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Let the crazy writer within you escape! 

 

 

Featuring in our next issue: interviews from Greg McCarthy, Erin Danzer, Otherworld 

Publications, Inceptus Press, and many more! 

The theme for the next issue is: Saint Patrick’s Day: if you have a St. Patty’s day story, 

poem, or experience you would like to share, e-mail it to literarylunes@gmail.com We 

will also accept non- St. Patrick’s Day stories, poems, etc. 

  

Featured in this issue: 

 Creation Station: 

creating characters & 

submissions 

 Parenting & Writing 

 Building Tension 

 Love Poems 

 Short Stories 

 Book Reviews 

 Writing exercises 

 Behind the scenes: 

author and publisher 

interviews tell all! 
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A Letter From The Editor

Dear Reader, 

 Thank you for showing interest 

in Literary Lunes Magazine.  It is our 

mission and goal to bring you the 

best literary news and advice.  What 

makes us stand out from other 

literary magazines?  For starters, we 

are 100% FREE!  Why, you ask?  That 

is because of how bad our economy 

is, and the majority of writers out 

there are young and unemployed, 

or have families and bills to pay.  This 

is just one less expense for you to 

worry about ! 

 What can you expect to see 

in future issues?  We offer advice on 

all things literary related from 

choosing a pen name, to getting 

your novel ready to print.  There will 

be short stories submitted by other 

writers just like you!  We also feature 

book reviews given by Esra Roberts, 

along with interviews from select 

authors and publishers. 

 I hope you enjoy this 

magazine, and feedback is 

welcome and encouraged!  If you 

have a suggestion, or want to submit 

an article for future issues, please 

send an e-mail to 

literarylunes@gmail.com. 

Thank you for reading! 

Beth Ann Masarik 
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So You Think You Can Write? 

By Beth Ann Masarik 

 So you think you can write a novel or 

short story, do you?  Well, good for you!  

Writing a novel is not something that just 

anyone can do.  It can be challenging, time 

consuming, and sometimes even draining.  

However, it can also be very rewarding. 

 Before you sit down and write your 

novel, you need to ask yourself this; is this 

something that I want to do professionally, or 

just for fun (and yes, there is a difference!).  If 

writing is just for fun and a hobby, then you will 

have a little more freedom with some of the 

guidelines that I will feature in the next several 

issues of this magazine.  If you want to be an 

author as a profession, then you have A LOT of 

research ahead of you.  In this issue, and the next 

several issues, I will be going over the do’s and 

don’ts of being a writer (and even a reviewer). 

 One of the first things you should do 

before you write a single word in your 

manuscript is come up with a rough outline of 

major events that you want to happen in your 

book.  Actually, that is the second thing.  The 

first thing you need to do, is grab your pens, 

pencils, highlighters, index cards, notebook or 

computer (whichever you prefer), and sit down 

and begin to think about the story you want to 

write about.  Now you are ready to write that 

outline! 

 What exactly is an outline?  An outline is 

a list of things that happen in a story.  Some 

authors and writers use outlines, while others 

don’t.  For me, it depends on the type of story 

that I am writing.  If I am writing a short story, I 

don’t usually outline, but if I am writing a novel, 

I like to keep an outline or checklist of things 

that have to happen in the story.  There are two 

types of outlines: chapter outlines and what I like 

to call the ―checklist‖ outline. 

 The chapter outline is more specific 

towards each individual chapter of the novel (or 

novella).  You usually start out by listing the 

chapter number (or chapter title if you have one), 

and make bullet points of what you want to 

happen specifically in that chapter.  A checklist 

outline, is kind of like the shopping list for 

writing. 

 I won’t overwhelm you for now, but on 

the next couple of pages, I have designed a 

character creation sheet that I often use.  So, 

print out these sheets, and use them to the best 

of your ability.  If you would like to submit them 

to Literary Lunes for future articles, please 

contact us via our website, and we will work 

something out.  These sheets are for your own 

personal use.  If they work for you, please feel 

free to write us, and let us know ! 
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Creation Station: 

Character Sheet 

 

(You can use the space above to draw a picture of your character.) 

Characters Name:  

Species: (human, wolf, vampire, etc.) 

Age: 

Hair Color: 

Eye Color: 

Height:  

Build: (are they muscular, scrawny, etc?) 

Love status: (are they in a relationship, etc?) 

Powers: (do they have any special abilities/powers? It’s ok if they don’t!) 

Strengths: 

Weaknesses: 

Personality: 

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________ 
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Bio/history: 

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________ 

 

And that’s it!  That was simple right?  Don’t worry if you ran out of space on the sheets provided.  You 

can always write on the back once you print those two pages out, or you can copy and paste them into any 

word program, and add more to it  
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Helpful Hints for Managing Parenting, 
Working and Writing 
By Erin Danzer 

 
Being a mom is a wonderful, life 

enriching experience. It teaches you patience, how 
to share, and how to give as much of yourself as 
possible as you care for the new life completely 
dependent on you. What it doesn’t teach you, is 
how to manage having a job while your children 
grow up, what to do when they get sick, how to 
get crayon off the walls (Mr. Clean Magic 
Eraser) or how to manage having a job, a family 
and maintain a writing career. 

I have two beautiful boys ages 4 and 5. I 
work about 25 hours a week at a major 
department store. I have a house to maintain. 
And yes, I have a husband; he works 40 hours a 
week as a cook. It was a lot easier finding time to 
write when they were small enough to put in the 
playpen for a couple hours. Now, most days, I 
feel like I need a couple of extra hours just to feel 
human let alone find the time to sit at my 
computer and write.  So I’ve come up with a few 
ways that help me when I want to write and feel 
like my life is too busy to indulge in my passion. 

Schedule time to write. This is most 
important. It’s one thing I’ve seen on a lot of 
writing advice columns and in books, and it’s the 
one thing I know is true. On Saturday night 
before you go to bed, plan your week. Write 
down everything you have to do that week. 
Pencil in doing the laundry, feeding the kids, 
when you work, and cleaning the house. Now 
look at the hours you have left. Do you have time 
to write for an hour between when school gets 
out and when you have to make dinner? How 
about a couple of hours after the kids go to bed? 
Then remember to write it down. Make a date 
with yourself. Monday Night, 8PM – Write for 
two hours. If you don’t pencil in time for your 
passion, your passion will fizzle and die. 

Make deals with yourself. If I load the 
dishwasher, I can write while it runs. Or, I can 
write while the laundry is going. Or, if I clean the 
house and have it done by a certain time, I can 
have an hour to write. Rewarding yourself by 

having time to do something you love makes 
what you have to do more bearable. Honestly, I 
really don’t care for cleaning but I cleaned my 
kids’ room in half an hour (including vacuuming) 
last weekend because I promised myself I could 
write once it was done. It works. And if it 
doesn’t, add a piece of chocolate to sweeten the 
deal with yourself. 

Set your goals small at first. Don’t expect 
to write half a novel in a matter of days. Unless 
you’re going to forego sleep and eating, it 
probably won’t happen. Instead of a time limit, 
set a word goal for yourself. On the days you get 
to write, set a 500 word goal, or even 100 or 200 
words.  Even if you don’t get to make your word 
goal for that day, however many words you wrote 
is more than you had before you sat down. On 
the novels I’m working on now, I have a 2,000 
word goal for each chapter and I try to write a 
chapter a day. Most days, I make my goal. 
Sometimes I write more and sometimes I fall 
short. Either way, I tell myself I did what I could 
and move on. 

Don’t feel like a failure. No matter how 
hard we try, the deals we make with ourselves, or 
the time we pencil in to write, there will be days 
when you sit at the computer and stare at a blank 
page, your mind just as blank.  Or there will be 
days when you’ve been so busy, you don’t have 
the energy to turn on the computer, let alone put 
your fingers on the keys to actually write. IT’S 
OKAY. As they say, tomorrow is another day. 
And what you don’t get done today, you can do 
tomorrow. 

Allow for spontaneity. Your characters 
never go away. They are constantly with you. 
While you’re at work, when you drive the kids to 
school (or soccer practice, or church), while 
you’re cleaning your house or cooking. And they 
always have something to say. Make sure you 
keep pen and paper close at hand for those 
breakthrough moments when you have an ―ah 
ha!‖ moment for your writing. I always carry a 
small notebook and a couple pens in my purse; 
my brother-in-law has a small notebook he 
carries in his pocket. Even while at work, if 
something comes to you, take a moment to jot 
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down the idea and then go back to what you 
were doing. You never know when the ideas will 
start flowing (in the shower is another place for 
me). 

With all of that said, just know that if 
you’re a mom, a housewife and an employee 
somewhere, you can also be a writer. Just take 
one day at a time, write a few hundred words 
every day and before you know it, your novel will 
be done. 
 

Seven Deadly Sins of Submissions 
By Jen Whitten 

Writing may be an art, but writing well is a never-

ending exercise in coping with rejection.  

