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Introduction

Lauren Senger

 


Faeries are some of the sexiest creatures of
the fantasy realm, for both their devious behavior and intoxicating
beauty. What happens, though, when you take them from the
traditional forests and flowers and place them in the fast-paced,
grungy cities of today?

It is out of pure selfishness that I called
for submissions on urban faeries for the “Like Butterflies in Iron”
anthology. I am fascinated with fairies and the contradictions of
light and dark they embody. I knew I wanted to present an anthology
about these classic creatures, but I didn’t want to have the
classic story--fair maidens and princes who fall in love with them.
Instead, I wanted something darker, more mysterious, something that
would fit with the modern world of human cities, full of shadows,
dirt, and grungy alleys.

What the authors in this anthology have
brought forth is an amazing collection of just that—darker fairies
that have grown accustomed to the modern cities. Each fairy deals
with the change in a different way. Some toy with unsuspecting
humans as in “The Beauty of Broken Glass” while others find peace
with mortals, as in “A Fairy Tale of New Cross.”

Each story, though they range from dark to
light, holds a score of emotions fitting for such times. There is
some romance found in “A Goblin In Hand” where a goblin finds
happiness with his new master, and also in "Loel’s Choice" in which
a fey beauty finds a way to be with her human love. There’s
nostalgia; in "Equinox," a fairy who misses his old life brings a
part of that old beauty to life. There is longing found in a woman
who is addicted to an aloof, uncaring fairy ("Fairy In the
Garden"), and desperation in “Doppelganger" in which a woman and
the fairy who took her place come together for a night.

With lesbian, gay, bi, and heterosexual
encounters, this anthology feeds any appetite and proves that many
perceptions of fairies are too innocent. The authors and I have
worked to redefine ideas of proper fairy behavior and add a branch
of the erotic by showing the sexy, addicting creatures we know and
love, yet taking them even further. These fairies give the most
seductive glimpse yet into a world we yearn to know more about but
which will always remain elusive.

I hope you find the following stories as
addictive as I do.

 



 


The Beauty of Broken Glass

Frances Selkirk

 


"Another?" the bartender asked, and Susan
nodded distractedly. She didn't like dance clubs, really--they were
loud and smelly--but she did like dancing. She had hoped that by
coming with a date, she would actually get to dance. She should
have known that it would be a disaster as soon as Jim had asked
her; there was nothing between them. Her nominal date was dancing
with someone else, which would have been fine if it was just for a
spin, but he'd been dancing with the same someone else for five
songs now, and she thought he should at least have the decency to
come back and tell her she was being ditched. Maybe she should have
asked that blond guy from down the hall, but she enjoyed the way he
smiled when their eyes met, and was unwilling to destroy her
fantasy that those smiles were genuinely for her.

Jim and his new catch were obscured by a
woman with big hair, and Susan sighed and reached for her purse.
She should just leave. She paid the bartender for her new drink and
took a long swallow of it before standing. That might have been a
mistake. She felt herself sway and grabbed on to the bar. She must
have had more than she had thought. Gathering her wits, she started
for the door, using a loose walk that could absorb a bit of
unsteadiness. Being drunk was enough of a danger without looking
like she was.

She had made it nearly to the door, traveling
in as straight a line as the crowd permitted, before the mishap. A
dancer spun into the space in front of her, unbalancing both of
them, and she wasn't quick enough to compensate. He was, though,
and caught at her upper arms, keeping her from falling. For a
frozen moment, she found herself looking into dark eyes under tight
curled dark hair. She had caught his arms as well, as if he were
about to swing her on a trapeze, and felt hard curves of muscle
under her grip. His face had a pointed, foxy look, and his mouth
was curving into a smile.

"Sorry," she muttered, stepping back and
dropping her eyes, but that just left her looking at the way tight
brown leather pants displayed the lines of the stranger's legs.
Humiliated, she pushed by him and out onto the street, which canted
for a moment before steadying.

For a moment she stood, adjusting to the
lesser cacophony of traffic. How had they come from the subway? The
club had been Jim's choice, and she didn't know the area, which was
run-down, but not too rough. Turning slowly, she saw a street that
looked right. She started down that, thinking she would take the
second turn, but that didn't look familiar at all. Down the next,
though, she saw the distant lit plate-glass windows of a deli they
had passed. Just around the corner from that would be the subway
station. She walked confidently towards the bright storefront, but
when she was halfway there, it went dark. Hadn't it been a 24-hour
place? She scanned the street around her, finding nothing she
recognized, even from a moment earlier.

