
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Tamzin is back from her seven-year sojourn over there in the fay realm. Her plan to return to her first love, Dequan, has failed, but she still has unfinished business with her estranged parents, her rackety friend Daylight... and the delightful elf man, Matin.

	 

	 

	After a turbulent childhood of switched identities and secrecy, Tamzin spent seven years over there, in the fairy realm, before returning to take up the reins of life in the human arena. Returning to her preferred identity of Tamzin Herrick was never going to be easy, but Tamzin achieved it. Established as a freelance artist trading as Elf-Made Art, Tamzin has made friends with the formidable Dames with Dogs, as well as her surrogate family, the St Ives.

	Her friend Dahlia “Daylight” Pengellis had a complicated social life, and a portrait sitting at Tamzin’s house at Fiddle Bay led to more complications when Daylight and three men started behaving badly. The arrival of a fourth man was the last straw, but he and Tamzin recognised one another from a meeting years before.

	Matin Campania was unfinished business, and after spending time with him, Tamzin felt more equal to facing the fairy infestation in her house.

	Having met Matin again, Tamzin was happy to have him in her life, but she was unsure of their exact relationship. Meanwhile, misunderstandings with her friends caused a few more problems, topped off with a meeting with someone else from her more recent past.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Being Tamzin 4

	Copyright © 2022 Lark Westerly

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-3419-9

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Being Tamzin 4

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Lark Westerly

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	For Tina, Jay, Cat and Bri... the mighty women who helped me to bring Being Tamzin to life

	 


 

	 

	Author’s Note:

	 

	 

	The Fairy in the Bed series features a sprawling cast of characters who wander in and out of one another’s stories. For more about this series, visit Lark’s website at https://larksinger.weebly.com

	Being Tamzin tells Tamzin’s story, but some of the other characters will be familiar via the following books.

	Dequan Qin first appeared in Queen of the May, and his romance is told in Geese a Laying, and Just Eloped.

	Lucy Tan first appeared in The Pear Tree. She fell in love with Paris in Queen of the May.

	Nelis Winter and Xavier Partridge got together in The Pear Tree, which is also where Nelis met Frances and Niall.

	Flick Dark has appeared in a number of books. She met her husband in Tied up in Tinsel.

	Tamzin appeared in a tiny part in the Counterpoint books.

	Otto, who assisted in Rochelle’s escape, met Nelis in The Pear Tree, and he encountered Lucy and Dequan in Queen of the May.

	The St Ives family show up in the Queen of Tarts books which are also set in Sydney and Fiddle Bay.

	Anemone Rose, who is responsible for Daylight’s Jack Russell figurines, appears in One Hundred Roses.

	Like Geese a Laying, Queen of the May, and Just Eloped, Being Tamzin is partly set in 2020 and 2021. When I wrote QotM, Covid19 wasn’t even thought of. By the time it was published, we were in the middle of a pandemic. Since it was far too late to rewrite the story, I had to let it be. That decision in turn affected the other books in this timeline. My philosophy is that as the world of Fairy in the Bed is not quite our world, we can accept that in that reality the pandemic didn’t happen in 2020.

	 

	Timeline:

	 

	Being Tamzin 1- 2009-2013

	 

	The Pear Tree—2011 and 2019 Nelis and Xavier—Begins during Being Tamzin 1 and ends at the beginning of Being Tamzin 6

	 

	Queen of the May—2011- 2020 Lucy and Paris Begins during Being Tamzin 1 and continues during Being Tamzin 7

	Being Tamzin 2—2013—2017

	Being Tamzin 3—July 2017—late November 2018

	Being Tamzin 4—Late November 2018—March 2nd, 2019

	Being Tamzin 5-July 2019—December 2019

	Being Tamzin 6—December 2019—March 2020

	Being Tamzin 7-March 2020- April 2021

	 

	Geese a Laying—2020 Dequan and Martina during Being Tamzin 7

	 

	Just Eloped—December 2020 Martina’s nieces, Chiara and Lili, and Yannick—during Being Tamzin 7

	Queen of Tarts 1, 2 and 3- 2020-2121

	 


Chapter One: Seeing Daylight

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Skyside and Fiddle Bay, November, 2018

	 

	Tamzin Herrick was still glowing from her unexpected and delightful night with Matin in his family cottage over there in the fay homeland. It was a good while since she’d been to bed with anyone. After last spring, when she’d discovered her long-beloved boyfriend, Dequan, had moved on, she’d thought a single and celibate life was all her future offered.