As writers, each and every syllable is a painstaking 

labor of love. When finally we believe our creation is 

ready to go out into the world, to hit the desks of 

editors and agents and readers far and wide, we 

submit for approval. For some of us, this is the 

beginning of many publishing endeavors. Others 

among us will fill our drawers with rejection letter 

after rejection letter, if we hear anything at all. 

Yes, talent and luck, connections and coincidence 

play a hand in our ultimate success; however, it is our 

ability – or lack thereof – to follow the rules that 

ultimately determine our level of publishing success. 

Breaking the Commandments of Writing 

If you sent out dozens of query letters without 

response, you may be guilty of committing one of the 

Seven Deadly Sins of Submissions: 

1. Misspellingness. Let’s face it, typos happen 

to everyone. Luckily, technology is on our 

side… if we use it. 

2. Neglectfulness. Sure, you remembered to 

spell check your document, but have you 

read it? Technology can make a writer’s life 

easier; however, it won’t know whether you 

meant they’re or their. 

3. Laziness. Contrary to what some people 

believe, website owners don’t like putting up 

pages just for the sake of creating pages. If 

someone took the time to create submission 

guidelines for their publication, you should 

read them if you intend to publish with 

them. 

4. Thieveryness. Thanks to the Internet, 

research is easier for writers to complete 

than ever before. Also thanks to the Internet, 

it’s easier for people to figure out when ideas 

you present are not your own. 

5. Cluelessness. Writing articles is an excellent 

way to build a name and reputation for 

yourself… if you know what you’re talking 

about. Avoid writing on subjects where you 

have nothing new to add to the discussion. 

6. Audiencelessness. Before you submit for 

publication, make sure you’ve taken the time 

to read and understand the market you’re 

submitting to. You’ll be met with more 

success if you send in articles that are on 

topic and timely for the readership. 

7. Personalitylessness. Your personality defines 

who you are and it should come out in your 

writing. Unless the publication has a very 

stringent writing style guide, always infuse 

enough of yourself into an article to make it 

interesting and make it yours. 

Of course, there will be times when you’re not guilty 

of any of these deadly sins yet your writing doesn’t 

get published. This is not always an indication of 

something lacking within your writing style. Although 

it’s important to reflect on rejections for what they 

can teach us, don’t forget that some rejections have 

nothing to do with you at all. 

Sometimes, your submission has arrived at the 

incorrect time to be relevant. Instead of losing hope 

or becoming discouraged, take your writing back to 

the drawing board, tweak it and prepare to wow some 

other editor. 

Just don’t forget to use spell check when you do. 



9 
 

Creating a Character Mission Statement 

By Sydney Katt 

Writer’s block is inevitable. No matter how long 

you’ve been writing, no matter how fired up you 

are about your new plot or character, the inability 

to string words together into more than 

nonsensical babble happens to the best of us. 

The fact that we continue writing anyway proves 

that we’re authors, not just people who know 

how to write words. 

Whenever you find yourself short of motivation 

to stay at the keyboard, it may be useful to 

understand your character’s motivation for 

whatever it is they do. Of course, motivation 

means different things to different people. I’m 

not talking about the fact that your character 

must go to the grocery store because they ran out 

of milk or because your cop must continue 

looking for the bad guy because that’s his job. 

Understanding Character Motivation 

Real character motivation – the kind of 

motivation that keeps people going when all 

hope is gone and when everything is stacked 

against them – is what can pull you from the 

depths of your own hopeless situation a.k.a. 

writer’s block. 

Do you know what motivates your character? Do 

you have any idea why they get out of bed in the 

morning when perhaps a sane person would just 

shut off the alarm and call it quits? More 

importantly, do you have a character mission 

statement to refer to when you’d rather not 

write? 

Writing Exercise: Character Mission Statement 

This month’s writing exercise is simple, but it is 

not easy. Today, think about your main 

character, what motivates him or her most, and 

turn this into a personal mission statement. Not 

only will this give you something to refer back to 

later, it may just provide vital dialogue for your 

character. 

For example, I have a work in process called By 

Slivered Moonlight. In it, an inexperienced FBI 

agent must convince someone to join her cause, 

someone who wants her to believe she has no 

business working this particular case. While the 

conversation itself may span paragraphs of back 

and forth between agent and cop, we can break 

down this agent’s motivation in a single, broken 

line of dialogue: 

―I need a reason to believe the world isn’t full of 

monsters… of horror and evil… even though I 

know it is.‖ 

Closing Thoughts 

So, fellow author, do you have a mission 

statement for your character, yet? If not, set aside 

some time to work on it now. As you work on 

this exercise, don’t be surprised if you learn that 

what you thought mattered most to your 

character…doesn’t. 

You’ve just opened up all whole new world of 

peril, plot twists and perfection. 

Happy writing! 
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Give Your Story...Tension 
by Adam Wright 
 
Tension. It creates reader interest and it can 
make or break your story. Want to write the kind 
of story that readers pass on with the words, 
―You have got to read this!‖? Inject tension. 
You can get tension to work on many different 
levels in your story or novel. . 
 
Let’s take a look at plot tension and scene 
tension and at the techniques you can 
use to get tension into your work. But first let’s 
answer a basic question: what is 
tension? 
 
Tension...The Unanswered Question 
 
At its most basic, tension is a question in the 
reader’s mind. That question could be ―What 
happens next?‖ as they turn the pages to find out, 
or ―Will the hero survive?‖ As an author, you can 
create this question process in the reader’s mind 
by: 
 
a) Creating characters the reader cares about 
And 
b) Keeping the answers to these questions back 
from the reader until the last 
possible moment. 
 
You must create characters your reader cares 
about. Otherwise, they will not care if the hero 
will survive or perish, what is going to happen 
next, or how your story ends. Creating likeable 
characters is a big topic and would fill another 
article. As a writer, you probably already have 
ideas on how to make your protagonists resonate 
with the reader. 
 
In this article, we will discuss point b)... keeping 
back the answers to the questions in 
the reader’s head. 
 
Why does withholding answers create tension? 
Imagine that your friend comes to 

you and says excitedly, ―I’ve got something really 
important to tell you!‖ Then they tell you 
immediately. As soon as you know what the 
important thing is, the tension created by your 
friend’s, ―I’ve got something really important to 
tell you!‖ is relieved. 
 
Now imagine your friend comes to you and says 
they have something important to tell you. But 
then, instead of telling you immediately, they say, 
―I’ll tell you in a minute. First I need a coffee.‖ 
What are you going to be thinking while they get 
the coffee? Are you going to be on edge? Are you 
going to be willing them to tell you this 
important thing? Are you going to want to grab 
them and yell, ―Tell me!‖? 
 
Of course you are. It’s human nature. We are 
naturally curious. 
 
It is your job as an author to make your reader 
curious and then make them wait to satisfy that 
curiosity. You should be the friend who is going 
to take their time before they tell. 
 
This doesn’t mean you should go off at a 
tangent, though. As you will see from the 
examples below, you ,make the reader wait but 
you also build up the tension. That way, when 
the tension is relieved, your reader may just 
discover they’ve been holding their breath in 
anticipation. And when they let that breath out, 
they will say to themselves, ―Whoa! This is a 
good story!‖ 
 
Plot Tension 
 
You can add tension at the plotting stage of your 
story. Simply make sure you don’t reveal too 
much too soon. Arrange your scenes so the 
reader is always hooked. There should always be 
at least one question in your reader’s head. Don’t 
resolve all your plotlines too quickly. 
 
Think of a soap opera. There are always 
unresolved stories. Even as one storyline 
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is resolved, there are others still unresolved. That 
way, the viewers are constantly hooked. 
 
Getting back to fiction...In a murder mystery, the 
murderer isn’t revealed until the end. In a 
romance, the reader is left wondering if love will 
bloom until they have followed the hero and 
heroine through the story, the question 
unanswered until the final scenes.  Take a look at 
your plot. Are you revealing things too early? 
 
Scene Tension 
 
At scene level, you should also make sure you 
don’t reveal everything too early. 
 
