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Letter from the Editor 

 

Dear Readers, 

 

Thank you all for your support of Literary Lunes.  This has been a very successful year so 

far, and I thank you all from the bottom of my heart for all of your hard work and talent.  

We have successfully put out eight whole issues, with our first one being put out in 

March of this year.  We have at least fifty website subscribers, and that’s not counting 

those who are unsubscribed either.  We have several of those as well, and I’d like to 

thank those readers for downloading and reading the magazine (whoever you are ). 

 

I know that this issue is way late, but it still came out, right?  There will be some very 

exciting things coming to Literary Lunes Magazine beginning the first of the year.  I will 

list a highlight of just some of the changes and updates. 

 

1) The grand opening of Literary Lunes Press…will be happening on January 1, 

2012.  LLP, is a publishing company that I am running, where I will be selling all 

things Literary Lunes related.  For example, the anthology I am putting together, 

as well as the collector’s editions of the magazine. 

2) Bi-monthly issues beginning January 1, 2012, as opposed to monthly issues 

3) Printed hard copies of issues will be printed through magcloud, which is a free 

print on demand service (similar to createspace) starting in November of this year 

as a test run. 

4) A broader distribution apparatus.  More details to follow 

5) Paid advertising.  More details to follow 

6) A new and improved website. Same location, but will be more efficient. 

7) A cafepress for the fans of Literary Lunes Magazine.  Will be selling buttons, 

posters, etc. to help cover the cost of the website. 

 

Don’t worry, e-copies of the magazine will remain free, and the printed copies will be at 

a reasonably low price.  I know that times are tough, but let’s face it…people want to see 

their work in print, and not just an e-book.  I will let you all know the details when I have 

more information.   

 

Thank you again everyone for your support! 

 

Sincerely, 

 
Beth Ann Masarik  

  



 

 

2 

 

What Do Publishers Do Exactly? 
By Beth Ann Masarik 

 
I was recently asked, “What does a publisher do for an author?  Why sign with a publisher 
instead of self-publishing through places like Amazon.com, Barnes & Noble and 
Smashwords?”  While this answer seemed like a no-brainer, I still needed to think long and 
hard before I answered the person who asked me those questions. 
 
Being a new author, and someone who has tried both sides of the publishing pole, I 
personally feel that it is easier to go through a publisher, rather than to go through self-
publishing.  Why, you may ask?  Well, that‟s because a publisher will do all of the “dirty 
work” for you.  They will go through the trouble of finding an editor for your novel, a cover 
designer, and they will even format and print your book for you.  Some publishers, 
depending on how popular they are, may even offer you a cash advance for your book! 
 
While I have no problems with self-publishing, it can often be quite costly depending on the 
route you go.  You have to do all of your own advertising, something that a publisher will do 
for you.   
 
Don‟t get me wrong, I have no problems with self-publishing, and if you have the money 
and the resources to do so, then all the more power to you!  It‟s really just a matter of 
preference.  I personally think that it is easier to go through a publisher like Otherworld 
Publications, Darkside Publishing, or even Ravenrock Publishing, but then again, I‟m not 
that savvy when it comes to formatting books.  I‟d personally rather right them. 
 
Remember folks, there no right or wrong way to publish.  Go with the way you feel is best 
for you. I know several authors who are doing very for themselves that went the self-
publishing route. 
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Behind the Scenes with Kristin Battestella 

The void around her was dark, thick with blackness that no human eye can penetrate. The 
bell tolled, and Lilith stood in the echoing abyss alone. One solitary funnel of light rained 
down upon her long, golden ringlets and charred white gown. On earth, she had charm with 
illuminating, manipulative grace. Her cascading tresses were always perfect and her frock 
flowing with effortless deception.  

But here…Here Lilith was in shambles, her enchantment at last broken. The decadent 
gown—once so satin and lavish—now ripped, frayed, and scorched from the magical fires 
she cast so carelessly. Straggling, stringy hair fell upon her faded and ugly green eyes, and her 
shaking hand pushed the clumped locks aside. She had always been pale, but Lilith was no 
longer beautiful. Her porcelain look was completely devoid of color, and its sickly white hue 
a striking blight against the darkness. She could not see me in the void, but nonetheless she 
knew something foul and punishing was there. Lilith cried out to the abyss.  

"Hello?" 

That's a little welcome from Punishment: Lilith's Trials, Book 2 in my FATE and FANGS: 
Tales from the Vampire Family series happening this very instant with Muse It Up 
Publishing!  We began in August with Love: Ann in the Viking and will continue the vampy 
excesses- both high and low- in Struggle, Debauchery, Lust, Humanity, and Resurrection. 

 

Professor James opens his Welshire Coven vault and presents the 
earliest manuscript from the fantastical archive, but the 13th century 
was not a happy time for scorned vampire mistress Ann.  She leaves 
the then young Vampire Family and its cheating patriarch Antonio 
Welshire behind to travel across Britain in search of, well, she doesn‟t 
know what. Desire? Belonging? When Ann encounters a handsome 
and wayward Viking named Eric, however, her dead heart is 
rekindled.  Can Ann accept her true vampiric nature or will her dark 
desires conflict with her Nordic lover and their high seas adventure?   

