
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Tamzin had no intention of finding her estranged parents again after she’d run away to spend seven years in the fairy realm of over there. Now back in the human world, she’s betrothed to her elf man, Matin, but still the past refuses to let her go. A birthday visit to Gallery Spenser brings the answers tantalisingly close.

	 

	 

	Christmas 2009 was one of the worst times in Tamzin’s life as she was torn away from her delightful future with her boyfriend, Dequan, by her parents’ machinations. Living unhappily under a new identity, Tamzin ran away to fairy land—literally.

	Ten years passed and Tamzin was back in New South Wales. Christmas 2018 was unfulfilling, spent with her friends Gillan and Branok St Ives when she longed to be with her new love, Matin.

	Christmas 2019 brings its own challenges, but at last Tamzin is exactly where she wants to be. Life is good, personally, professionally and socially. Life would be almost perfect if it weren’t for the lingering shadows of her past.

	Tamzin is living quite close to where she was in 2009, but it isn’t the city of Sydney that holds the answers she feels on the tip of her tongue. A birthday trip to a gallery opening in Adelaide seems an unlikely catalyst, but it’s there at Gallery Spenser that Tamzin faces her memories head on. Finally she learns the truth about the identity switches of her early years, but the question remains—why? Only three people know the answer, but will they be willing to talk?
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	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

	The seven volumes of Being Tamzin tell 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. Their continuing story is told in Being Tamzin 1 and Being Tamzin 7.

	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 and then again in the Queen of Tarts trilogy.

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

	Pen Inkersoll first appeared in Pen and Ink, and Dan Fanshaw is from the Counterpoint series. Magda Quest is from the Pixie Grip series.

	Like Queen of the May, 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 all 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 trilogy—2020-late 2021, finishing after Being Tamzin 7

	 


Chapter One: After the Hot

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Delphinium Island, Christmas Morning 2019

	 

	Tamzin lay in a bed stuffed with springyweed and the rustling dry seaweed known as seadown. She was exhausted, with a deep weariness that came from no more than two hours of intermittent sleep, a great deal of exercise, and considerable emotional investment. She raised her arms above her head and watched the light from the rising sun gild her skin and flash shards of colour from the betrothal ring she wore on her right hand.

	“Tea, mistress?”

	“Yes please!” Too tired to support the strain, she let her arms flop to her sides.

	She felt the bed rock slightly as Matin got in beside her.

	“Do you need to go again?” she asked.

	For answer, he took her hand in both of his and brought it down to his groin.

	She palpated the warm, heavy mass between his thighs and sighed. “That’s a no, then.”

	“Definitely a no,” Matin said.

	Tamzin closed her fingers in a caressing movement and pouted. “Does that mean I don’t get a Christmas rogering?”

	“Do you want one? I doubt if I can rise to the occasion, yet, but I can always help you out somehow.” He made a move to sit up.

	“No, thank you,” she said, laughing. “I’ve been helped comprehensively for hours on end. I hope we didn’t scare the gulls.”

	“So do I.” He settled again, stroking her hand where she still held him. “Are you...” He trailed off, and she heard him swallow.

	“I’m perfectly all right. Just tired.”

	“I’m not surprised.”

	“I expect you are too,” she said fairly. “It was you who had to keep powering on. I could have chosen to just lie there and work out logic puzzles.”

	“You didn’t, though.”

	She tickled his balls. “Where’s the fun in that?”

	“Fun,” he said, as if it was an odd concept.

	“Well, I hope it was more fun for you than last year. It was certainly better for me. Last year, I was trying to hold an intelligent conversation with Bran and Gill and all the time picturing you pleasuring elf maids at the orgy. I was so envious—or do I mean jealous—I could barely function.”

	“While I was trying to pleasure myself and failing.”

	She moved one hand provocatively, stroking and pulling gently. “Is that a twitch I feel, Master Campania?”

	“No.”

	“It is! It’s a twitch. He’s doing his best to stand to attention.”

	“I thought you were tired.”

	“I’m so tired I can’t think straight. And my throat has a tickle.” She coughed.

	“That’s from all the squealing you were doing in the night. Drink your tea.”

	“I remember you roaring a fair bit too.”

	“Probably when you tried to swallow my cock while wringing my balls like a teabag.”