Here’s an example. Billy suspects that his friend 
Lois is a vampire. He breaks into her apartment 
looking for evidence. This is how the scene could 
be written: 
 
Billy pulled open the window to Lois’s apartment 
and slipped inside. Her place 
was warm and untidy. Creeping into the moonlit 
bedroom he saw a coffin propped 
against the wall. ―She’s a vampire!‖ he whispered 
to himself. ―I knew it!‖ 
 
Now let’s make the reader wait for the 
conformation that Lois is a vampire. If you 
have done your job as a writer, the reader should 
by now be asking, ―Is Lois a vampire?‖ Let’s 
make them wait to find out. How do we do that? 
We make Billy wait too. We know that by the 
end of this scene we will have revealed that Lois 
is a vampire but we aren’t going to play our hand 
too soon: 
 
Here’s the same scene, rewritten with some 
tension: 
 
Billy pulled open the window to Lois’s apartment 
and slipped inside. Her place was warm and 
untidy. He crept around the living room, 
wondering what the fetid smell 
 

was that almost made him gag. Entering the 
kitchen, he opened the refrigerator. Empty. ―Of 
course,‖ he whispered to himself, ―vampires 
don’t eat food.‖ He noticed something on the 
wall and his blood ran cold. Red smears stained 
the flowery wallpaper. Was it blood? Making his 
way to the bedroom, he tried to steady his 
nerves. The bedroom smelled even worse than 
the rest of the apartment. Billy peered into the 
shadows. Something large and dark loomed 
there. He stepped closer, the toe of his sneaker 
contacting something solid. The sound of the 
impact was a dull thud, as if he had kicked 
something wooden. He looked at the dark shape 
and made out its shape in the moonlight. A 
coffin. ―I knew it,‖ he told himself. ―She’s 
a vampire!‖ 
 
Another example of scene tension: 
 
I got home and found a letter from Joe saying 
he’d run away from home. His clothes were gone 
from his bedroom drawer and his pet dog 
Sammy was gone too. 
 
With a simple re-arrangement of the order in 
which we give the reader information, 
we can create tension. 
 
I got home and called Joe. No answer. Weird. 
He was always home at this time. Everything 
seemed too quiet. Maybe he was in his bedroom 
playing video games. By the time I was halfway 
up the stairs I knew the house was empty. Way 
too silent. Why wasn’t Sammy barking in the 
back yard the way he always did when I got 
home? Joe’s bedroom was a mess. The drawers 
had all been pulled open. They were empty. His 
clothes had gone. I peered out of the window. 
No Sammy. Racing downstairs, I headed for the 
phone to call the police. The sight of a letter on 
the kitchen table stopped me. It was from Joe. 
He was gone. Run away. 
 
By making the reader wait and building up to 
answering the question, ―Where is Joe?‖, we 
ratchet up the tension. 
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Back Story 
 
As the author, you know details about your 
characters that you will tell the readers 
as your story goes on. Here is another 
opportunity to raise some questions in your 
reader’s mind. Take this example from my 
upcoming YA novel Circus Girl: 
 
First this is how the scene could be written if the 
author decided to use the info dump 
method of revealing back story... 
 
―Why did you want to meet at the museum?‖ I 
asked her. ―It’s creepy.‖ Egyptian artifacts lined 
the walls around us; hieroglyphs and wooden 
scarabs, painted a thousand years ago yet still 
vivid in blues and reds, lined the walls around us. 
In the center of the dimly-lit room, dead in a 
glass coffin, a mummy lay partly unwrapped. 
From the dirty brown bandages emerged an 
eyeless head, skin dark and leathery. The sign 
attached to the display case said he had been a 
priest. Tink shrugged. ―I used to come here as a 
kid. Whenever there was trouble at home, I came 
here and sat here among all these old things. I 
thought of the mummy as a protector, I guess. I 
had trouble with my dad sometimes. Whenever it 
got too much I came here. I like the fact that the 
guy wrapped in those bandages is dead, but not 
forgotten.‖ She looked at me closely. ―Like your 
brother. You have a real problem getting over his 
death, though.‖ I looked away from her.  ―Yeah. 
I do have a problem. Ever since Eric’s death 
I’ve tried to be like him. It’s like my own 
personality has been buried underneath my 
need to be like he was. I’ll never be good enough 
for my mother though. She drinks. A lot. She has 
done ever since Eric’s accident...‖ 
 
Now here is the scene with the back story 
revealed slowly, and in places only hinted 
at: 
 
―Why did you want to meet at the museum?‖ I 
asked her. ―It’s creepy.‖ Egyptian artifacts lined 

the walls around us; hieroglyphs and wooden 
scarabs, painted a thousand years ago yet still 
vivid in blues and reds. In the center of the 
dimly-lit room, dead in a glass coffin, a mummy 
lay partly unwrapped. From the dirty brown 
bandages emerged an eyeless head, skin dark and 
leathery. The sign attached to the display case 
said he had been a priest.  Tink shrugged. ―I like 
it here. I used to come here when I was a kid.‖ 
―You mean with your parents?‖ Her face grew 
dark. ―No. On my own.‖ She stared at the 
mummy, lost in thought. ―I used to think he 
could protect me.‖ ―From what?‖ She shook her 
head and her red hair, almost as red as the 
ancient paint on the scarabs, covered her face for 
a moment. ―Nothing.‖ But when her hair settled 
back on her shoulders, I could see tears in her 
eyes. ―You ok?‖ She nodded. ―I like the fact that 
the guy wrapped in those bandages is dead but 
not forgotten.‖ My mind flipped to Eric and the 
accident, the problems with mom’s drinking, and 
the fact that I didn’t know who I was anymore. 
Was I possessed by my own dead brother? We 
sat silently among the unforgotten dead. 
 
The second version of the scene raises questions 
in the reader’s head. By hinting at the back stories 
of the characters, it leaves the reader wanting to 
read on to find out more. 
 
Write With Tension 
 
Hopefully this article will give you some ideas on 
how to inject tension into your own scenes. 
Whatever genre you write, tension will help your 
story. 
 
Happy writing! 
 
Adam Wright 
(the tattooed writer) 
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TITLE: At the Crossroads of Terror 

AUTHOR: Lenny Emanuelli 

REVIEW: 

Lenny Emanuelli's ―At the Crossroads of 

Terror‖ has an exciting beginning as the author 

sets his stage and introduces you to his tale. His 

protagonist comes off as a genuine Everyman, 

without the usual strained effort I find in many 

works of fiction. Our main focus, CJ, gets 

thrown the greatest dilemma in his life when an 

old friend gets held ransom for a piece of 

evidence to a murder CJ never wanted in the first 

place. His friend Chelly gets used as a pawn by 

the Flying Dragon's gang holding her hostage. 

Unfortunately this comes to include sexual 

assault. I felt truly moved as the token female 

Dragon recounted the death of a friend by gang 

rape, and both her and Chelly share tears for the 

dead and themselves. 

Most disappointingly, ―At the 

Crossroads of Terror‖ loses its appeal after the 

first fifty pages. The characters stop behaving 

like intelligent people the further into the 

criminal mess they go. The main supporting 

female, Sherry Mann, is a reporter traveling with 

CJ so she can get the exclusive story and the guy. 

Her part reads like an old Lois Lane comic, but 

instead of Superman saving the day, the reader is 

treated to awkward internal dialogue and baffling 

decisions. I have never hoped for two characters 

to go to the police so much before. Their idea of 

gaining control of the situation is changing the 

venue of the trade off, to the city where the 

gang's main kingpin resides. At no point do they 

decide being caught with incriminating evidence 

would be a small price to pay to set Chelly free. I 

certainly hope anyone I called a friend would be 

willing to risk more to get me out of the hands 

of pimping, abusive sociopaths. 

I wish I could say their bumbling was at 

least amusing. But I can't. I can't even say that the 

ending is worth it. I never got passed the first 

hundred pages, save for reading the ending 

separately to see if the issues panned out in the 

conclusion. 

If you wish to help Emanuelli's cause, 

supporting the Rape Abuse Incest National 

Network, by all means do so. I recommend 

reading the first fifty pages alone, or making the 

five dollar donation directly. 

2 Bookmarks, mostly earned for those first fifty 

pages 

Sara Messina, Reviewer 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: Luminous Nights 

AUTHOR: Michele Hart 

REVIEW:  

Luminous Nights by Michele Hart is a about a 

Space Captain, Rachel Waters, who is forced to 

take a man with questionable motives and a past. 

The man ―Jack‖ goes by many names but finds 

that maybe he still has a soul with Rachel. Can 

Rachel show this man that revenge isn’t always 

the right way? 

While I enjoyed reading Ms. Hart’s 

book, I knew that I had read similar stories 

before. I also enjoyed the background she put 

into her characters, I felt like I knew them 

personally but felt that the book seemed to drag 

on at spots. Still a good overall read for the Sci-fi 

nut in your household. 
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This monTh’s quick picks Reviews 

By Esra Roberts 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WHAT DO WE REALLY KNOW ABOUT 
OTHERS? 
 
In Milena Agus’s debut novel From The Land of 
The Moon (Europa Editions), comes a story ripe 
with emotions and imagery that’ll stay with you 
for a life time. Set against 20th century Sardinia, 
spanning several generations, we take a journey of 
one woman’s quest for love, as she endures trials 
and tribulations, in hopes of finding the one 
thing worth dying for; true-love. Told from her 
granddaughter’s point of view, never learning the 
grandmother’s name, we travel across Sardinia as 
the grandmother’s story unravels, bringing forth 

glimpses of her daily struggles and her sometimes 
fading glimmer of hope. Believed to be crazy by 
her own village, sent away to a thermal bath to 
rid herself of her physical ailments, she soon 
meets a stranger that will quickly alter the course 
of her life forever. Secrets untold, poetry 
unshared, this story will shock you with its poetic 
revelations all the way to its bittersweet end. 
 