In Professor James‟ second tale, we share in the pain, suffering, and torment of the Welshire 
Vampire Family‟s beautiful but deadly rival Lilith.  Her mysterious, vile nature and fantastical 
abuses are put on trial as the demonic advocate Mestiphles plays judge, jury, and executioner 
from his wicked Void of darkness and pain.  Is it wrong to delight in the just, even deserving 
torture Lilith receives? Will she learn and apply the cruel lesson Mestiphles teaches? 
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Seeking solace and solitude from her unhappy home life as the 
unloved wife of Antonio, Elizabeth travels to colonial America in 
Professor James‟ third account.  On the outskirts of the 
whiteman‟s civilization, Elizabeth meets Rain, a young Kiowa 
warrior on a vision quest.  Will his lack of fear, search for 
answers, and gripping hothouse experience help her face those 
very vampire truths she sought to escape? 

FATE and FANGS is not today's day glow creatures of the night, 
oh no.  The characters here originated in my 2008 novel The 
Vampire Family, currently in paperback with Eternal Press.  In 
between that action coven war fest and my currently in progress 

final full length novel, I wanted to take the time here and get into each of these players and 
their core vampiric themes.  Why do some love the evening decadence while others never 
recover from the innocence lost?  More importantly, what do these truths say about 
us?  Seriously, ask yourself. Which would you choose? FATE....or FANGS? 

Join Welshire Occult expert PROFESSOR A. JAMES, read his Tales from the Vampire 
Family and delight in your favorite toothy vampire!  Shall you pleasure ANN, the scorned 
mistress aided by her lover ERIC or the beautiful, evil, and deadly Welshire enemy LILITH? 

But what of ELIZABETH, the unloved wife supported by RAIN, a fearless Kiowa warrior 
or her debutant daughter VICTORIA, the favorite of father ANTONIO?  Ladies, moody 
and melodramatic rival brothers JAMES and GASTON are vying for your attention! Can 
sister SAMANTHA keep them from each other's throats?  Of course, we can't forget 
STEPHANIE- the alluring doctor straddles the line between Welshire and Lilithan covens. 
And what of the mysterious MESTIPHLES who seemingly supports veins on both sides? 

  

Sink your teeth into the seven testaments as told by Professor A. 
James: Love, Punishment, Struggle, Debauchery, Lust, Humanity, 
Resurrection. Stay up all evening with these night owls as they pine 
away at their virtual vampy headquarters or one and all fellow 
nocturnal ingénues can join our ongoing 'Punishment Party' at 
any of your preferred locations 

http/vampfam.blogspot.com 

http/jsnouff.com/kristin 

http/kristin724.livejournal.com 

http/www.facebook.com/pages/The-Vampire-Family/157922293588 

http/www.myspace.com/kristinbattestella 
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http/groups.yahoo.com/group/kristinbattestella 

In this haunting world, two things will always bind a vampire: FATE 
AND FANGS! 

Fans of good old fashioned but not too wholesome vampire torment 
can eat up their very own copy of Punishment in ebook formats or 
kindle for the sweet serial price of 99 cents! 

Book 1 of FATE and FANGS, Love: Ann and the Viking is also 
available at several online stores for your $2.50 delight!  

Look for our third testimony, Struggle: Elizabeth in America this 
October!  Here's a sneak peak! 

“The Spirit is both man and animal. You are both woman and the wolf, unsure of the light and the dark.” 

 “Do you not fear the wolf? 

“It is you who fears the wolf.  The woman is the light and the wolf is the darkness.  We will release the wolf 
and free The Spirit.” 

Oddly enough, I found there was a logic to his beliefs. Did the people here discover some 
sort of balance between nature and civilization, good and evil?  If I didn‟t know better, I 
might think he spoke of a vampire already! Was there another here like our kind?  I wouldn‟t 
put it past our maker Mestiphles or his henchwoman Lilith to feast upon these people. 

“How can the Spirit release the wolf?”   

“My forefather told of my coming in the great storm at the big river’s crossing. He said I would live long, see 
many moons, but never grow old. So I wait for her. The Spirit will answer all.....” 

Kristin 
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The Den 

By S. Patrick Pothier 

"I heard she hasn't talked to anyone since it happened," said an older, puffy woman seated at 
a small table on the mosquito-netted porch.  She blew on her tea and took a tentative sip, 
setting the cup down on the plate and turning to stare into the deepening color of the 
evening sky.   
 
Across from her, a woman similar in appearance nodded.  "I can't imagine what she's going 
through, such a tragedy.  Still, it's unhealthy to be shut up in your home, all alone like that; 
day after day.  I wish she'd reach out... not necessarily to me—but to someone."  Both 
women chuckled quietly for a second before settling their gaze on the house across the 
street; a single upstairs light filtered through drapes mottled with the accumulated dust of 
neglect. 
 
Licia Rivest sat huddled in the corner of her late son's room, tucked into the darkest corner 
between his sliding closet doors and his still unmade bed.  She was folded up, with her arms 
crossed over her knees and her forehead resting against them.   As she stared into the 
shadowy space formed by her body's geometry, she tried desperately to recall a moving 
image of her son.  She tried to remember something other than the only image that had been 
burned into the screen of her mind. 
 
Finding him slumped over dead in this very spot two months ago. 
 