She didn't like the look of any of it,
either. At least there were no other pedestrians, although that
might be worse; inset doorways held shadow enough to hide a man.
She turned and hurried back the way she had come. Down the first
side street, she caught the shape of a distant subway sign and
headed towards it with relief. Three drinks had left her not only
unsteady, but badly needing to pee. She wished she had noticed that
before leaving the bar. Now that she was aware of it, every step
jolted her bladder.

She had walked another two blocks when she
noticed the subway sign had vanished. Again, she stopped. Grimy
buildings edged the street, with most of their windows dark. From
one-third floor apartment came the changing light of a television.
To her right was an empty lot, with nightshade twining over a
rusted chain link fence. It had been pulled down in places, and
half the gate was gone. She heard rough laughter behind her, and
darted into the hidden space.

No one approached. It was quieter, in here.
She couldn't figure out the acoustics of that, but the peace was
welcome. The green fence and an overhanging sumac gave an
impression of privacy, and she wondered if she could
surreptitiously pee in the corner.

It was an awful thought, but she couldn't
help thinking it would be yet more vulgar to wet herself on the
street. She was thoroughly lost, and wouldn't get home soon
regardless, and she was wearing a skirt, so the mechanics were
possible. The June evening was so hot that she'd forgone the sticky
discomfort of stockings, so she didn't even have that obstruction
to deal with.

Making up her mind, she stepped further into
the shadows. She walked carefully, looking for needles or glass
that might poke up past her dressy sandals, but the hard dirt was
surprisingly unlittered. She relieved herself in the corner, wiping
off with her panties and then abandoning them behind a clump of
flowering weeds.

Embarrassed, but far more comfortable, she
straightened up from her crouch. Her eyes had adjusted to the
shadow, and now she saw why the ground was clear of refuse. Some
urban artist had arranged it all in a ragtag circle around a
discarded cabinet door, mixing scraps of wrappers and broken glass
with the precise care of Goldsworthy. A heap of blue and clear
glass glittered at one end. Susan stepped closer, wondering if that
was extra raw materials or a project of its own. Carefully, she
stepped over the sharp sparkle of the line. As her foot came down,
the world tilted and swirled, spiraling down into chaos.

 


* * * *

 


The fragments of the world came together, but
the space around her wasn't the same. Susan couldn't understand how
she could be conscious and standing. Amnesia? The last she
recalled, she had been in an empty city lot, falling. Cautiously,
feeling her head for bumps, she looked around.

In Ireland, on a vacation years ago, she had
been to an ancient stone circle. She had walked between two looming
megaliths into a space big enough to hold a softball game. More
massive stones, some tall, some low, had curved away from her and
in again, until they met diminished by distance. Soil had
accumulated against the outside of the stones, raising a bank
around the circle, and a few great trees had sent roots over the
lower ones. The place where she stood now looked like that done by
Las Vegas.

Thrusting from the ground at regular
intervals stood curved modern sculptures of blue, white, and green
glass, each glowing with inner light. Set between them, low, solid,
multicolored twists gleamed with a shine that was all surface, like
fresh Mardi Gras beads. Strange plants, wavering with weak height,
grew beyond them, but inside the circle, the ground was bare.
People were pouring through the gaps and into the space--she caught
a glimpse of a willowy woman in turquoise chiffon, whose blond hair
floated as she spun, as if it had been filmed in slow motion. A
moment later, that view was blocked by an enormous jiggling breast
capped in pale green foil. Susan stumbled back and saw the woman
behind it was as large all over. Her torso was bare except for the
foil pasties, and a skirt of mixed colors of chain spilled over her
wide hips. Susan forced her attention up to the woman's face and
her breath caught at the fierce beauty of it. Her head spun. How
did anyone so huge manage--? She lost the thought as the woman
threw back her head in a laugh as immoderate as her girth. Speaking
to her was the man from the bar--the pointy-faced one in
leather.

Susan looked wildly around, wondering if
someone had slipped something in her drink, and she was back at the
bar still, hallucinating glitter and seeing wild allure in everyone
who passed. There were no walls, though, although there appeared to
be dark cliffs in the distance. Under her feet, coarse sand lay
flat and hard. Eyes following the curve of the circle, she turned
and found herself near the corner of a crystal hall--a single room
inside, but set with peaks of blue glass. To her left was the
nearest form that delineated the circle. There was something
familiar about the silver and blue, and a curve of decoration
distorted by the twist, but before she could examine either the
object or the memory, a gloved hand descended on her shoulder.

She froze, eyes closing against the unreal
chaos. She had probably peed on the floor, with everyone watching.
The hand pressed a message to turn, and she did, forcing her eyes
open.

