
        
            [image: cover]
        


Body, Mind, and Soul

The Collected Glamour and
Flesh Series


By Meara O’Shaughnessy

 


Copyright © 2012 Feral Imprint.

Smashwords edition.




Table of Contents









​Glamour and Flesh


Jer is a city boy out for a long weekend at a
cabin in the woods. When he's drawn into the forest by ethereal
figures, can he handle the magic of their touch?

 


Glamour and Mind

Nothing has been the same since Jer's
mysterious encounter with faeries in the wood. He's finding it
impossible to find pleasure in anything — even sex. Compared to the
androgynous and magical sensuality of the beings he encountered, it
all just seems empty. Even worse, he finds that he himself is
changing. Desperate to understand, he seeks answers in the strange
creatures that have changed everything for him.

 


Glamour and Soul

Jer's connection to his life and friends is
becoming more tenuous as his preoccupation with his fairy
encounters becomes an obsession. The mysterious changes within him
have accelerated, and as his longing becomes despair, he lashes
out. Will he discover a way to find peace with his experiences, or
will he lose himself forever?



​
Glamour and Flesh

 


 


“See, it hasn’t been so bad, has
it?”

Pete gave Jer a good-natured elbow as their
bare feet rumbled up the wooden dock towards the shore.

“There are still bugs, man,” Jer replied,
slinging his towel over his shoulders. “At least it’s a cabin with
a real bathroom.”

“Wuss!” shouted Derick behind them, hauling
himself out of the lake.

“Man has evolved past pissing in a hole in the
ground. That’s why we have cities.”

The three laughed as they headed for the cabin,
toweling off as the sun dipped below the horizon. Pete’s family had
kept this cabin for years, and now that Pete and his sister were
grown, they each had their own set of keys and occasionally planned
weekends away. It was mid-June, and the three guys had taken a long
weekend to blow off some steam.

Jer and Derick grabbed beers from the fridge as
Pete got the grill started. By the time they finished their brats
and burgers dusk was deepening and the stars were twinkling into
existence overhead. They sat in their camp chairs and drank their
beers in companionable silence.

“It’s freaky how dark it is out here,” Jer
said.

“Stars everywhere. Can’t see that in a city,”
Derick assented.

“Freaky.”

“City boy.”

They laughed. “You think that’s freaky, just be
glad you haven’t gone wandering around the woods at night,” Pete
grinned.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Fairies, man. Woods are full of ‘em. And they
love to confuse you and get you lost.”

Jer busted up laughing. “What?”

“Hey, talk to my sister, man. She swears she’s
seen them.” Pete chuckled. “You know how she is.”

Derick threw a marshmallow at Pete. “Dude, your
sister’s hot, but she’s weird.”

“I know it, man, but what can you do? She
swears she’s seen fairy lights or fairy rings or whatever the
hell.”

Jer grinned. “Was she dropped on her head as a
baby?”

“Hey man, be nice. That’s still my sister
you’re talking about.”

“She’s not here.”

“Whatever.” Pete threw the marshmallow at
Jer.

“Fairies?”

Pete laughed. “She reads too much folklore.
Every time she comes out here she stays up late to commune with
them or something. She’s tried to convince me to stay up with her
sometimes. Says they’re more active at night, under a full moon… or
whatever. I dunno. I just tell her I’m going to bed and let her do
her thing.”

“Oooh, better watch out, Jer.” Derick pointed
toward the trees. “Full moon tonight.” Indeed, the full moon was
just cresting over the treetops, lighting the lake with a pale,
eerie glow. “Better not wander off.”

“Whatever, man.” Jer threw the marshmallow back
at Derick.

“Just sayin’, city boy.”

A mild breeze blew in from the lake, making the
wind chimes under the eaves of the cabin tinkle softly. Crickets
provided an almost subconscious chorus as the guys drank their
beers and watched the moon slowly rise above the trees.

“Fireflies.” Derick pointed toward the dock
with his beer. Tiny sparks of cold green light flickered on and
off, gliding silently through the air above the shore.

“Bugs,” said Jer, but without too much
conviction behind his disgust.

Pete yawned. “I’ve got dibs on the shower.” He
finished his beer, stood, and walked inside.

Derick and Jer sat in silence for a few more
minutes. “I call the shower next,” Derick said.

“Fine.” Jer stared placidly at the fireflies,
feeling mellow with his beer buzz and the lateness of the hour. He
yawned, and Derick followed suit.

“C’mon, man, you’re making me tired.” Derick
finished his beer and stood, stretching.

“I’ll be in in a few.”

“Don’t get nabbed by fairies.”

“Funny.”

Derick ambled into the cabin. Jer could hear
the low tones of the two of them talking inside, though he couldn’t
make out any words. He reflected idly on the lack of constant
traffic noise out here, as the strange quiet of wilderness lulled
him: the almost inaudible lap of tiny waves on the lakeshore, the
tinkle of wind chimes, the undercurrent of cricket song.

He dozed.

 


* * * * *

 


Jer started awake. At first he wasn’t sure what
had awakened him. He didn’t even remember falling asleep. Looking
around, he saw that the moon was now near its zenith. The lights
inside the cabin were off. He must have been asleep for a couple
hours. His beer bottle, now empty, had fallen from his hand unto
the ground beside his camp chair.

He looked towards the dock. The fireflies
seemed even thicker than before, and even he had to admit they were
eerily beautiful. A gentle breeze lifted; but instead of the
expected tinkling of the wind chimes, he swore he heard a faint
giggle.

Weird. He shivered uncomfortably. The sound
seemed oddly familiar; he realized he was pretty sure that was what
had awakened him.

He stood, squinting intently at the darkness of
the lake, but could see nothing save for the swirl of fireflies.
The breeze lifted again, a gentle caress that stroked his hair back
from his face. The giggle came again, more distinct. Where was it
coming from? He turned, staring into the woods behind the cabin,
but if anything the darkness was even more inky there.
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