She couldn't reason it out, not then, not now; probably not ever—or so she kept telling 
herself.  He was lying diagonally off of the bed; his legs held on to the sheets by sheer 
friction, his torso curled under his bed with an arm stretched as if he had died reaching for 
something in the space underneath.  His head was resting at an unnatural angle, the left side 
of his face and open mouth were pressed into the carpet—as if the carpet had pulled him 
out of bed and tried to break his neck and smother him all at once.  A plume of a mixture of 
vomit and spittle had dried into a puddle around his mouth on the carpet and left a thin film 
in the hair near his eye. 
 
The autopsy revealed that he had injected a large amount of air into the veins of his neck, 
causing a heart attack almost instantly.  The pain had been frozen into his swollen face even 
when they'd zipped him into a bag.  She had found the empty syringe  under his bed two 
weeks later after she had finally held her breath and pushed passed the open doorway, as if 
she had broken through an invisible membrane and entered a different atmosphere.  She had 
gone in with the intent to clean and organize, but saw the syringe sticking out from a pile of 
clothing under the bed and left quickly, holding her clenched fist over her pursed lips, eyes 
quivering and skin darkening into a shade of red. 
 
Had it always been there?  She couldn't remember.  She was also unsure as to why the 
paramedics hadn't seen it, either. 
Since the day her son committed suicide, she had lived in this house alone; her husband—his 
father—had left when he was six.  That was nine years ago. 
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Shuddering sobs began to rock her body, she closed her legs and cast her face into darkness 
and shrank to become a ball of sorrow in her dead son's room.  After a while she had run 
out of strength and energy to keep weeping.  She fell softly against the wall next to the 
closet, sliding onto her side—curled up as if she had reverted into a fetus; only to be born 
again in the very spot her son had struggled with his last, painful breath and vomited the last 
meal he'd ever eat.  The carpet was still dark and smelled of bile inches from her face; a lock 
of her hair drenched in sweat settled and shifted past her glazed eyes.  Slowly they blinked; 
once, twice, and then remained closed. 
 
A sound.  In the timeless darker-than-darkness of sleep (but not so dark as death) something 
began to swell.  Her mind started to wake while her body remained still.  A squelching static 
played in reverse struck out of the darkness on invisible wings and formed into a single, 
hissed word: "mom."   
 
Her arms and legs straightened with haphazard speed as if someone had shocked her with a 
defibrillator.  She stuttered and shot to her feet and looked around to see who had spoken 
with the panicked eyes of a prey-animal.  
 
A moment ago she could have sworn she saw her dead son's face in front of her own and 
felt his hot breath on the skin beneath her eyes. 
 
The room was empty, except for her.  The house was empty. 
 
Her life was empty.  Her own son had ripped himself out of her reality, leaving a gaping hole 
that had slowly swallowed up all that remained—a gaping chasm that had eaten her life like a 
sinkhole ingesting a city block.  Where did I fail?  That one question alone had crippled her; 
she could not even begin to live again until she knew. 
 
For a moment, she felt sure, her son had spoken to her.  An intimate moment that called to 
mind a thousand whispered I love you's and tender wishes good night.  She would have crawled 
through the stagnant, corpse-ridden waters of the river Styx for eternity if it meant she could 
hear his voice once more. 
 
"Andrew," she called out to the room.  She still remembered the happy woman she used to 
be, not the skin-stretched skeleton of grief she'd become, her own shrill voice startled her 
because it was so loud in the space in which no one had spoken for a long time.  It did not 
sound like her.  She had transformed into a desperate stranger that occupied the same space 
as her fondest memories, a straggling wraith that drifted from room to room in the empty 
house. 
 
"Andrew" she called again.  She had left the room and was slowly slinking downstairs—as if 
she expected to see him in the den watching TV and didn't want to startle him.  So strong 
was this memory that her mind imprinted a hazy image of her son over his favorite chair.  
He had spent so many afternoons on the green vinyl armchair that sat diagonally to the TV.  
When she blinked the haze was gone, but something hung in the air—something familiar. 
The den smelled like a sweat-drenched uniform from one of his football practices—but all 
his clothes were in his room.  She walked over to where the smell was strongest—the chair.  
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The vinyl seat cushion was making a hissing sound, as if someone had sat in it and gotten up, 
allowing the foam beneath to expand and suck air through the stitches to inflate.   
 
A breeze rushed passed her, a tingle ran from the back of her hand and up her arm, invisible 
fingers seeking her loving grip.  She turned and whispered, "...Andrew... are you here?"  
Tears welled in her eyes, her breath caught in her throat and started to burn like a hot stone. 
  
Mom...  
 
She slowly reached her hand forward and turned on the antique reading lamp that stood 
atop a small, round table next to the chair.  Her hand hovered for a second in the light; she 
noticed it was twitching and slowly pulled it back.  Her son was here, somehow.  But why?  
Why now?  Why take himself out of her life, and then return like this after two months of 
the blackest despair.   
 
Something moved in the far corner of the cramped room by the TV—the drapes swayed as 
if someone had brushed them.   
 
"Andrew..." her mind recoiled in fear as a suspicion that this was not her son surfaced.  "Stop 
this, tell me..." her words left her when the tall lamp by the window turned on with a click, 
the room brightened as the halogen bulb warmed up with an almost imperceptible hum.  
  