It was the sharp-faced man. He gave the
impression of a fox, despite brown hair and brown clothes. It
wasn't just the pointy chin--there was something about his eyes,
which were large and dark, and his alert manner. He seemed to be
wearing little costume horns, which poked up through his curly
hair, looking almost like the tips of animal ears. She had just a
moment to think that was strange, and then he released her and
bowed.

"Might I have this dance?" he asked
cordially.

Befuddled, she took the arm he extended to
her and accompanied him to a raised dance floor. A band, improbably
acoustic, with bizarre drums that went beyond folk and into art,
circled a mushroom-like pedestal, and on that stood a fiddler with
silver hair and a tiger-striped face. The people gathered about the
floor began to move with the mindless purpose of an audience, until
they parted before the entrance of the glamorous woman in
turquoise. In her right hand, she held a glowing staff of green,
while her left was linked through the arm of an equally striking
man. A tailored jacket accentuated his wide shoulders, long torso,
and narrow hips. The black and gold coil set about his neck should
have looked ridiculous, but instead it gave the impression of a
fancy Elizabethan collar. His short tumble of auburn hair was set
with spangles that reflected the light in a crown. Once she had
seen that, Susan noticed the same pattern in the woman's hair. It
was subtler in the blond strands, perhaps, but she still didn't see
how she could have missed it before.

The hand was on Susan's shoulder again,
pressing down.

"Bow to their Majesties," her companion
murmured, and she bent with the others, not so low as some, but
enough to not stand out among them.

The willowy woman set her white hand on the
flared shoulder of her partner's jacket, and the first dance began.
It was a waltz. Susan's only experience with waltz was a high
school play, and inside her, a distant, caged feeling tried to
become panic, but couldn't make it through the unreality of
everything. Perhaps she was dreaming. Her partner led beautifully,
and despite her drunkenness and lack of experience, she had no
trouble following the steps or moving into spins.

At the end of the dance, he bowed, and she
curtseyed without thinking, raising the hem of her short skirt
dangerously close to the uncovered curls at her mound. As his arm
settled back at her waist, awareness of her lack of panties swept
over her in a heat that was as much lust as embarrassment. As if
her thoughts guided him, his hand slipped lower, cupping one cheek.
Could he feel the lack of seams?

"From here," he said into her ear, "it gets
faster."

She had only a moment to fear polka, or some
incomprehensible folk dance, before the music began again, wild and
fast. No steps were expected here. People hopped and spun and
gyrated as they did in any club, except that every one of them was
spectacularly good at it. The foxy man pulled on her ass and ground
up against her once before spinning away and back. She mirrored his
motions in a hungry trance.

Several tunes later, the band switched to
something that probably had a name and probably had steps. A few
couples were doing what Susan thought was a tango, but more still
were improvising. The man spun her to face away from him and pulled
her back again, nestling her against him and rocking slightly to
the music. One of his hands came up from her waist to cup under one
breast.

"You're wearing too much clothing," he
murmured, and she giggled. She would never have thought she'd dare
do this on a dance floor, but it seemed all right. Dancers twirling
by ignored them or smiled in passing. No one stared.

The man's hand left her breast and pinched a
button of her blouse free of its hole. "I'll do what you say," he
whispered; "I cannot deny you. But if you don't say, I will do as I
wish."

Willing, she leaned back and let him undo
another button. He pulled the garment loose of her skirt and opened
it to the hem, so it parted above and below her breasts.

"Come," he said, and urged her back into the
dance.

 


* * * *

 


The sides of her blouse swung out and up when
she spun, and somehow, in this touch and that, it became opened the
rest of the way, until she discarded it entirely. Her bra was plain
for show, but a pink-cheeked woman came and hung a magenta sash
around her neck, and a laughing young man crossed it over her
chest, and the foxy man smoothed it over her nipples and tied it
behind her back. She wasn't sure which of them had taken her bra or
where it had gone, but she loved the way her bare skin cooled from
the summer heat in the sparse breeze of their motion.

She was sober by now; she was sure of it. Her
movements had never been steadier or more graceful, twirling and
jumping and leaping without even a bump against another dancer. She
couldn't say she was disoriented either--everything about her was
clear and immediate. It was only her thoughts that were turning in
befuddlement at the man with butterfly wings, at the pointy-eared
goblin in a shirt of gold, at the foxy man's hands at the hook of
her skirt.

She stumbled as it slid down her legs, but he
caught her.

"Sorry," she said.