THE WORLD HAD ENDED 
In the distant, and yet very relevant future, the 
characters in this dystopian YA novel Empty 
(Scholastic Press), find themselves facing a 
worldwide epidemic; fossil fuels are running out. 
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In this short yet informative story, we are taken 
on a disturbing journey of what could happen as 
a result of such circumstances Following the 
story of several high school students, the author 

Suzanne Weyn, has briefly yet successfully 
touched upon very important issues that we all 
may be facing sooner than later.

Poetry Palooza 

 

 

 

 

 

Poetry is just as important as writing a 

novel or short story.  Where as in a story, we 

speak through narration, in poems we speak 

through our emotions.  Neither style of writing is 

more important than the other, it’s how you 

express yourself that matters.  Poems come in all 

different styles and sizes, and I hope that you 

enjoy these poems as much as I do. 

Love is a Touch 

By Terra Kelly 

Love is a touch, a gentle embrace  

A smile, a laugh, a simple grace  

Love is soft skin upon your own  

Love is never being alone  

Love is patient, Love is pure  

Love it one thing I know for sure  

Love keeps us close, my friends and I  

Love never ends, though we may die  

Love is a tear, shed without hate  

Love is a heartbeat, felt too late  

Love is a feather from an angel’s wing  

Love is the means by which we sing  

Love is wind, Love is rain  

It is truth, faith, hope and pain  

Love is blind, Love has no bound  

Love is silence, Love is sound  

Love is you, Love is me  

Love is one small word we  

Love is my blind faith in you  

Love is a word best felt by two 

Life Anew 
By Stephanie Marsh 

 

There has been an unexpected transformation. 
Chasing purpose, a reason, bondage now gone. 
Freedom from the past, a new birth, a creation. 
Fear, weakness, indecision, now all withdrawn. 

Communicating with higher powers, inner 
revelation. 

 
 

Suddenly, courtship, an unexpected new 
romance. 

A challenge to be met, opportunity, unique 
possibility. 

Longed for the indefinable, life’s chance. 
A seed of victory, fresh ideas, finding precious 

ability. 
Surrounded by energy and devotion, beauty in 

the dance. 
 
 

Recent and unprecedented opportunities, creative 
flair. 

Building the glory, the embodiment of passion, 
of sensuality. 

Reflecting the desires of another, igniting the 
very air. 

Radiantly surviving, charismatic, generates 
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infinite vitality. 
Mastery into turning ideas into actions, control 

of life’s dare. 
 
 

Eloquent and moving communication, 
connection true. 

Clarity bright, alignment designed, peace has 
been found. 

Temptations, problems, and setbacks overcome, 
love pursue. 

Dawning of a new day is the ultimate outcome 
renowned; 

The joy of new life, new beginnings, of you. 

Conservation of Love 

By Sherrie Theriault 
 

Love does not diminish  
It recycles like the rain  

Ever in transition and transmission  
 

Love is not salvation or redemption  
Nor do I believe it to be the currency of 

Godliness.  
Love is an element like cobalt or gold  

It has weight and substance.  
 

Love is the coinage of responsibility  
Not a door out of consequences.  

Love, true love, inspires right action  
Never cowardice or disrespect.  

 
In this strange amelioration  

Standing in the wings of realism  
Love is love no longer  

 
Love is the standard I have to bear  

Not the canopy I stand beneath  
In the frozen center.  

 

Love cannot endure the pressure of 
misinformation  

And melts with friction,  
Floods with irresponsibility.  

 

Love, like money, admiration and sex, has its 
place  

And must not have expectation of being more 
than it is,  

With that said,  
Love is peerless, to be treasured, protected and 

shared. 

 

Mazarine 
By April Nichols 

 
I extol the shades of darkened blue, 

The peace settled sky after sun’s hematic death. 
As the layers of gauze are removed 

to unfiltered expanse of star dappled universe. 
 

That pigment of mazarine, perfection. 
Admonition of muse’s gem oculus. 

Heart hopelessly embroiled in veneration, 
anchored and fastened by his review. 

 
Danger more affirmed than body’s mortality, 

but threatening entirety of one’s avidity. 
He by touch, musk of scent sparks insanity, 
But in much-needed, much sought variance. 

 
I love in the forbidden, in futility’s oppressive 

gloom. 
Hope in hopeless, a small extinguishable light, 
forever whispering, cogent of possibility – of 

want. 
Blessed mazarine will be all I ever despond. 
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Story Time 

 Who doesn’t love a good story?  I know I do!  I especially love reading short stories, because a lot 

of the time I am in a hurry, or have too much to do, that I don’t have time to sit and read an entire novel.  

Erin, Bilinda, and Amy are all excellent writers, and I think you will enjoy reading these stories as much as I 

did. 

The First Waltz 

By Erin Danzer 

Elizabeth smoothed the skirt of her emerald satin gown as she watched the dancers on the floor. 

She knew the string quartet would play a waltz next, the most prominent dance of the ball, and her dance 

card was empty for that slot. What was she going to do? This was her debutante ball and she wouldn’t have 

a partner for the most important dance of the night. 

She looked across the room at her guardian, Lady Stapleton, and tried to force a self-assured smile 

as she wished the wall behind her would open up and swallow her. She wanted to be a success but her 

empty dance card spoke volumes about how well society accepted her. She had no clue how to change this 

around. 

“Miss Chatham, would you honor me with this next dance,” a familiar voice asked at her left 

shoulder and she turned to find William Stapleton standing next to her. She grinned, relieved to see a 

familiar face. 

“William, I didn’t know you would be here,” she stated. 

“I wouldn’t miss it; this is your debut.” 

She blushed and fidgeted with her skirt. “I’m afraid I’m a failure. Your mother will be so 

disappointed in me – she didn’t send you over, did she? I would be supremely embarrassed if this was a 

pity dance.” 

He chuckled as he lifted her hand and kissed her knuckles. “I assure you, pity is the last of my 

reasons for asking you to dance.” 

“But I don’t know how! I’ve barely learned the others; I’ll be lost in a waltz,” she declared. 

“Besides, I’ve already been deemed too clumsy to dance with any dignity. It’s likely I’ll trod all over your 

toes.” 

He lifted her chin and forced her to meet his gaze. “Let me worry about my toes,” he told her and 

took her hand as the first strains of a waltz were heard. Her heart pounded as he led her onto the dance 

floor and turned her until she faced him. He placed her hand on his shoulder and placed his hand on her 

waist as he held up her other hand. He gently squeezed the hand he held and she looked up into his eyes. 

“Do not look anywhere but here,” he told her. “And trust me.” 
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She gave the briefest nod as the dance began. She did as she was told, her eyes never leaving his as 

she allowed her body to follow his all over the floor. She was surprised when the dance ended and she 

found she hadn’t stepped on his toes. She enthusiastically clapped for the quartet and triumphantly grinned 

as William led her off the floor. 

“You are a lovely dancer, Miss Chatham; you have a natural grace that surpasses most of the 

women here,” he declared, leaning close so only she could hear, and she blushed. She demurely looked 

away before looking up to meet his gaze again. 

“I had a good teacher,” she replied and he inclined his head. “Thank you.” 

“The pleasure was all mine,” he told her and kissed the back of her hand before he straightened. “I 

hope you enjoy the rest of your evening.” 

She opened her mouth to ask about a second dance when another gentleman approached her. 

“Miss Chatham, would you honor me with a dance this evening?” the young Viscount asked and 

she graciously smiled as William excused himself and disappeared into the crowd around them. 

“Thank you, Mr. Chapman, that would be lovely,” she agreed as she spotted another eligible 

bachelor making his way towards her. She began to think she may not be a failure after all as she added Mr. 

Chapman’s name to her dance card. 
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The Making 

By Bilinda Ni Siodacain 

Smiling, she watched as his head dipped low over her hand, turning her palm up to his lips he kissed her 
gently and butterflies danced in her stomach. 
 
―I’ll love you forever Victoria, I promise I will never let anything hurt you. I love you to much for that.‖ 
―I know Alistair, I know you love me. I can feel it, I see it reflected in your eyes every time you look at me 
but you have to know I would never entertain the attentions of other gentlemen. I don’t want anyone else.‖ 
Something other than love burned in his dark brown eyes, and for a moment Victoria felt uneasy about the 
man she loved, but within seconds it was gone. Once again all she could see there was his love for her. 
―I know that my love, it is why I wanted to ask you this question.‖ 
 
Gracefully he bent down on one knee, his handsome face upturned, he stared into her blue eyes and 
Victoria found herself unable to hide the excited smile that crossed her lips. 
 