"Tell me," she said louder, "what is this, what do you want, who are you?"  She started to 
sob; great rippling waves of emotion rocked her and threatened to knock her from her feet.  
She sank to her knees before the TV.  It turned on, by itself, with a click and a bump—a 
white point become a line and then expanded vertically into an image. 
  
Her cries had stopped and she stared in fear—at first—as the pattern of snow on the screen 
became brighter.  Her mouth was open—mesmerized by the otherworldly hiss between 
channels.  
  
She kneeled before the device for a long time, the noise wiped her mind and lulled her into 
an uneasy peace.  The pitch changed and the pattern on the TV dimmed, snapping her 
awake and bringing her mind back to the world she could sense.   
  
The screen flickered, a random black shape carved out of the static appeared every other 
split second in a sea of electronic foam.  The sound was undulating, bubbling, like turbulent 
water.  Between the blasts of noise were fragments of words, as if crafted from clay like 
shards of pottery that had never been whole.    
  
--ot...—oor... fah— 
  
The words struggled, she strained to hear their message, leaning forward.  "What... what are 
you trying to say?"  She knew she had to hear these words; they could end her, or they could 
be a new beginning.   
  
It--... no--...—oor... fa--   
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"What are you saying!?"  Her confusion and grief collided into a new bout of screaming sobs.  
The TV flickered, the noise became louder, and the negative space on the screen formed 
into a loose interpretation of a human shoulders and head framed by visual noise.  The tall 
lamp next to the TV flickered and dimmed, as did the antique lamp on the table behind her.  
The static became deafening, its repetitive bursts seemed to split the bones of her skull 
farther apart with each resonant boom. 
  
A great hum filled the house, doors began to open wide and slam hard in every room, 
windows opened and shut and every other light in the house flickered on and off. 
  
The next instant all was silent; the lights were off, the doors were still, but the hum had 
faded.  The TV still glowed and the black form on the screen stared at Licia and seemed to 
smile—but it had no mouth. 
  
"It's not your fault," the voice was perfect, just like she remembered, it sounded in the room 
with such clarity that she closed her eyes and imagined he was there with her. 
  
"Why... why did you leave," the question that had been in her mind for the past two months 
passed her lips for the first time. 
  
"Because... because I couldn't stay.  I can't stay now, but before I go, I wa-- --oo s—" his voice had 
started to take on the electronic flatness, sinking back to sounding between bursts.  
  
The great hum in the house raised again, but not as loud. 
  
"I love you mom."   
  
He was gone. 
  
The house settled into its former stillness, but a feeling of peace had been draped over it.  
Licia, exhausted, fell asleep in front of the TV which had turned off.  She slept there until 
the morning sun crept across the floor and warmed her face.  She opened her eyes and 
smiled. 
  
Licia got up and walked into her late son's room.  Looked at the unmade bed, smiled, and 
began to clean his room. 
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DURANGO A RUSTLERS PARADISE 
BY 

STEVEN BERGERON 
 

The mighty spruce waving so gently in the early morning breath, the crystal image of the 
animas river bravely, flowing so calmly. The San Juan mountain range was full of color this 
time of year. An image of pure beauty. In the middle of it all spread out the double j ranch.  
 
Becky Malone rode the path along the animas river as she did so many times. This time it 
was a little different for she was no longer the rancher‟s daughter. So was now a thing of 
beauty wearing a Texas badge?  The call had come in of a strange occurrence down along the 
animas. The crystal image had now turned a shade of scarlet red. As she arrived at what 
seemed to be the source of all the trouble her eyes became teary. For this was a sight she 
hadn‟t planned on. There atop the mightiest spruce overhanging the animas was no other 
than his savagely beaten body. The proprietor of the double j ranch had been left for dead. 
Becky had a mission on her hand. Who could have committed such a cowardly act? Who 
could have savagely beaten her father?  
 
 Upon receiving the call Joseph Malone was on his way. The double j ranch has been in the 
Malone family for ages now. His father had always considered him as the black sheep of the 
family. If there was ever any trouble to be sought, he was sure Joseph would be right in the 
middle of it. His choice to join the Texas rangers seemed to put the final nail in the coffin. 
He had been back now some ten months in hope to rekindle what little respect he thought 
he had left with the family. Being called on as sheriff of Durango to him seemed a pretty big 
deal. But in reality it was his father‟s death, which truly brought him back to his roots where 
he belonged.  He rode out now to the rivers edge wearing the sheriff‟s badge of Durango 
with pride. 
 
Upon reaching the area in question voices, had caught his attention familiar ones as he 
couldn‟t believe his eyes at the beauty she had became. 
 
“Who goes there?” was Becky first impression as the sheriff had made his appearance. 
“Well I see the rangers have made you justice.” 
“Uncle Joe I‟m so glad it‟s only you. I though they were coming back to finish there job.” 
“Yes Becky I sorry you had to see him this way. I got a message the rangers were sending 
someone. I had no clue it would be you.” 
“Well they figured since I knew the area and people so well I would be the less threatening.” 
“Well we better act quickly if we want to save the double j. now with your father gone; the 
whole operation seems to fall in the hands of Cates Mc Bain.” 
“Could that be so bad? I heard father talk about him often nothing but praise.” 
“Yes well your father was a fool. He was my partner back in our ranger years I knew him 
best.” 
“Well I guess know that I am back that you‟d make me the legal proprietor. With your help 
I‟m quite sure we can keep close tabs on his dealing for the double j sake.” 
“All I can say is to be on your guard Becky. He can be dangerous.” 
“I will Uncle Joe. I better start making my way to the double j and take claim of what is 
legally mine.” 
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“I better head on back to the office. I‟ll make contact with agent Murphy and fill him in on 
the situation.”  
 