"My mistake," he said mildly, and his hands
slid from her shoulders to her waist as he went to his knees. "I
should have warned you." His nose nudged into the curls at her
mound, and she felt the tip of his tongue part her lips and rise
under her clit. It circled once, and then he pressed in and sucked
lightly. A dancer's stockinged foot swung close in a wild twirl,
and Susan had to clutch at the man's shoulders to keep from
falling. Someone moved to support her from behind, so she could
lean back and cant her hips forward, and really let him at it.

He took full advantage, now using his hands
to part her folds and hold her open to thrust his tongue into her
cunt. She clung to his shoulders as he curled the point inside her,
and then drew out to flutter it against the opening, driving her
mad with desire.

"You're so lovely," whispered a lilting
voice, and Susan twitched. The pink-cheeked woman was back, her
dark hair disheveled, and she extended her arms to hold out a soft,
silky cord. Giant cloth flower petals--daylily, Susan thought--hung
from it in a thick line. The foxy man rose to his feet, his dark
lips swollen and shimmering wet, and he twirled Susan in front of
the other woman, so the cord wrapped around her waist, making a
skirt of the petals. The tips came almost to her knees, and the
thicker middles overlapped halfway down her thighs, and the
arrangement almost covered her, except when it didn't. As if to
emphasize the ambiguity, the foxy man slipped a hand between two of
the petals and crooked the tip of a finger into her cunt.

"Much better," he said. Stepping back, he
licked the gloss from his fingertip. She saw his bare cock full and
pointing forward, and for a moment was confused as to whether he
had undressed or not. Chaps, she realized, reconciling his exposure
with his brown-clad legs, and she let herself be pulled again into
the dance.

 


* * * *

 


The dancing went on for hours, long past the
point they all should have collapsed, but Susan did not tire. She
was beaming when the queen raised her glowing staff and the mob and
band fell silent.

"A feast!" the queen declared, and a laughing
jumble of pretty teenagers came into view, the boys bearing among
them a table decked with huge tropical-looking flowers, and the
girls an assortment of cushions and benches. Another wave of the
queen's green staff, and the table was laden with steaming dishes
that gave off mouth-watering scents of food. Laughing with pleasure
and exertion, Susan let herself be led to a seat.

When her hand touched the table, she was
startled by the feel of it. It wasn't wood, as it appeared, but
plastic imprinted with a wide grain. Still moving as she had
planned, she sunk down onto her end of a cylindrical seat. It gave
beneath her with an odd, spongy feel, and she twisted to look down
at it--open blue foam with sparkles. Reaching down, she felt that
it was hollow in the center. Unable to see more without standing,
she looked at the next seat over. The side contours were odd, and
it took her a moment to resolve a double wedge of pink into a bow.
Then the side was clearly ears--it was a giant Hello Kitty cushion!
No, she realized, feeling the hollow of her own seat again--an
eraser.

Dizzily, she looked about her, watching
things waver and resolve. The glass forms were pieces of broken
bottles. The brilliant silver and blue twist was a Three Musketeers
wrapper. The queen's staff was an unbent glow bracelet, and they
were sitting at a doll's table, on, she realized now, a discarded
cabinet door. The fiddler's pedestal must be the knob. To her
confusion, this understanding made none of it less beautiful.

She looked to her companion, half expecting
him to have turned into a doll, or a mouse, or something of the
sort, but he looked just the same--except, she realized, that those
points really were furry brown ear-tips. One swiveled towards her
as she looked at it.

"Are you comfortable?" the man asked.

"Fine," Susan answered.

"Good." He smiled as his hand moved to her
knee. It rested there, on bare skin, and her blood rushed under the
touch. She told herself to concentrate. The food smelled wonderful,
but what was it? The queen, she remembered, had just raised her
staff...

They're fairies, she thought dizzily.
It's magic food. I can't eat any of it, or I'll have to stay
forever.

"May I pour you some wine?" the man asked
courteously.

Susan looked desperately around. Everyone was
talking, and it sounded like English, but she couldn't understand
anything except what was said to her. "No," she said quickly. Her
companion looked displeased. "I can't," she babbled. "I had too
much at the bar."

"Ah. Perhaps you would like some roasted
fowl, then?"

She looked at the giant bird and wondered
what it had been. A sparrow, perhaps? The thought strengthened her
will to refuse. The food could have come from garbage cans, for all
she knew.

"No," she said again, "alcohol unsettles my
stomach. I'll need to wait a while."

He looked like he would offer a third time,
so she reached over to stroke his leg, higher than he was touching
hers, and he stilled. The leather was still leather, and smooth
under her touch. She wouldn't see him again, she realized, and the
thought made her bold.
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