	“Did I?”

	“Well... I certainly hope it was you.”

	She got up on one elbow and picked up the teacup he had set on the wooden sea chest beside the bed. She drank the tea thirstily, then she set it aside and curled down against him.

	“Do you want breakfast?” he asked.

	“Not yet. I just want to snuggle with you.”

	If he made any answer, Tamzin didn’t hear it. She was asleep.

	 

	When she woke again, the sun was slanting through at a different angle, and she was hungry. She sat up, pushing her hair away from her face.

	Matin stood at the window, looking out across the water. He had dressed in a hip-length tunic, three-quarter pants and soft shoes, standard wear for fay men who weren’t somewhere they needed to pass as human.

	“Hmm?” She made a questioning sound and noticed with pleasure that a fresh mug of tea and a plate of bread and honey awaited her attentions.

	Her betrothed turned to smile at her. “I thought we might have a look around the island, if you feel up to it.”

	“I will once I get this down me.” She still felt wrung out, but she was determined not to show any weakness. If Matin had spent the night with an elf maid instead of the all-too-human Tamzin, they would probably be out rock-hopping already.

	“Has the Hot really gone off now?” she asked.

	He hesitated. “It’s not just like snapping a switch, but it’s down to a gentle simmer. This was the nicest one I ever spent.”

	“Ooh. Really?”

	“Really. Last year was by far the worst, but mostly it’s a case of debriefing various partners and making awkward farewells, before going away alone and trying to make sense of it all.”

	“I wonder how Olivier managed,” she said.

	“What?” Matin sounded startled.

	“Well, he’s—what, twenty? And Nessa said she wasn’t going to bed him for a while, if ever. He’s so fond of her, though, so how would he feel about bedding someone else, or lots of someones, when he was just longing to be with her?”

	“I don’t know. That’s his business.”

	“He couldn’t exactly tell her how much he wanted her, either, because that would look like blackmail. Maybe he took care of it himself.”

	“After my experience last year, I wouldn’t wish that on anyone, let alone my little brother.”

	She shied away from the painful thought, but she couldn’t quite leave it alone. “Matin, why do elves get the Hot?”

	“I don’t think anyone has ever figured that out, for sure.”

	“If you could do something—take something—to avoid it, would you?”

	He seemed to consider that. Then he said, “No. I can’t speak for others, but I wouldn’t. It’s a part of who and what I am. And when it’s working the way it should, with a willing lover who is there for me today and forever, then it’s marvellous.”

	“Even when you’re roaring.”

	He gave her a quick grin. “Especially then. It’s pure release. I feel like a shooting star.”

	Tamzin sighed and decided to change the subject. “I wonder how Fou is.”

	“Being overindulged with pisky delicacies, I expect,” Matin said, flipping from the intensely personal to the objective without a blink.

	Tamzin considered her temporary dog, the Pekingese Fou, whom she was minding until his owners returned from wherever they had gone. Interstate, Breezy Barrett had said, but she hadn’t said where, or why, or for how long. And her partner, Clem, hadn’t said anything at all. Clem seemed pretty laid-back, or maybe pretty subservient. Tamzin hadn’t worked out which. Her Rembrandt-styled hat suggested someone with more to her than her habitual reticence proclaimed.

	A middle-aged peke with a flowing brindled coat wasn’t the type of dog Tamzin had ever envisaged when she pictured herself with a canine companion, but she was in no hurry to return him. His accepting personality had been a calm influence while she anticipated spending Matin’s Hot with him. She’d pretended to be confident, but inside, she’d been increasingly nervous. What if she couldn’t handle it after all? She would never desert him, but Matin would know if she felt overwhelmed and he’d try to hold back for her sake.

	But that hadn’t happened. It had been intense, and she was tired, but after all, she loved sex with her betrothed and routinely went for round two, so what was a few more? It was only once a year.

	Fou was staying with her friends Gillan and Branok while she and Matin were on the island. Branok was Tamzin’s solicitor and advisor, and he and Gill were the nearest things she had to functional parents since parting from her own in 2010.

	She finished her breakfast and got out of bed. “Do I smell orange juice? Or—” She broke off, bending to pick up the underwear she’d shed the night before.

