelling, occasionally stopping at the 
massive basin to drink of its contents with a ladle, or even their 
bare hands.  

 
There were butlers, French maids and various other servants 
ambling about, all in a semi-stupor, zombie like haze as they 
catered to their Master’s every whim.  
 
Jacob and Tito were in a dimly lit corner of the enormous parlor 

plying their craft without fear or control. Each and every bass note 
deliberate and resonating. Each and every drum beat reverberating 
throughout as they performed in a hypnotic trance. 
 
Zachary entered as if from thin air holding a pipe and wearing black 
satin pajamas and a smoking jacket, resembling a younger, more 

devious Hugh Hefner.  
 
He led a reluctant Scarlet in a nudging fashion back into his lair, 
bestowing her tenderly on a crimson, crushed velvet chaise.  He 
pulled on a long rope that hung by the lounge and instantly Sinthea 



entered carrying a silver tray with a large, ornate chalice. Just as 
quickly, she disappeared. 
 

Zachary grasped the sweltering goblet and held it to Scarlet’s mouth.  
 
“You are the only one who hasn’t tasted the fruits of my labor.” he 
uttered in his usual deadpan tone. 
 
Scarlet backed away whimpering, knowing fully well that like the 

others, she too would be at his beck and call if she succumbed.  
 
“But I… no… please no!” she pleaded relentlessly. 
 
In desperation, Scarlet knocked the cup from Zachary’s hands, 
spilling the bittersweet potion which now dripped down his face, 

across his mouth and onto his tongue. He grinned slyly, and gazing 
at her with his steely blue eyes, gently kissed her plump, ruby lips.  
 
She paused only for a moment before feverishly licking and lapping 
up the remainder of the warm liquid from Zachary’s lips, face, and 
hands. Then, with little hesitation, Scarlet Wellbottom splayed 

herself on his four poster bed, purring softly. 
 
THE END 
 
Originally published under the nom de plume Dakota Stone. 