	Most of her circle of friends were female, and older than whatever she was. How could she know her age, when her parents had a habit of changing her name, date of birth, and location every two or three years? Then there was Shades, an amiable, sinister, and occasional presence in all her lives.

	In her earliest memories, her name had been Angie Blake. After that, she had been Abbie Stevenson, Jade Eliot, then Cleo Browning. She’d lived in a suburban house, a caravan, a flat, and a seaside rental. She’d spent two happy years in Sydney being Tamzin Herrick, cultivating an interest in music and art, and falling in love with Dequan Qin. That idyll ended when she was unwillingly relocated into life as Rochelle Marlowe.

	That was when Matin, who was also young and unhappy, and who was also somehow connected with Shades, had offered her a fresh chance at life—over there. He hadn’t joined her, and she’d never seen him again until last night. Her seven-year tenure as Thomasine Forest seemed like a fantasy dream now, and she’d been Tamzin again for nearly a year and a half.

	She’d met up with Matin by chance, but she supposed it wasn’t altogether implausible. They were both interested in music, and they both knew members of the fay community. Tamzin was human, as far as she knew, but during her time as Thomasine, she’d had fay lovers, and Matin was an elf.

	They’d even lived in the same city for a few months before Tamzin took possession of her house in Fiddle Bay.

	Matin had arrived at Fiddler’s Rest on the summons of Daylight Pengellis. Tamzin had been painting an erotic portrait of Daylight and her friend Garret, but he had been unexpectedly called back to work. Daylight’s refusal to accept Garret’s departure had led to her trying to arrange a replacement. She’d succeeded too well, and Tamzin had been trying to sort out Daylight, the brothers Mull and Zen St Ives, and the returned Garret, when Matin, the latest of Daylight’s contacts, knocked on the door.

	Tamzin recognised her one-time rescuer, and she prevailed on him to take her somewhere quiet to debrief. They’d ended up in Matin’s bed in a cottage over here. Tamzin had enjoyed herself immensely, but now they had to get back to the human realm.

	Matin needed to drive down to Sydney to his job at Wildwood Studio, and Tamzin had to go back to Fiddle Bay to deal with the aftermath of three fay men and one halfling woman, all of whom she’d left behaving badly in Fiddler’s Rest.

	Tamzin had no idea if they would still be there. If they were, she hoped no one and nothing—including her furniture—had suffered irreparable hurt.

	“Are you ready, Mistress Tamzin?” Matin asked from the cottage door.

	Tamzin wanted to say no and dive back into his bed and have him join her, but she answered, “I’m ready, Master Campania.”

	He smiled at her, seeming not to mind that she was dishevelled and wearing last night’s clothes.

	Tamzin smiled back. He had tidied himself, and his shaggy brown hair gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the door. He’d filled out and matured over the years since their first meeting, and he looked far happier than he had done then.

	“What?” he asked.

	Elves didn’t read minds, but many of the fay were perceptive, and Tamzin realised she must have been staring.

	“I was thinking how nice and dependable you look, and how much I’d like to have you out of those clothes again.”

	“Don’t tempt me.”

	“Are you tempted?”

	“You know I am.” He held out his hand and she took it.

	So I’m not only unfinished business to you...

	Holding hands over here wasn’t necessarily a romantic or loving gesture. The fay realm had a different approach to location, and two or more fay could go, moving swiftly from one place to another, as long as at least one of them knew the route. Holding hands was a good way to ensure that they arrived in the same place at the same time, and it also enabled trace fay and humans to go, since they couldn’t do it unescorted.

	Tamzin walked out between flowering rose bushes, then through a garden gate to the meadow she’d crossed the night before. In daylight, she perceived beds of flowers and vegetables, a couple of outbuildings, fruit trees with small hard apples and newly forming pears, and a brindled cow with a calf at foot.

	This is so lovely. I’ve missed my fairyland.

	She would have loved to explore, but Matin gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “Ready?”

	“I suppose so. Does this cottage have a name?”