―Will you do me the greatest honor Victoria Sinclair and become my wife.‖ 
 
His hands held her small fragile ones in an almost painful grip and the nervousness he felt vibrated in the 
lines of his body. How could she say otherwise? She loved him, more than anything else in this world, she 
had longed for this moment for so very long. She dropped to her knees before him. 
 
―Of course I will Alistair, God I have been waiting for you to ask me. I was concerned that this would 
never happen. If you’ll have me then my answer is without doubt yes!‖ 
 
The smile that broke across his face as the sun does early on a summers morn lifted her heart and cast out 
any feelings of fear or doubt she may have felt before. He did love her, how could she ever doubt such a 
look? 
 
His strong arms wrapped themselves around her body as he picked her up and swung her around, their lips 
met in a frenzied embrace and breathlessly he whispered against them. 
 
―I’ll love you forever, my heart is yours for always, my little siren.‖ 
 

*~*~*~* 
 

―Alistair! Please God Alistair don’t do this to me!‖ 

 

Her anguished pleas tore through the house, leaving her voice hoarse and her body broken as she lay on the 

floor inside her bedroom door. She tore at the wood until her fingers were bloodied and her nails ripped. 

She should have seen this coming, should have been aware of the warning signs but she believed him when 

he said he loved her. 
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Her evening dress lay crumpled on the floor forgotten after the night she had had at the hands of the man 

she loved. 

 

―ALISTAIR PLEASE I’M SORRY.‖ 

 

Sobs racked her thin frame as she curled into a small ball, her knees tucking in against her chest, she lay 

there spilling the grief of her betrayal from her eyes. 

 

From the day he had slipped the wedding band on her finger in the small chapel in front of friends and 

family, he had gradually become more and more distant. Withdrawing from her. 

 

When they went into society he would watch her interact with her friends, and the fury that drifted from 

his very skin each time she was asked for a turn on the dance floor was a physical thing. She used to 

imagine it as a long vine that slithered across the floor towards her. Wrapping itself around her chest in a 

vice like grip and constricting the very heart inside her ribcage. 

 

She learned to never accept those offers to dance. Her need to show her husband that she truly loved only 

him was so great within her, that she often found herself shunning her friends. Oh how they had all spoken 

of the great change within her, but it was not she that had changed, she lived only for his love as she always 

had. 

 

His moods had reached such a state of despair that she had retreated from societies large events. 

 

―I don’t feel particularly well my love, perhaps it is better if I do not go tonight.‖ 

―What is wrong my Vicky? Why are you unwell, is it the thought of all those men who will gaze upon you 

with such longing? Sometimes I fear you will forget me or their needs will overcome them and you will 

come to harm.‖ 

 

Laughing she answered him, ―Alistair that will never happen, you know I love only you. You hold my heart 

in your hands I gave it to you freely. I wanted you to have it.‖ 

 

His smile warmed her and gave her hope that it would all be well and as it used to be between them. 
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―I know you did love and I gave you mine, I am sorry you must think me a fool for behaving as I do. I am 

a jealous man and when I see their needful eyes drinking you in I cannot bear it. I feel a need to wring the 

life from their very necks...‖ 

―But you know I never return their looks... Alistair... you do know that?‖ 

 

Silently he pulled her towards him and kissed the top of her head, his hands stroked up and down her 

back. Tilting her face up to his, he gazed into her cerulean eyes as his hands slowly tangled themselves 

tightly in her luscious red locks. 

 

―Sometimes love I fear... I fear that I see their looks mirrored in your eyes.‖ 

 

She opened her lips to speak but his mouth crushed down on hers, smothering the denial that tripped on 

her tongue. His kiss invaded her senses, he poured his need for her into the feel of his mouth against her 

soft full lips. His possession and desire crept into her body and she returned the embrace with a passion of 

her own. 

 

Their bodies entwined, he lifted her up against him as his mouth sought to devour her. Breathless she 

whimpered as he carried her to their shared bedroom; where they let their love consume them both. 

For a time all had seemed peaceful, Victoria did struggle within herself imposed isolation, but she took 

some comfort in her daily trips out to the park, and tea with her friends. That was until societies largest 

social occasion reared its nasty head in her calendar. It would have been rude to refuse the invitation; often 

it was said that even if one was dying they could not ignore this summons. 

 

Victoria was no different; she had not attended a social occasion in two months and she longed to dance 

and laugh amongst her friends once more. And when he agreed that they would have to attend the ball 

Victoria was beyond ecstatic. She procured the best dress that money could afford and when the evening 

arrived she was radiant.  

 

Her red hair piled high on her head exposing the line of her smooth creamy neck, the deep indigo of her 

gown excentuated the colour of her eyes. The combination of hair, eyes and dress made for an intoxicating 

picture, and even she could not find fault with her appearance that night. 

 

Alistair’s face was a picture as she stepped carefully down the stairs, her heart hammered in her chest and 

her breathing quickened as she saw the look of sheer desire in his eyes. 
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―Do I please you my lord?‖ 

―Please me?‖ His voice grew hoarse as he gazed at his stunning wife. ―My love you are an apparition, for 

how was I ever lucky enough to obtain something so perfect?‖  

 

She had laughed at his words, never doubting his love for her, when all along she should have seen him for 

what he was. 

 

The night had gone beautifully and Victoria found herself at the centre of nearly everyones attention. Even 

Alistair had seemed happier in himself and had taken her onto the floor on numerous occasions. Once or 

twice she had caught him staring at her in an odd manner but had dismissed this as nothing more than his 

worry for her wellbeing.  Finally, everything seemed to be working out the way Victoria had hoped. 

 

Later that evening as they returned home in their carriage, Alistair took her into his lap, holding her close 

he kissed her gently. His hands wandering along the skin of her arms, she shivered as his kiss deepened and 

he possessed her mouth. She returned his touch with an almost feverish need and when their carriage 

stopped at the house he simply swept her into his arms and into the house. 

 

Closing the door of the bedroom he once more returned his attentions to her lips, smothering them with 

his own he held her tight. His touch became punishing yet Victoria craved it as the earth craves the sun, she 

drank in what he offered her.  When he finished with her, they lay together on the bed, their breathing 

heavy and sweat coated her skin. She grew chilled in the sweet afterglow of what they had done. 

 

―Victoria, I want you to know I will always love you.‖ 

―I know love, I shall always love you too, no matter what happens nothing can change how I feel.‖ 

 

He pressed his nose in against her hair and inhaled deeply. Sleep swept across her aching body and she 

drifted. Her eyes closed gently as Alistair held her safely in his arms. She did love him, anything he asked of 

her she would do it if it was within her power. 

 

Little did she know that what he would ask of her, would not pass between them in words but in actions. 

Alistair would demand a high price in order for her to prove she loved him, but as she lay sleeping in his 

arms she was unaware of what lay ahead of her. 

 

Her small fists beat uselessly against the door over and over but still no sound stirred outside. Could he 

truly have left her here to rot, she wondered?  Last night had felt special and she had been so sure he was 
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becoming the man she had always hoped he was. He held her long into the small hours of the morning but 

when she awoke it was not to his smiling face, but a cold empty bed that greeted her instead. Her heart 

constricted as she remembered the discovery of the letter he had left behind for her.  

 

―I love you, you are mine for always.‖ 

 

His words seemed so simple, yet they had sent a chill through her heart. In panic she scrambled from the 

bed and fled to the door, only to find it locked tight against her.  Now here she lay on the floor, her tears 

spilled unchecked from her eyes; he could not keep her locked in here forever. Panic swelled within her and 

her screams echoed out once more. 

 

―You cannot lock me away forever! You will have to let me out sometime. Alistair, please let me out!‖ 

 

Silence flooded back in around her; it was odd that not even the servants seemed to stir in the house. 

Usually it was a hive of activity but not today, today it was cold and dead. 

 

The day passed slowly and still there was nothing, after several hours had passed, she was forced to move 

from her place inside the door, and retreated to find clothes to dress herself in. Her fingers fumbled with 

the intricate buttons on her gowns and finally she had given up trying to make herself look as she normally 

did. Her face was streaked with salty tears, her hair unkempt and tangled as she stared at the reflection of 

herself in the mirror. 

 

―Will you keep me locked in here forever Alistair... I will still love you anyway... I do not know another 

way to exist... What did I do that was so wrong, that I warrant this punishment?‖ 

 

Her voice echoed back at her mockingly in the deserted bedroom; turning she caught sight of the rumpled 

bed and tears choked her once more. Had he only lain with her so passionately because he knew what he 

would do to her? Her confused thoughts swirled around themselves and tripped her up at every turn. 

 

Days passed achingly slow and Victoria found herself becoming weaker and weaker, hunger made her 

delirious but she knew lack of water would kill her first. In the first days, escape was the only thought that 

consumed her mind but when she opened her window she couldn’t seem to bring herself to jump. 

