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Introduction by Nicholas Grabowsky:

Being Marsena Shane

IN BETWEEN THE PUBLICATIONS of my first few mass market paperbacks in the late 1980s, I found myself immersed almost to the point of drowning in odd job and freelance offers from publishers who supposed that if I can write one thing, I can write anything. My passion was fantasy/sci-fi and horror fiction, genres in which I’d aspired to achieve the greatest amount of respectability and acclaim that I was capable of with my career, but I was delighted by publishers’ attentions and project proposals and could always use the extra money. I did self-help books, biographies, short stories, articles, and yes............a romance novel.

Sweet Dreams, Lady Moon was originally a work-for-hire and was to be the first in a series of similar short books. It was a task that took me a week to complete and although I found it creatively constraining and unsatisfying in many ways (formula romances were never up my alley), it did pay my rent for two months. 

Around the time I presented the finished manuscript to my publisher, it was brought to my attention that I needed a pseudonym for this sort of material, a woman’s name more precisely, the theory being that since romance novels generally appealed to women readers, they identified more easily with women writers. In almost no time at all, I conjured up the name of Marsena Shane......Marsena by closing my eyes, opening an almanac and randomly pointing to page after page before me until I found something snappy, and Shane by glancing at my parents’ video collection and casting my eyes on the movie box of the 1953 Alan Ladd Western “Shane.”

At the time, my family and friends found the pseudonym amusing and often jokingly referred to me as Marsena, a fad which died out when the book went out of print and I ultimately abandoned plans on proceeding further with penning other romances.  However, I as Marsena did pen other work-for-hire projects around that time before her publisher (and mine) Critic’s Choice Paperbacks went bankrupt and faded from history, a few healthy self-help books, romance/science fiction/speculative publications, and even a Nancy Reagan bio.

Who knows, though? This book represents a different writing style than what is typical of me, more simplistic and oftentimes more innocent in its vision, unlike the more cerebral sci-fi romances written soon afterwards, almost as if someone else did do the writing. The reprint you hold in your hands was a long time coming, and perhaps we’ll all see more of the work of Marsena Shane some time down the road. 
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——-NICHOLAS GRABOWSKY,

Summer 2005

​​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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“Don’t bother me about writing scary stories!” Julia blurted out, and her voice echoed throughout the atmosphere of her mind and trailed off into a verbal mist which faded into an obscure nothingness. She was not at her typewriter, not in her bedroom at her own home now, but dislocated on a nebulous beach beclouded by a haziness which whispered about her the fact that she was dreaming. Her feet felt light, and for a moment she thought she was about to leave the ground and soar above the sand; it was very common for her to fly in her dreams. In the real world, she had heard that people who flew in their dreams had something dreadfully missing in their sex lives. But there was no need to worry here. She was safe in a world where nothing could harm her. Nothing except emotions.

“But you have to write a scary story!” her little brother’s voice beckoned from nowhere in particular. “Come on, you’re a writer.....write a spooky story so that I can tell it at Jack’s house Friday night....” 

She could not see where the voice of her little brother was coming from. She could hear his voice; slight reflections on what was said some time ago in the world where she was awake. But there was no Jason here. No pesky little snot-nosed kid known as Little Brother Jason.

“I write about history,” she found herself calling out to the voice, yet another reflection from the real world. “I told you I’d try to write something about a ghost, but that’s all you’re gonna get from me.”

And there was no reply.

It was just as well; for this place she often visited, and very rarely did someone else like Jason make a special guest appearance. She was waiting for something else to come. Or, rather, someone...... 

Everything was as usual; and, being so, the dream was.... full of splendor and beauty; not so much beauty outside as it was on the inside; her mind, what she felt within this dream landscape. Even the slight discord with Jason virtually had no effect on the rapturous mood of the dream. She remained peaceful, yet anxious for the one she expected to see.

Although in the real world she had two published novels about Italy and World War II (which did not do very well at all), although she maintained a boring job doing secretarial work and copying off microfiche at Hanes/Gerbough Insurance.......which, she swore, would force her the discomfort of wearing glasses soon.....and although she was currently having a semi-allusive affair with the son of a reverend, this was a dream; dreams have virtually no bearings on the real world. She could do whatever her little heart desired, and she could care less about that now obtuse little world on the other side.

She gazed up, above her head. She couldn’t remember one single solitary time in her life when she beheld the moon shining directly above like it was now. And it appeared so close, as if it were one of those spaceships in Close Encounters hovering there. But she enjoyed it, perhaps more so than any other object within the majestic scenery which encompassed her. And this silvery moon seemed to be the only source of light which allowed her to see, through the haze, the wet sand at her feet, the milky foam of the waves, the towering shapes in the distance which might have been rock formations or perhaps hills....... 

She could see him now, the one she was waiting for; the one she always waited for, and the one who faithfully came to her. This mysterious stranger. This man she never knew, but yet, somehow...... 

And there he was, having parted through the haze directly in front of her. She could see his eyes, his light blue eyes, and they were full of warmth, full of want. They were amorous reflections of her own eyes; what she herself felt. And she’ truly wanted him.

She came to him. She drew near to those unblemished features, that shiny, blonde hair. Those eyes.

And his hands brushed lightly against her skin and slid down her neck and around her shoulders, ever so slowly, and he held her. His lips met hers and pressed firmly, and when lips separated, she saw those eyes once more for but a moment’s time until lips met again. He then brought her down into the haze, into the sand, and she knew that if only this could last forever, if only she could never..... 

......could....never........ 
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Chapter Two
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........awaken.

There she was, at home, at her desk, head buried in her arms over her typewriter. She quickly discovered she had wrinkled the page she had been working on beyond repair, and she swore as she yanked it out and tossed it in her Popeye metal trash can. She hated writing scary stories, anyway, particularly for her little brother.

She gazed up at her wall clock. It read one-fifteen.

Actually, this wasn’t her real home. That was the home she shared just three months ago with her mom and dad and Jason. That was since the argument about Sean, and because of that, she was so fed up with the whole turmoil that she went to live with Sean’s family. And that was her other home, where she stayed now; where she ate and slept and ate and typed and went to the office from, and then returned and ate and slept some more. And between all the eating and sleeping, working and typing, she saw Sean.

She had to get to sleep now. It was getting late, (it already was late), and although tomorrow was Saturday, she had to babysit at eight in the morning. If it wasn’t for Jason’s inane phone call an hour ago, which distracted her greatly from typing, she would have found herself in bed rather than slumped over her desk. But, then again........

“Julia. You still up?”

Julia turned. There, in the doorway, was Sean Kenmore in his blue
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