	“We call it Bellflower Cottage, after the ancestor who lived here first.”

	“I like that. Bellflower Cottage at Skyside. What a perfect address.”

	“Fiddler’s Rest at Fiddle Bay sounds good too.” He grimaced. “Better than my flat near Wildwood Studio.”

	“It doesn’t have a name?”

	“I never bothered to give it one. I’ve lived there for years, but only for convenience.”

	“Maybe you could call it Convenience.”

	He stepped forwards, and the meadow blurred around them.

	Tamzin wondered how he would be able to locate the gateway. On the human side, it could be reached via an inconvenient shuffle, bending low, under the canted rocky slab in a shallow cave. They had stepped through into the meadow in the dark, and she hadn’t spotted a marker.

	There were much easier gateways to traverse, including the one at Dancing Tor which she’d gone through when she lived as Thomasine, and the castle bridge gate in Sydney, which debouched somewhere near Glebe. However, she and Matin would need to use the one that led to Fiddle Bay, where her house was, and where he had parked his van last night.

	“Here we are,” he said.

	“Are you sure?” Tamzin looked round. The meadow looked and smelled so good, she wanted to fling herself down in the clover and wildflowers and roll around, preferably naked, with Matin.

	“I’m sure. Before we go—”

	“Hm?”

	He dropped her hand and held out his arms.

	“Just a sec.” Tamzin removed her shoes. She lifted the cord she wore with a dark blue stone pendent over her head and dropped it into a shoe for safekeeping. She went into his arms, and they kissed.

	“Gillan said elves kiss divinely,” she said breathlessly when they broke apart. “She was right.”

	“Gillan is Mistress St Ives?”

	“Yes.”

	“And yet she wed a halfling pisky man?”

	“She’s a pisky herself, and they wanted to maintain the bloodline. Kiss me some more.”

	He complied, but too soon, he put her gently away. “It’s getting late.”

	“And you’re a responsible elf man.”

	“I’m trying to be. It’s far more difficult than it should be to be responsible around you. I keep flashing on your offer to suck my balls.”

	“That was a desire, not an offer.”

	“It felt like an offer to me. I’ll be thinking of it all day.” He nodded down at her shoes. “Put those on, and don’t forget the gift for your man.”

	Tamzin resumed her shoes. The pendant stone had been meant as a gift for Dequan Qin when they reunited to begin the union that fate, Tamzin’s parents, and the man she knew as Shades had interrupted. Dequan had moved on, and maybe she should put the pendant away. Matin had asked her not to wear it next time they went to bed, and she thought she might as well stop wearing it altogether. What was the point? It was beautiful, unique in the true sense and probably magical, but it had never been meant for her. She had no trouble taking it off for Matin.

	Not that we’re going to be an official couple...

	Her friend Daylight—well, they were friends when Daylight wasn’t behaving badly in Fiddler’s Rest—said her own favourite elf man, Garret, revelled in an omnivorous sex life. That suited Daylight well. The two men were friends, they were both elves, and they worked together, so it was logical to assume Matin arranged his life the same way.

	She wondered if he would have asked her to remove the rose pendant she’d worn for several years if she had still been wearing it last night. Dequan had given her the flower at their high school formal, and for seven years she had loved it and clung to it as a reminder and a promise. Somehow, she’d left it behind on Stella Orris, the island where she’d found the indigo stone disc she wore in its place. She missed it every day, as she missed Dequan.

	“Matin.”

	“Yes?”

	She had so much to ask him, but there wasn’t time this morning.

	She dropped the cord over her head and tucked the stone away inside her tunic. “Do you truly think I should give this to Dequan?”

	“I do think so, but of course it’s up to you. If you don’t want to part with it, then keep it.”

	“It’s not that. It was always meant for him, but he’s with someone else now. She might be upset if an old girlfriend gives him a present.”

	“Would you be?”

	“I don’t know. It would depend on what it was and why it was given. Would you mind, if the positions were reversed, and an old flame gave your girlfriend a special gift?”

	He blinked in apparent surprise. “I told you I’m not committed to treasuring anyone.”

	“I know, but you have girlfriends—friends with benefits. You said so.”

	“Oh, yes. Any one of them is welcome to give, or to receive gifts, whenever she wishes. Why should I mind if she enjoys someone else’s company and wants a memento? Why would I mind if another lucky man wants to give her something beautiful?”