The sheriff returned to his office in Durango and made the call. If it was only agent Mc Bain 
involved no problem he‟d take care of him personally. He was sure that the Bronson gang 
was involved he knew it was too much for two people to handle.  The rangers had thought 
him a lot when it came to a showdown it helped to have reinforcements. The rangers were 
the sheriff type of reinforcement. 
 
Becky now continued west her path to the mouth of the blue spruce. An area of clearing 
between two rows of prize spruce trees, a leading passage to the double j ranch. 
  
As her journey began she couldn‟t help but get her uncles warning out of her head. Was 
Cates Mc Bain as evil as they proclaim. Ever since her fathers return from the Texas rangers 
all she ever heard him saying was such a great friend he had in Cates. Then she began 
questioning herself maybe her uncle was right. If Cates Mc Bain was such a great person why 
was he no longer a ranger? 
   
As she reaches the end of the path her memory of the double j had turned to nightmare. The 
pasture was green no more. The farmhouse, cattle and barn all she adored now spelled the 
worst. Why did she ever leave in the first place? Her eyes then glanced around to the 
neighbouring farmers. There pasture overtaken by weeds, there farmhouse and barn about 
ready to fall down. It reminded her of the reason she had left in the first place. To do her 
part in controlling rustling problem in Durango. 
  
She galloped as quickly as she could to the farmhouse to see for herself exactly what was 
going on. She had a lot of work on her hand if she was to return this land the way it was. 
Her father was dead not even twenty four hours and already the farm looked to be in 
shambles. As she reach the farmhouse her heart began to patter for there he was. Tall, 
handsome with a body she could only dream of she had to find out for her. If the fact that 
this man was Cates Mc Bain it would mean he was responsible for the sight she is now 
looking at. 
 
“Can I help you there missy.” There that voice very seductive and captivating in her heart 
she hoped Mr Mc Bain was not present. 
“Yes as a matter of fact I would like to see Cates Mc Bain and right now. It‟s down right 
important.” 
“Oh really now and who may I say is looking for him.” 
“Tell him Becky Malone the new proprietor of this land.” 
“Oh right I hate to burst your bubble. But I believe the true owner is Andrew Malone and 
once he arrived back from town he will definitely be able to clear things up.” 
“Well for your information who ever you are I was just down by the animas river I few miles 
from here. I hate to be the one to inform you but there‟s a body hanging over it. Your 
precious boss Andrew has been brutally beaten and left there for death. In case you haven‟t 
figured it out yet, I „m his daughter. Besides why I‟m explaining all this to you.” 
“Well for starters you have been talking to Cates Mc Bain now for the last ten minutes. I‟m 
completely sorry about your father.” 
“So I guess you are responsible for all this mess.” 
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“If you are referring to the fence all trampled down and the barn doors all busted in. I was 
on my way to town to get supplies to fix them up. For you see we got attacked last night 
those no good rustlers I presume. We chased them down for a while but they somehow got 
away. Your father sent me back to access the damage. I haven‟t seen him since. When I 
woke up this morning he was already gone I figured he couldn‟t wait for me.” As he stopped 
a minute to let it all sink in an oriental guy came running out of the barn. 
“Mrs Malone, Mrs. Malone is that really you. Boy the city has really made you a grown up.” 
“Hello Chang lee it‟s so good to see a familiar face.” 
“Well come in come in. I just finished whipping up a batch of my blueberry waffles I know 
there your favourite. Boy will Mr Malone sure be happy to see you back.”  
“It‟s alright there Mrs. Malone you go have breakfast. I‟m heading in town for supplies we 
can talk later.” There he went Cates Mc Bain. The man of her dreams maybe just for once 
her uncle was wrong for a change.     
  
She entered the farmhouse for coffee and waffles. With Cates gone it gave her a chance to 
talk to Chang lee and find out for herself exactly what was going on. If there is anyone who 
would know the whole story it would definitely be Chang lee. She commence by giving him 
the news of her father which almost knocked him straight to the ground. 
  