The ground stretched away beneath her and it seemed certain that jumping from the third floor of their 

estate would surely mean her death. But as she lay in the bed that still smelled of his skin and their shared 

passions, she knew it would have been easier to simply jump and have done with this quickly. 
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Hallucinations robbed her of her senses and the still silence that seemed to envelop the house drove her to 

distraction. Where was he? Had he truly eft her here to rot completely? 

 

Her voice had given up the ghost the day previously and now all she could do was call hoarsely, but it was 

barely a dry crackle that escaped her lips. The thought had never occurred to her that dying could be so 

painful, cramps and aches plagued her as she lay in her room abandoned by the one she loved. 

Realisation that she truly did not have a reason to cling to life anymore brought her solace and her body 

slowly gave up. Her mind dragged her away from the slow torture of her broken spirit by reminding her of 

times when she was happy. 

 

She remembered the day her father had taught her how to ride her first pony. His words of encouragement 

and love as he watched her canter around had filled her with joy. Memories as clear as they day they had 

occurred, flitted passed, carrying her through her life until she found the ones she wished to remember the 

most.  

 

Alistair’s face as he smiled at her, the way his lips moved as his whispered words of love filled her with 

happiness. The way his hands held hers, she sighed as she remembered the way the light caressed his dark 

black hair. Lighting it with red highlights, his intense brown eyes and the way they could capture her with a 

look.  

 

He had eyes that could stare into her very soul and sometimes he frightened her, but still she loved him. 

Even after everything he had done she still loved him. She longed to taste his lips once more, to caress his 

skin and burn him with the raw passion of her love, but he was not coming back and she knew that now. 

Accepting it as her fate she knew she would die here in the sheets that they had spent themselves upon.  

She embraced the darkness that crept in upon her, and with a sigh of contentment her whispered words of 

love were for the man whose jealousy had destroyed her. 

 

Sunlight streamed in across her skin as she woke from her slumber, opening her eyes carefully she looked 

around. Was she dead? Was she now in heaven and if she was, then why did it still look suspiciously like 

her bedroom? The questions tumbled through her mind and she sat up, she felt alive and energy coursed 

through her body. What had happened to her? 

 

She stood on legs that felt new, and walked stiffly to her mirror. Her trembling steps reminded her of how 

a small newborn animal might walk, and she smiled at the thought. Her gasp echoed around the room as 

she stared at the reflection in the mirror. It wasn’t possible... She was dying, she had felt it. So how did she 

look like this? 
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Gone was her tangled greasy red hair now it hung in glossy crimson waves to her waist. Her eyes that had 

grown dim from fear, pain and hunger now flashed a brilliant sapphire. They glowed as if lit from within, 

with a passion that longed to consume all in its path. Creamy skin unmarred by her ordeal, covered her 

now supple curves and as she stood there, staring in wonder at her reflection a new thought crept into her 

mind. 

 

―What am I?‖ 

 

Her voice surprised her as it purred out through her rich and ripe pink lips. How was this possible? 

Turning from the mirror she padded gently over to the bedroom door and tried the handle once more, but 

was disappointed to find her new appearance had changed nothing else. She was still a prisoner within her 

own bedroom. 

 

If only Alistair was here, if he could see her now what would he make of her? Yes she had always been 

beautiful but now... now she was different and other worldly. Could he lock her away so easily now as she 

was, she pondered, or would he forever want to be near her. 

 

Revenge fuelled thoughts kept her happy as she sat down on the edge of her bed. Perhaps if he returned she 

would lock him away. She could tell everyone a terrible accident had occurred and that he was dead. 

She could not be as cruel as he had been though, she did still love him after all but she longed to touch his 

skin and breathe in the clean scent that was uniquely his. Thoughts of him consumed her, and a burning 

need filled the pit of her stomach, she needed him here with her, it was suddenly vitally important. 

The need grew within her and jumping to her feet she paced the floor until the burning in her stomach 

reached a critical point. With a cry of pleasure mingled with pain she fell to her knees and dug her fingers 

into the heavy carpet. The voice that ripped from her throat did not sound like her at all, but she knew this 

was the only way she would get Alistair to return to her. 

 

―Alistair!‖ 

 

Her voice rang out in the room and her body collapsed from beneath her; power flowed outwards 

searching for the one she loved. Black ate at her vision and with a smile she allowed herself to slip into it, 

knowing that when she woke he would have returned. 

 

Strong arms cradled her as she swam back to consciousness, but what jolted her awake was the sound of his 

voice whispering above her. 
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―Vicky, I’m sorry... oh God Vicky I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for this to happen, I was just so consumed 

by my jealousy... I love you please forgive me.‖ 

 

Opening her eyes she gazed up into his and smiled; a look of fear crossed his face but was quickly replaced 

with desire and love. 

 

―I know Alistair, shush love all is forgiven. You returned to me and that is all that matters.‖ 

―Vicky how are you still...‖ 

Faltering he looked away but her fingers caressed his cheek and he turned back to her once again. 

―How am I alive? I do not know. I was sure I was dead when I awoke, but I feel more alive now than I ever 

did before.‖ 

―You’ve changed, you look so different...‖ 

―I look better don’t I Alistair? How could you ever leave me here all alone? I thought you loved me? Why 

would you simply walk away and leave me?‖ 

 

Desperately he glanced around the room as though he was battling within himself to not answer her 

questions. 

 

―Alistair answer me honestly.‖ 

―I watched you that night at the ball and you drew men to you like brightly colored butterflies to the most 

beautiful flower in the room. You were happy with all the attention; it was as though you called to them 

and they could not resist you. I saw in you what you were, a siren of sorts... my siren. 

You called me to but I was stronger, I owned you, possessed you completely, I loved you but I knew you 

would always draw them to you. I knew that if we went out they would flock to you and I would be 

forgotten, I couldn’t bear the thought of you simply forgetting me Vicky. 

So I decided to show you how much I loved you on that final night together. I loved you like I knew no 

other man would or could, you cried out beneath me as I loved you and it was my name you called. I 

wanted it to be that way forever, that I would be the final memory upon your body and soul. So I locked 

you in here that night, I dismissed the servants, told them we were going to town early and I left you here 

to die.‖ 

 

Horror filled Victoria at how cruel he truly had been, how callously he had left her behind to die and all 

because he doubted that she loved him. All because of his stupid jealousy. 

Anger flared within her as a white hot flame, slowly it curled around her spine and licked across her ribs to 

her heart. She still burned for him, the love she felt had not died and she knew in that one perfect moment 

of clarity that she would always love him.  Her small hands cupped his face and she drew him down toward 

her lips. 
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―I forgive you my love, I know what you did was wrong and I forgive you because I will love you forever.‖ 

Happiness lit his face and he picked her up in his arms carrying her towards the bed. 

―I promise I will never leave you again, I will never do anything to harm you again. I would do anything for 

you.‖ 

 

She smiled as she drew him onto the bed alongside her, her arms wrapped up around his neck as she 

pressed her soft rich lips to his and whispered so only he could hear. 

 

―I know love, I will ensure you will never do this to me again.‖ 

 

Their lips met in a torrent of reignited passions and she fed at his mouth, his hands wandered across her 

exposed skin and she deepened their kiss. The anger she had felt earlier burned brighter within her as he 

touched on her need and her body erupted in a blaze of lust and desire. 

 

The heat of her passion licked across his body and he moaned into her mouth, she fed at the jealousy and 

love he felt for her, pulling it from him through their kiss. She sighed as the flames became tangible and bit 

at his skin and still he kissed her. 

 

Pulling away from him she watched as her love consumed him in a ball of bright blue flame, where his 

body touched the sheets it scorched them and yet his skin never burned. His eyes were wild and filled with 

need as he reached out to her. She grasped his hands as he burned, it seemed like the least thing she could 

do.  Finally he stopped moving, his eyes had long since closed and as she stared down at him, it looked as 

though he were simply sleeping next to her. 

 

Slipping from the bed she walked to her wardrobe and pulled out a cobalt blue travelling dress and quickly 

pulled it on. Glancing in the mirror she smiled at the reflection that greeted her. Her eyes blazed with 

power and her skin glowed in the dying light of the setting sun.  

 

He had called her siren when she was human. He was wrong. She was never a siren when she was mortal 

but his love had molded her and now she had become what he feared most of all. 

 

Reaching out with her power she felt along the air until she found what she was seeking. People, and lots 

of them gathered nearby, probably another ball. One that she would attend and draw in as much power and 

consume as much need as was possible.  
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Her smile was sad as she glanced back at the man on the bed, she did love him but he had destroyed them. 

She could have been happy if only he had never doubted her love for him. 

 

Turning she moved to the opened door and spoke to the empty air.  

 

―You were right Alistair, I am a siren but it was you who created me my love.‖ 

 

Closing the door softly behind her she left to hunt. 

  



30 
 

Becoming Death 

By Amy Judd 

Heat traveled through the chipped cup, and into her cold hands. Black limp hair hung around 

Viktoria’s face hiding her features. She lifted the cup to her cracked lips. Gulping down the scalding 

liquid, Viktoria didn’t stop until every drop was gone. 