	Why indeed.

	He added, “There’s no time for this now.”

	She couldn’t fault Matin for saying what she already knew.

	He’s lovely and warm. He’s skilled. He loves making love. Why wouldn’t he be happy with a range of lovers? He probably brings lots of them to his room over here.

	He put out one hand and seemed to grasp something in mid-air.

	“You can see the gateway?” Tamzin asked.

	“Yes. I take it you can’t.”

	“Not a thing. Not a shadow.” She sighed and gave up one more tiny hope.

	A question mark had hung over her ancestry for as long as she could remember. She’d never been sure if the couple she’d known as Mum and Dad, or Mummy and Uncle Mac, or, in her thoughts, as Ada and Mister Sinister, were really her parents. Sometimes she’d thought they must be. Ada was tall, as Tamzin was, and Mister Sinister’s hair, when he allowed it to grow, was the same colour as hers. It was difficult to tell what they were really like because they were chameleons, who changed their mannerisms and tastes when they changed their names. Mister Sinister had worn a short back and sides, a mullet, a buzz-cut, and long hair tied back in a tail. He’d had a full beard, a moustache, a goatee, and had been clean shaven. He’d sported glasses, contacts, a medallion, a tat, a leather bracelet, a signet ring, and an earring. He’d worn corporate clothing, daggy dad shorts and flip-flops, work shirts and overalls, and jeans and polos.

	Anyone might wear a selection of these, but Mister Sinister, whether he was calling himself Mac, Chad, Guy or Jay, Hank or Don, had always managed an integrated and natural-looking style. He could also seem taller or shorter, by assuming a different posture or lifts in his shoes. He played chess, flew kites, gardened, joined Basso Profundo, rebuilt a car, baked gateaux, did high wire walks for charity, wrote calligraphy... but only for a single tenure each.

	He must be so intelligent and so adaptable. He could qualify to join Mensa. Why did I never think how special he was before? And how could he bear to drop things he enjoyed so much?

	The first change Tamzin remembered was when she was five or so and her daddy, Chad, who smelled of pipe tobacco and peppermints, had presented her with a game that meant she was to call him Uncle Mac. He began wearing glasses for a bit of eyestrain, and he exchanged his weekend jeans and shirts for colourful patterns and worn brown sandals. Feeling a bit sixties today, Abs. They left their house behind too, and she’d seen the wonderful princess bed she hadn’t had for very long loaded into a big truck. When they got to the caravan where they were going to live for a while, Mummy said there was no room for the bed, but she could have some ballet pictures over her bunk. Oh, and oops—her favourite pink dress had been sent to storage. Here was a tutu to wear. Wouldn’t that be fun! She could have her hair in a ballet bun every day!

	These changes had puzzled her, especially when Mummy started calling her Abbie when she’d always been Angie before.

	“Why?” she asked.

	“Abigail Angela,” Mummy had said, laughing so her big hoop earrings twinkled. “Now you’re a big girl you should be Abbie—Abbie Ballerina.”

	Abbie liked her ballet bun, even though it sometimes pulled at her head. It made her feel grown up. She liked dancing ballet steps when Mummy played the guitar, even though she thought most people danced ballet to a piano. That was what happened when a ballet teacher came to her school and let them all pretend to be rabbits and clouds.

	The next time they moved, she was Jade, because—now we’ve got a house, we can have a brand-new start. Isn’t it fun? Now, let’s see... you can call Uncle Mac Dad now, and I can be Mum, and look, we’ve got some lovely green shirts for you. I love my jade ring, don’t you? No, not a pony. We don’t have room or enough money, but Dad will get you a mountain bike. There’s a club you can join.

	The sign on her door read Jade sleeps here, and she read the Narnia books and noticed her new name was a bit like the Queen of Charn’s. She met Emily Spatchcock on the first day of school and Emily invited her home to see her model horse collection.

	Mum drove her there, and she and Missus Spatchcock talked about school lunches and the education system.

	Emily introduced her to the Riverbiscuit series of books, which she got from a shop called Oranges and Lemons. The author’s name was a secret that was going to be revealed when the last book in the series came out.