Days has now passed with Cates hand Becky returned the land the way she remembered 
with added attractions ready for the next attack. Becky and Cates began to get closer as her 
wished had come true, her uncles‟ warning was off for once. They sat there on they front 
porch enjoying a cold frosty as they got to know each other. 
“So Cates thanks for the help everything looks great.” 
“Well you can owe it all to your father. He taught me a lot of the business. We where great 
friends in the Texas rangers .Before he left when your grandfather died he told me if I ever 
got tired of the ranger life to look him up. About six months ago the rangers gave me an 
ultimatum so I looked him up.” 
“So what about the Bronson‟s, what if they decide to return?” 
“If they do, let me deal with them. That is if I am still here. I suppose the sheriff had given 
you strict warning about me.” 
“That he did. But since my father had put all his trust in you I trust his judgement more.” 
“Great so have no fear. As soon as they come back that is assume they do .which is more 
than likely will we‟ll be ready.” 
“Now what about our neighbours? I was thinking since we are the strongest I‟d like to help 
them  to rebuild once the time comes.” 
“I can see your father has taught you well. We always was willing to lend a helping hand .I 
do believe that is what got him murdered in the first place. Neighbours were starting to 
stand up to the rustlers. The way I see it they decided if they went after your father, the 
neighbours would have backed off.” 
As Cates finished his charm was starting to wear off on Becky. That night it all began by a 
roaring fire in the old wood stove, it produced a lot of warmth in the cabin as well in there 
hearts. Laying there on the bear skin rug enjoying a glass of red wine was a situation that 
turned wrong for Becky. Why did she have to be wearing her favourite white blouse? The 
next thing they knew they began kissing one that became to passionate for Becky  as she 
pushed Cates away he toppled over the table as the glasses of wine went flying to the 
ground. Her blouse was no longer so perfect the red stain had it all ruined. 
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“Here let me give you a hand with that.” Cates replied. Before Becky could do any protesting 
he already had her blouse half unbuttoned exposing her black lace bra. As her blouse went 
off so did his t-shirt. Becky simply stood there in awe to his physic before she knew it she 
was swept off her feet. Cates had now led her to the bedroom and placed her gently on the 
bed and proceeded by removing her boots. Becky simply lay on the bed eyes closed enjoying 
all the attention. She had never felt this feeling before and whatever it was she was enjoying 
it.  Her eyes suddenly open to the sound of the zipper of her jeans descending. She jumped 
out of bed in protest thinking this is happening way to fast. The next thing she knew she was 
standing there in nothing but her undergarments as her jeans hit the floor. 
“Boy Mrs Malone do you look lovely tonight.” Was all that Cates could say as it was his turn 
to be captivated by her beauty? 
“Well don‟t just stare you might as well finish what you were doing.” She replied as she 
approached him tugging on to his jeans as it went down exposing his man hood in briefs. 
His hands arrived to her waist as they moved up in the process unsnapping her bra. Her 
hands slid down his waist as his briefs hit the floor at the same time as her undies. She didn‟t 
know how it happened but they were now both dressed in the outfit they were born in. 
  
The following morning it was all business. Their one night of passion was all that Becky 
could stand for a while. Once they finished the morning chores. Becky saw it happen again 
the Morgan‟s were packing it in.  It reminded her of her role now to protect her land as well 
as her neighbours. With their wagon full and looks of turmoil on their faces only meant one 
thing, the rustlers weren‟t too far behind. Here as also a way to test Cates loyalty to the farm 
or on the rustler‟s side. 
   
Hours later she found herself back in town on her daily trip starting off in her uncle‟s office. 
There he was sitting at his desk going through the morning paper work as the cells were 
empty with the exception of Bernie the town drunk. 
“Good morning uncle how is it going.” Becky asked as she sat down beside him. 
“Good morning Becky everything is going fine here. What‟s up with you?” 
“Oh the usual ranch troubles. On my way here I saw the Morgan‟s packing it in. to the looks 
on their face the Bronson‟s must not be far behind.” 
“I kind of doubt that. A fax just came in from the Texas rangers. They caught the Bronson 
gang a few days ago about five miles south of where your father was hanging.” 
“So if it‟s not the Bronson‟s who else could it be.” 
“Well if I where a betting man there‟s one name that comes to mind.” 
“If you are referring to Cates you better think twice. I got to know him good over the past 
few days. My father thought him the business well and he‟d never sort to those tactics.” 
“Oh I see he got you too wrapped up in his charm. All I‟m saying is don‟t put down your 
guard around him.” 
“If by any possibility you are right. What would be his motive?” 
“I never told you this but the day before your father‟s death he called me. He seemed to be 
pretty scared about something. He was on to something about the rustling situation, that‟s all 
I know. You have been back some time now ,you didn‟t come across some kind of journal 
or anything peculiar around the place.” That was it she had heard all on the subject of Cates 
Mc Bain as she was ready for at the moment. 
  
She was on her way back to the double j with several thoughts which required sorting. Now 
with the Bronson‟s behind bars who was responsible for the attack on the Morgan‟s.  Her 
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uncle‟s speculations could not have been right. She had spent a whole night of passion with 
Cates Mc Bain. If he was somehow involved how could someone so passionate be so 
sadistic and evil? Upon approaching the animas her thoughts were brushed away. A new 
sight had caught her attention. Clouds of black smoke were now present in the sky over the 
double j .Her horse galloped rapidly in direction of the smoke. Upon reaching the base of 
the property her eyes had turned to tears everything was ruined. The farmhouse barn and 
pasture was completely ablaze. Her homestead which been in the family for generations was 
no more. A few miles down the road said it all. There amidst the rows of spruce in direction 
of what was the Morgan‟s farm, laid a black hat. Now just any black hat, the same one that 
Cates Mc Bain had wore many of times. So that confirmed it her uncles speculations was 
right on target. How Cates could had done such an act. Here was a person who we all 
trusted and this is how he repaid us.  
  