Above her came the sound of gum popping. ―Sugar, you want another cup of coffee?‖ 

Viktoria’s head slowly rose to look up at the woman in her 50’s. The woman’s hair was a lovely 

vibrate Easter egg. The girl nodded and pushed her mug towards the edge of the table. Steam rose up 

from the mug as the black brew sloshed against the sides. Dragging the cup in front of her, Viktoria 

hovered over the cup ignoring the waitress. Viktoria sucked the coffee into her mouth through her 

teeth, and winched as it burned her taste buds. The coffee was black, and bitter from being brewed too 

long. 

Gazes passed over Viktoria easily, never noting anything of circumstance. All around her was the 

signs of life. People talked among themselves while some of them devouring the food that came from 

behind the diner’s counter. The clock ticked down the hours, the minute hand finally making it 3:35 pm. 

A couple burst through the door, a woman with short spiky blonde hair and a man with short hair. The 

man was scarred from a severe chicken pocks. The woman was of medium build, with a happy-go lucky 

smile. The woman hung on the arm of the man. They laughed boisterously and wobbled on their feet as 

they dropped down into a booth. 

Viktoria’s eyes followed the waitress who walked to the couple’s table. ―Can I get you kids 

anything?‖ 

The man’s arm wrapped around his companions jerked her up against him. ―Heck yeah! We’re 

going to need coffee. I want steak cooked rare, and eggs. What do you want baby?‖ 

The woman was laughing, and turned to kiss her companion’s cheek. ―Coffee, with lots of sugar 

and cream. Oh, and a pancake stack.‖ The waitress nodded before walking off to give the order. The 
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waitress returned placing cups in front of the couple, and pouring them a large helping of coffee. With a 

yellow smile, the waitress placed their food in front of them. 

―Get you anything else, sugar?‖ 

Viktoria’s head lifted from her empty cup of coffee, her eyes focusing on the name tag pinned 

the woman’s pink uniform. ―Betty Joe, thank you.‖ Reaching out, Viktoria brushed her hand over the top 

of the waitresses. ―But, I have everything I need…‖ 

Betty Joe’s eyebrow lifted in confusion, her mouth hanging open the words hanging on her 

tongue. 

A male voice shouted from the couples table, ―HEY YOU! WAITRESS.‖ 

Betty Joe turned away from Viktoria and stepped up to the table. ―Can I help you sugar?‖ 

―Yeah, what the heck is this shit?!‖ The man picked up his plate shoved it across the table at 

Betty Joe. ―I thought I asked for rare. That ain’t rare. It’s freaking beef jerky. ― The man picked up the 

knife and stabbed his streak repeatedly. 

Betty Joe said apologetically, ―I’m sorry! I’ll get the cook to make another one for you.‖ Betty 

Joe stepped backwards, her foot landing on a plastic cup. The glass slammed forward, hitting the 

woman in the knee. Betty Joe fell backwards, her head slamming against the counter behind her. Betty 

Joe crumpled to the floor lying in a heap on the ground while blood oozed from the fatal wound on the 

back of her head. Viktoria wiggled out from the bench, and slipped her hands into her pocket. People 

moved forward hurrying towards Betty Joe’s body. ―Someone call 911!‖ Easily, Viktoria moved around 

the group stepping out of the diner. 

Betty Joe stepped you beside Viktoria. Her hands twisted around and around. The sound of her 

shoes squeaking as she hurried to catch up to Viktoria. ―I’m dead, aren’t I?‖ 

―Yes. You’re dead.‖ 

Betty Joe stammering, ―But…I…What are you?‖ 

Viktoria turned to face the waitress, ―What do you see?‖ Grey silver eyes gazed at Betty Joe, 
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who starred off at the horizon. 

A sigh of relief cascaded from Betty Joe’s lips, ―It’s beautiful.‖ Betty Joe dropped her head 

looking down at herself. A transformation had taken place on the old woman. Her hair was long and 

cascaded down her back in a deep chestnut brown. Her wrinkles smoothed out, and the body that had 

been worn away by hardship and old age. ―You’re an angel of death. Thank you. Thank you for taking me 

home.‖ Betty Joe took a step towards the image. ―I’m….I’m going to sing now. I always wanted to sing.‖ 

Tears streamed down Betty Joe’s face, as she ran forward in her high heels towards the image of her 

heaven. 

Viktoria’s eyes moved over Betty Joe’s heaven. ―No. I’m no angel.‖ Bright lights flashed in big 

letters the name, Elizabeth Josephine. Jazz music came from the old Hollywood dance club. Betty Joe 

didn’t look back, as she slipped into the building, and once she did the heaven faded. 

Viktoria shoved her hands deeper into her pocket, and stepped towards the road. She’d only 

stood there a few moments before a trucker pulled over. ―Going my way?‖ Limp haired nodded up and 

down. Viktoria lifted herself up and slid into the cabin slamming the door shut. The onyx ring with its 

snake eating the stone reflected the light. Dark light cast a shadow on the bearded man sitting behind 

the wheel, illuminating the skeleton beneath the drivers face, and a clock counting down the minutes till 

his death. 
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 Have you ever wondered what it was like being an author or a publisher?  Don’t you want to know 

what goes on in the minds of those that write and publish?  I recently had the privilege of interviewing 

author Stacia Kane and Kathie Black of RavenRock Publishing.  They were kind enough to tell me about 

their writing and publishing experiences, along with offering some advice for aspiring writers and authors. 

 

 

What is your full author 

pen name? 

Stacia Kane. I’m still 

debating whether or not I 

want to give myself a 

middle name. 

What genre do you write? 

Urban fantasy, mostly. 

How long have you been writing? 

I’ve been writing all my life. I’ve been writing 

with an eye toward publication for ten years now, 

and I’ve been published for six. 

How many books do you have published? 

Oh, gosh. Um…fourteen? Fifteen? Something 

like that. 

Let’s talk about the Downside series; what 

inspired you to write it? 

I’d been wanting to do something different from 

what I was currently doing for a while; something 

that really challenged me and pushed me. And 

Chess just sort of came to me, and I knew her so 

well and really wanted to write her, and then one 

day I was reading a magazine and it mentioned 

an old B movie about a debunker who discovers 

the ghosts are real. That plot just sounded 

amazing, and I started thinking about how I 

could make that a high-stakes plot and how it 

could sustain a series, and that’s where the world 

and everything else came from. 

What is the series about? 

Ghosts, drugs, black magic, punk rock, violence, 

human sacrifice…all the good stuff. 

Who is your favorite character? 

Probably Chess, the main character. But Bump is 

the most fun to write. He’s just so sleazy. 

What is your favorite book in the Downside 

series? 

The first one, UNHOLY GHOSTS. 

What is your favorite scene? 

Oh, gosh…there are so many, it’s hard to choose. 

There’s the scene where Terrible takes Chess to 

the beach to meet someone who may have 

information for them, and they park on a cliff. 

She closes her eyes to let the breeze wash her 

face, and when she opens them he looks away 
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from her really quickly, and we know that he was 

just staring at her while her eyes were closed. I 

love that part. That’s really a moment, though, 

more than a scene, isn’t it? So if I were to have a 

favorite scene it probably would be the one 

immediately after, where they get the information 

from a book that feeds on blood and pain. 

How long did it take you to find an agent and 

publisher for the books? 

I started querying with a couple of agent 

referrals, and then after a month or so I started 

querying other agents. I think it was about two 

months, really; I queried my agent on a Monday 

and he signed me on Wednesday. From there we 

did about two months of revisions, and it was on 

submission for six weeks before we had a couple 

of offers. 

Do you do book tours? If so, where have you 

toured, and do you have a favorite place? 

Ha, no, I’m nowhere near big enough to get 

tours. 

E-books or ―hard copy‖ books…which is your 

preference? 

Hard copy. 

How did you become interested in writing? 

I always was. I always loved to read, and I think 

it just naturally flows from there, really. 

How did you know that you wanted to be a 

published author? 

I just knew, I guess. I mean, I never really set my 

mind to doing anything else. I didn’t always plan 

on it or work toward it, but there was never any 

other sort of career I really wanted to do. 

Have you won any awards for your writing? 

No. 

I have to ask; Team Edward or Team Jacob? 

That’s Twilight, right? Um…I don’t care. 

How do you feel about the whole Frosty the 

Snowman dilemma; is he a golem or zombie? 

He is a snow golem. The discussion started 

because my husband and I were arguing about 

whether or not Frosty had a soul, and I took it to 

Twitter to see who else believed, as I do, that 

Frosty has no soul. How can he? He’s just 

animated by a magic hat (which he stole). 

So I originally said he was some sort of zombie, 

but then I think it was my friend Richelle Mead 

who realized he’s actually more like a golem. 

Which he is. 