	The covers were pretty, and the spines of the set made a code when you shelved them in a particular order.

	Mum no longer wore the long patterned skirts Mummy liked. She wore slacks and tops that showed her shape. Her hair was cut short, whereas Mummy’s had been long and wavy, showing glints from the hoop earrings Mum didn’t wear. Mum had sparkly green studs. She walked with a brisk tap-tap of heels, quite different from Mummy’s habit of waltzing to unheard music.

	Mum, will you play your guitar for me?

	I don’t have it anymore. Here, let’s watch telly.

	With all these changes, Tamzin had never formed a clear picture of her parents, and she gradually ceased to call them anything.

	She had last seen them in Macquarie Bay in April 2010, more than eight years ago, when she’d eaten crumpets for breakfast in the bland rental. Ada had been washing the dishes, with sun shining through the window onto her fairy-floss-pink hair, and Mister Sinister had been talking about coffee. They’d gone to work shortly after.

	Bye, chick. Can you do the veggies? Ada had tossed something like that over her shoulder as she went to the car. Mister Sinister had already started the engine.

	A few hours later, Rochelle Marlowe had left the house forever.

	What did Ada think when she found the veggies still in the pantry?

	Tamzin wondered if she would recognise her parents if she did encounter them again.

	Are they really my parents? How can I know? I have no records, and even if I got a sample of my DNA analysed, it’s no use without something to compare. Was Angie Blake’s birth certificate real, or was Branok right in thinking there might have been an earlier identity?

	Ada had been angry when Tamzin had developed an interest in books and films and fantasy paintings of elves, back in Year Eleven at Diversity High, and Tamzin had wondered, hoping, if maybe it meant she was partly elf. Branok St Ives, the solicitor who had helped her to re-establish her Tamzin identity, had thought she might be. Her lover Cornelius had said she looked like one. Bayeux Picardy had thought so, as had Zennor St Ives. Branok and his wife, Gillan, had even discussed whether, in theory, an elf child raised by humans and never told what he or she really was, would display elf characteristics or not. They hadn’t been talking about her. At least, she didn’t think so.

	Standing hand in hand with Matin in the meadow, staring at grass and flowers and thin air where he could evidently see a gateway, she concluded she must be pure human after all. Even if she had a small percentage of fay blood, it was too watered-down to matter.

	Whatever she was, knowing it wouldn’t help with the question of her parents. If she was a little bit elf, either they’d acquired her—stolen, kidnapped, adopted, bought, swapped, or appropriated her—as a baby or toddler, or else one or both of them was also a little bit elf.

	Still thinking of that, Tamzin stepped through the invisible and intangible gate with Matin and almost missed his quiet instruction to bend down and forward so she could negotiate the difficult human side of the gate.

	She only marginally avoided banging her head on the rock slab in front of her.

	They shuffled and crept under the rock and then cautiously straightened in the cave beyond.

	As he had the night before, Matin helped Tamzin to negotiate the slippery heaps of kelp, the unstable rocks, and cold, treacherous pools of sandy water until they stepped out into the early morning cove at the end of Fiddle Bay.

	“Let’s hope we don’t fall over any squished bikers,” Tamzin said, recalling the shingle-spattering riders they’d encountered the night before.

	“I don’t see any.” Matin sounded a bit distracted as he headed back where he’d left his van.

	Tamzin got in beside him, and they drove the short distance to Fiddler’s Rest in silence.

	To Tamzin’s relief, two of the vehicles that had cluttered her driveway last night were gone, so presumably the St Ives brothers and Garret Rosebay had left.

	Daylight’s distinctive yellow sports car was still there.

	Tamzin sighed. Whether Daylight was still in the grumpy truculent mood she’d displayed the night before, or in one of her more usual sunny, affectionate states, she’d find it difficult to deal with her so early in the morning.

	I’d much rather be dealing with Matin.

	She turned to glance at her companion. “Would you like to come in for a cup of tea? Oh, I suppose that’s silly since we had breakfast, but it feels...”

	“I know what you mean. Even though over there is no more than a step away, it feels like a big transition,” he said.

	“Rather an awkward step away, using that gateway,” she said.

	“Yes. If I’d known how awkward, I might have taken you to a pub or a café for our talk.”

	“Or a shoe shop.”
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