Upon approaching the Morgan‟s spread everything looked to familiar to her. The land farm 
and pasture was all in order. Something was definitely up; with the land looking the way it 
did the Morgan‟s had no real reason for deserting as they did. Unless it came to her, could 
they be on hard times like everyone else and had to borrow from the bank to keep a float. If 
that was the case it only meant one thing the bank had foreclosed leaving it available for 
anyone to afford it. As she approached the gate from a distance she spotted him in the hot 
sun working the land. It was as if nothing had happened. 
“So Mr Mc Bain is this how you treat people.” Becky proclaimed showing off her Malone 
temper. 
“Sorry Becky but this is how the cookie crumbles.” 
“And another thing you have no more rights to call me Becky. From now on it‟s Mrs 
Malone.” 
“Fine Mrs Malone state your business than leave I have a lot of work to do on my land.” 
“Your land is that what you do wait till people are in dire straights and buy there land from 
under them.” 
“Hey if that what it takes to survive so be it.” 
“And I suppose you know nothing about that fire that‟s ruining the double j.” 
“Well Mrs Malone its all tough luck. Your father taught me all about the business then he 
was a fool not too step aside when I was ready to take over. With a little help from my 
friends the Bronson‟s he was dealt with. Then you came along and again my plans where 
ruined. The other day when I was in town getting the supplies to fix your fence I overheard 
Mr Morgan in a heated confrontation with the bank manager. It appears he was way behind 
in his mortgage. So ideally when I went to see the manager and offered him more then cash 
value for the property he was more then willing to deal. So if that is all I say good day to you 
Mrs Malone and thank you for that wonderful evening the other night.” 
“This is not the end of it you will definitely be hearing from me again Mr Mc Bain. And as 
far as the other night well I had better.”  
  
A few months had passed since Becky‟s outburst with Cates Mc Bain and everything was 
beginning to get back to normal. Stubborn as she was she didn‟t let a fire let her down. With 
hard work and a new crew she managed to bring the double j back to its normal statue 
where it belonged. Cates Mc Baines land was returned to the Morgan‟s as it was proven that 
all the trouble they had endured was indirectly traced back to Cates Mc Bain. As it stands Mr 
Mc Bain is in ranger‟s custody. He is serving three life sentences of rustling, hanging of 
Andrew Malone as well as the fire on the double j. 
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Becky Malone has learned a lot from people who to trust and to not let her heart interfere in 
business. The Malone‟s name in Durango meant power and a neighbour to be counted on. 
The sheriff has lived up to his promise by cleaning the town of those no good rustlers and 
returning the town just as he remembered it. As far as Becky she learned to take her uncles 
warning to heart. There at the base of the animas stands a single cross. 
“Here lies a simple gentle and kind man. A loving father how I will miss so. The double j his 
been your life and legacy to me. One that I will cherish till the day I die.”  
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Poetry Palooza 
 

"Shutters" 

By Jamie Danzer 
 

My heart remains in shambles 
Like the shutters to an old window 

Every broken board 

Symbolizes a piece of my heart 
The tattered timber 

Represents the wear and tear 

The chipped paint 
Is the emotion flaking away 

The hole in the wood 

Is the emptiness in my heart 
While the splinters 

Protect my heart from intruders 

 
 

"From Deep Within" 
By Martin Danzer 

 
From deep within me 

A thought blooms like a rose 
Soft, delicate, and pure 
A love blossoms from a 

Small seed of caring 
 

As it grows within me 
Nurtured by sweet thought 

Of what we could share, 
I have no choice but 
To tell you how I feel  
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Halfway to the Grave: Night Huntress Novel 

By Jeaniene Frost 

 

Do you love a book that is dark and full of violent death? If so this is the book for you, 

with in the first three chapters the main character Cat has killed 2 vampires and captured 

her third. She kills vampires for only one reason, her mother, has taught her they are all 

evil creatures. 

 

Her mother was raped by a vampire resulting in Catherine’s healthy birth at five months. 

Cat is half vampire and has some of their strengths but still has a beating heart. Cat is 

doing quite well eliminating vampires until she meets her match, Bones is an old vampire 

who turns the tables and captures her. 

 

Bones is a vampire that hunts his own kind for the reward on their heads. He strikes a 

deal with Cat to work with him as vampire bait and he won’t kill her. She accepts the 

deal but still wants to kill all vampires even Bones. Cat is put through training that would 

have killed a normal person and in many cases almost killed her but bones healed her 

with his blood. 

 

As she works closely with him she starts to wonder if her mom is wrong and all vampires 

are not pure evil. Old habits die hard though and Cat is stuck between betraying the best 

friend she has ever had or the only person who has ever cared for her. 

 

Well you can’t loose with all the vampire killing going on and a tainted love story to go 

along with it. What I really did like about the story is that Cat and Bones are both 

characters that I really liked. Cat was not always on the mark and made mistakes but not 

so many her characters seemed weak. She was a perfect example of someone who grew 

up with a crazy mom and was isolated from the normal society around her. 