What is your street team, and how do you 

become a member? 

The Downside Army is really like a newsletter 

group; I haven’t had opportunity to do 

something really street-team-y with it yet. J So 

for now it’s just an email group, basically, where I 

occasionally send out an update—like when I 

announced the title of the fourth Downside 

book(SACRIFICIAL MAGIC) they got the 

announcement in their email first. Of course, a 

few of them then went to Twitter and announced 

it before I had the chance, ha, but what can you 

do? 

I send them snippets/excerpts sometimes, too. 

And really, the idea is that if they want to be 

involved in promoting the books in some way—

by blogging about them, or asking about them in 

their local stores, or whatever—that’s great, but 

it’s not necessary to be part of the Army. 
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You can sign up to be a member on my website. 

http://www.staciakane.net/join-the-downside-

army/ 

Do you have any advice for your fans who are 

aspiring writers and who want to be published? 

Just keep trying! Read a lot, and really absorb 

what you read; pay attention to how the books 

are structured. And keep working. Hardly 

anybody gets it right first time out the gate. 

Writing is a craft, and you have to spend time 

perfecting it just like any other craft. 

 

How long has Raven Rock Publishing been 
around? 
 
The notion of Ravenrock Publishing began many 
years ago, before I was published in peer-
reviewed journals and completed my own books. 
I felt there was a need in publishing that was not 
being met by traditional large publishing houses 
or by small independent self-publishers.  It took 
me until this past summer to really understand 
where Ravenrock was heading and how it fit into 
the publishing world.  The emergence of 
electronic publications galvanized my thoughts 
and efforts into the opening of Ravenrock 
Publishing with an ePub focus.  Ravenrock 
Publishing Inc. officially opened its doors in 
October of 2010. 

What is the mission or goal of Raven Rock 
Publishing? 

Ravenrock Publishing’s mission is to provide 
authors an alternative to traditional publishing 

and/or self-publication.  There are many ways to 
jump into the water, so to speak, and our goal is 
to help excellent authors who may not have the 
opportunity to make it through traditional routes 
to express their stories and experiences. 

What type of literature do you accept? 

Popular fiction utilizing science topics woven 
within theme; 
Think of your favorite books; can you find some 
kind of science included?  We aren’t talking 
science fiction; we are talking about everyday 
science.  Are there storms?  Volcanoes, 
mudslides, snowstorms, rainstorms, hurricanes, 
droughts, deserts (think Michener’s Caravans), 
glaciers, mountains, forests, oceans, highways, 
buildings?  If so, then you have science woven 
within theme; it’s just not clearly defined.  What 
about medicines or herbs (think Diana Gabaldon 
Outlander Series); food (think Eat, Love, Pray)? 
 What do you know about Chaos Theory?  The 
best description ever given on Chaos Theory is in 
Michael Creighton’s Jurassic Park – an obviously 
science-driven book with dinosaurs, islands, 
storms, electricity, etc.  The field is wide open on 
this one – if you’ve written a good story, 
regardless of genre, and science is woven within 
your theme, we are interested in your book. 

Lifelong learning memoirs & Non Fiction 
In education, we teach our students to become 
―lifelong learners‖.  What does this mean exactly? 
 To Ravenrock this means that you’ve taken 
opportunities throughout your life to learn new 
things.  Whether you are a teen, young adult, 
adult, or senior, if you have, or are learning, a 
new skill that has led you to some interesting 
stories, we want to hear about them.  These 
books are not necessarily ―how to‖ books, but 
books that chronicle a journey and change while 
learning something new.  Ravenrock Publishing 
is interested in non-fiction work that describes, 
instructs, enhances, or informs readers.  Whether 
you’ve written a delightful cookbook or golf 
instruction book, or amazing family or personal 
history story, we are interested in seeing what 
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might fit into our line. 

Teacher integrated classroom resources 
Ravenrock Publishing is seeking fully completed 
integrated teacher resource packages based on 
either the current BC Curriculum or any general 
international curriculum for grades K-12.  These 
resource packages include thematic teaching 
using reading and writing in science, social 
studies, mathematics, and activity-based formats 
for science and mathematics labs, physical 
education, art, or music.  Each package has an 
overall unit theme with appropriate lesson plans 
and resource lists.  Current social or global 
happenings provide excellent themes for these 
classroom resources. 

Most publishers want their clients to have 
agents.  How does Raven Rock feel about that? 

We are certainly open to agents or individual 
author queries.  Keep in mind, though, that 
Ravenrock is looking for quality works.  We 
expect queries to be for completed works, and 
well written.  We do not accept any work that is 
exceedingly vulgar or violent. 

Why should someone submit their work to 
Raven Rock, as opposed to someone like 
Penguin Teen?  What do you have to offer? 

Submission of an author’s work is an individual 
choice based on their intent and target audience. 
 Ravenrock’s initial presentation of an author’s 
work is through e-publishing and sent directly to 
a worldwide market on first release date. 

What is the one thing that Raven Rock 
Publishing can promise their clients? 

We can promise that we only accept and publish 
high quality works with a good fit to our 
standards and ideals.  We will not publish an 
author’s work until it is polished.  We endeavor 
to help each author reach their ideal e-reader 
audience and hopefully move them successfully 
into the print based market as well. 

How did you get started in the publishing 
business? 

As a business owner and former academic 
professor, I researched the publishing world for 
many years before determining how to approach 
Ravenrock Publishing. I attended many writers’ 
conferences, served as an editor for peer reviewed 
science journals, and experienced other academic 
publishing avenues all with an eventual 
publishing company in the back of my mind. 
 When Blackstone Saunas approached me 
requesting I write a book about Infrared Saunas, 
I felt it was a good time to develop the company.  
So, with financial backing from Blackstone 
Saunas, Ravenrock’s opening followed an 
extensive two year business plan design.  I also 
worked with other publishers to understand the 
day-to-day workings of the business.  In 
addition, during the year prior to opening the 
company, I worked closely with a local writing 
group detailing and understanding the needs and 
wants of current authors in every genre. 

Where are you located? 

We are located in the beautiful, quaint town of 
Qualicum Beach, British Columbia – located in 
the mid-island area of Vancouver Island. 

What is the easiest way for a prospective client to 
get in touch with you regarding submitting their 
work? 

Ravenrock’s submission guidelines are listed on 
our website.  An author should follow these 
guidelines and contact us directly through 
info@ravenrockpublishing.com 

What kind of work do you enjoy reading?I enjoy 
reading any story that grabs me right off the top 
and keeps me wanting to come back.  I want that 
―can’t put the book down‖ feeling in anything I 
read – from fiction to non-fiction.  I want the 
work to inform me, teach me, and move me to a 
different place in the moment I read it. 

 

http://info@ravenrockpublishing.com/
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Do you have any advice for writers that want to 
publish with your company? 

Yes, write!  Write every single day.  Write what’s 
in your heart. Write in active sentences.  Get 
everything out and down on paper – then go 
back and edit.  Read your work out loud to 
someone else.  Get a great copy edit done. 
 Watch our website for writing tips. And, just 
write, write, write.  KMB  

Kathie M. Black, PhDOwner - Ravenrock 
Publishing Inc  
 
Contact Us 
Ravenrock Publishing Inc. 
Qualicum Beach, BC, Canada 
info@ravenrockpublishing.com 
www.ravenrockpublishing.com  
 
  

http://www.ravenrockpublishing.com/
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Our Partners 

Literary Lunes Magazine would not be made possible without the amazing support and help of the 

following people and companies: 

 

 

  



39 
 

The Staff 

Beth Ann Masarik, is the 

founder and C.E.O. 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. 

Esra Roberts, is our book 

reviewer for Literary 

Lunes.  Writing from a 

very young age, Esra 

originally started out on 

her path down the literary 

road composing intricate 

multi-act plays, before 

moving on to short stories and poetry. A 

contributor to her high school literary magazine, 

Esra continued to pursue her passion for writing 

upon entering Stony Brook University, whilst 

double majoring in Biology/Psychology. 

Currently working on her first YA 

Paranormal/Mystery Novel, Esra resides in SC 

with her husband and two dogs, where she is a 

teacher by day and a writer by night. 

For further info, inquiry or glimpses of her work, 

stay tuned to Esra’s personal website 

(www.wix.com/EsraRoberts/home) and blog. 

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 

Muncipal Liason for Memphis National Novel 

Writing Month (NANOWRIMO). 

 
Got questions, comments, or concerns? You can 
send your feedback to literarylunes@gmail.com 
or go to our website at 
www.literarylunes.webs.com and click Contact 
Us, and fill out the form.  Someone will be with 
you as quickly as possible.  Thank you for 
reading! 
 

http://www.writersadvocate.blogspot.com/
http://www.writersadvocate.blogspot.com/
http://hallowedwriterscommunity.wordpress.com/
http://www.wix.com/EsraRoberts/home
http://writerjenwhitten.com/
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