 

Bones was great he was an old vampire and he actually seemed to learn something in his 

years on this planet. I have read so many books about vampires lately and it seems like 

they could be a little smarter after hundreds or even thousands of years on earth. One of 

the things I cannot understand is vampires who fall for human women and have no idea 

how to treat them. If they have been around for so long you would think that they would 

have had loads of time to correct their previous mistakes or at least have watched 

successful relationships. Bones makes a point to be very respectful to Cat (other than in 

training) and he really waits on her to realize that she has feelings for him, but he doesn’t 

hide his from her. 
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 I will have to say this is not for everyone it has a lot of violence and sex as well as plenty 

of language. The action is non-stop for the most part and I just couldn’t put the book 

down I was actually reading it a few times while cooking so I highly recommend it. 
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The Becoming by Jeanne C. Stein 

 

I read this book in one day it was a quick fun read. The problem was there was no depth 

at all to this book. No character development, Anna was not the "strong" character I was 

hoping for she was just there in the midst of all the chaos going on around her. 

 

The whole book was full of plot twists and turns as we follow Anna Strong into her new 

life. Anna is a bounty hunter, but her latest mission turns out to be a creep vampire. The 

vampire is too strong for Anna and her partner David and he gets away. The vampire 

beats and rapes Anna and in her struggles she swallows some of his blood thus becoming 

a vampire. 

 

Anna finds out that the doctor that treated her is also a vampire and she ends up going to 

him for help. She is being hunted by vampire hunters and her best friend and partner has 

been kidnapped. There is a lot going on in this book, it keeps moving from beginning to 

end. 

 

I think the problem with this book is I felt like it was rushed, I didn't get to know the 

characters at all. It felt like a set up for the next book, it was fun to read but then I felt no 

connection to the characters so I probably won't read the next book until I run out of 

books I would rather read. This one is not on the top of my recommended reading list but 

it was entertaining. 
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TITLE:  Blood Clay 
AUTHOR: Valerie Nieman  
 
REVIEW: Blood Clay by Valerie Nieman is an interesting kind of story that tells how Tracy 
Gaines, who just relocated to Saul, North Carolina, watches a little girl get maulled by a pack 
of dogs. As she tells the truth of what happened on that fateful day, most people don‟t 
believe her because she is an outsider. The only one who truly believes her is a fellow 
teacher, Dave Fordham, who has his own problems with people accepting him.  As Tracy 
struggles with fighting for her principles of right and wrong, she finds friendship and love 
with Dave.  Will the truth of what happned to 
Lakesha heal the wounds of the people involved or will it tear families apart. 
 
Ms. Nieman‟s book “Blood Clay” is a book that shows characters that have principles and 
that it‟s hard when you have to stick up for yourself. In fact the characters felt very real to 
me.  One of the things I loved is it also told some of the history of North Carolina.  I also 
loved that the relationship between Tracy and Dave starting out as friends and then become 
involved with each other.  I think women of the south no, make that all women, would like 
see more books where the characters started out as friends instead of hopping into bed at 
the first scene. 
“Blood Clay” should be on everyone‟s “to read” list.  
 

4 Bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth, Manager and Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 

 
 

  



 

 

21 

 

 
 

 

TITLE:  Doing Love Right 
AUTHOR:  Diana DeRicci 
 
REVIEW: In Doing Love Right by Diana DeRicci we find out that RJ, after having drunken 
nights, spots someone in his bed that he doesn‟t remember. Julian, who has had an 
infatuation with RJ since his Julian‟s sister‟s wedding and saved RJ from being a victim of an 
assault and driving home drunk.  Julian is determined to show RJ that he loves him and that 
two people who love each other make a family. 
 
I felt that Doing Love Right was an okay book. I would have liked to have seen more of a 
background on Julian and although I realize that this is a sexual book I actually would have 
liked Ms. DeRicci to do a little less sex and more storyline. I don‟t know if there is much of a 
market for this type of book, but with a little work this could be made into a well-written 
novel.  For the men that need a hot, sexy book, Doing Love Right will be the perfect book 
for them. 
 

3 bookmarks 
Laura Matthews, Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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The Staff  

 

Beth Ann Masarik, is the founder and chief editor of Literary Lunes. She created this 
magazine, because people are always coming to her for literary advice, and she wanted to 
be there for all aspiring writers. She is the author of her debut novel, The World Among 
Us, a young adult, urban fantasy novel. Her book will be released on August 19, 2011. 
In addition to running Literary Lunes, Beth also runs her blogs, Writer’s Advocate, and 
Hallowed Writers. For more information about Beth, you can visit her full website at 
www.bethannmasarik.webs.com  

 
Amy Judd, is the graphic designer for Literary Lunes. She currently lives on her families 
working ranch in Oklahoma with her pet Pekingese Kikyo. As an artist, she spends 
hours painting the roses red and reading idyllic prose and old novels nobody bothers to 
remember. She is currently working on publishing her first novel after receiving various 
awards in art, literature and poetry.  
 
 
 
Jen Whitten, is the editor and proof reader here at Literary Lunes Magazine. She is a 
professional writer, editor, consultant and positive living ninja. She also creates the most 
darkly delighting cookie recipes known to man. Learn more about her work at 
http://writerjenwhitten.com  
 
 
 

Ashley Laura is dedicated to giving writers a voice outside of their work. For Literary 
Lunes, she assists with the accepting of article submissions and the formatting of the 
magazine. Outside of Literary Lunes, she is also the Municipal Liaison for Memphis 
National Novel Writing Month (NANOWRIMO).  
 

 

http://www.bethannmasarik.webs.com/
http://writerjenwhitten.com/
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