	She pulled it on, then got back on the bed to kneel in a consciously provocative pose. “Ooh, I’m framed!”

	She gestured to the window that looked out on a natural screen of plants, some of which had encroached on the veranda that formed the outer wall of the room.

	“Very artistic,” Matin said dryly. He handed her a glass of fruit juice. “It’s not orange. It’s—”

	Tamzin sipped it and gave him a delighted grin. “Whatever it is, there’s want you so juice in this! You cheeky thing!”

	“Most of it’s apple and passionfruit,” he said defensively.

	“Passionfruit!”

	“I thought you’d like it.”

	“I do!” She drank it down and held out the glass for him to take. She held the pose. “Dress me?”

	“What an idle maid you are.” Matin clicked his fingers, and Tamzin got off the bed and smoothed down the green dress that had appeared on her body. It was the one she’d bought when she was seventeen to wear when she attended her Year Twelve formal with her first boyfriend, Dequan. Miraculously, it still fitted, and despite so many years of adventuring, it still looked new.

	Her feet were encased in stylish shoes with multi-coloured heels. They were the most comfortable pair she had ever owned, and they had once belonged to Matin’s sister, Misty.

	“Thanks,” she said. “Matin?”

	“Beloved?” He stood smiling down at her, smelling oddly but delightfully of fresh green peas.

	“What made you pick these clothes?”

	“What’s wrong with them?”

	“Nothing. I just wondered how you chose.”

	“I didn’t. These are just what came when I conjured dress Tamzin.”

	Tamzin gave up. In the eighteen months she had been Matin’s lover, he had never, aside from one expressed desire to have her in her ballgown, made a comment about her clothes or the way she wore her hair. But then—

	“I like your tunic. Is it new?”

	“Not very, but you probably haven’t seen it before. It’s the one I generally wear at Christmas. Hence the cherries.” He touched the fine band of embroidery that lapped his collar and ran down the neckline of the tunic. “Misty has a gown with purple grapes on it, and Olivier’s Christmas tunic has strawberries. It’s a kind of family tradition.”

	“Would it be appropriate if I joined in with it once we’re married?”

	“I hope you will! Lars did.”

	“Oh?” Tamzin contemplated the vision of Misty’s huge husband decorated with fruit embroidery. “What does he have—apples? Watermelons?”

	“No, he has ears of wheat.”

	“Ah. I think I’ll have apples.”

	“I’m sure you’ll look delicious.” He held out his hand and led her outside.

	 


Chapter Two: The Island

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Delphinium Island, Christmas Morning 2019

	 

	Tamzin looked behind to appreciate the unusual design of Delphinium House. It had been built when a ship ran aground on the island back in the early nineteenth century, and Tamzin wondered if it incorporated some of the timbers from the ship. She remembered vaguely having heard of the Delphinium story, but Matin had given her few details when he’d suggested it as a good place to spend Christmas Eve.

	“I wonder why the owner doesn’t live here,” she said. There was no electricity, but the owner was a fairy, so that would hardly be a problem.

	“It’s a bit of a rigmarole. Master St Ives knows the ins and outs of it.”

	The grounds around the house bore a surprisingly colourful garden, with self-seeding annuals, rioting succulents, and a grove of raspberry canes hung with fruit. Tamzin pointed to some sacking bundles from which branches protruded. “It’s the wrong time of year to plant fruit trees.”

	“Is there a wrong time?”

	“Isn’t there? Aren’t they usually put in in winter?”

	“I expect so.” He sounded absent, and she tugged at his hand, looking at him suspiciously.

	“Master Campania, what are you up to?”

	“I thought we might plant these while we’re here.”

	Tamzin wondered if they’d planted something already. Matin always took care of contraception, since he could do it by some concentration of will unavailable to humans. Her halfling friend, Dahlia “Daylight” Pengellis, had warned her his concentration might fail during the Hot. Matin had agreed it was possible, but Tamzin had elected not to adopt human-style contraception.

	If a baby happened, then it would happen. They would welcome it and love it as much as Matin’s sister loved her little son, Dickon.

	Tamzin had borrowed Dickon now and again, and, as with Fou, she was never in a hurry to give him back. As for Matin, like most elves he loved children, and seeing him caring for Dickon always made Tamzin’s heart melt.

	If it happens, we’ll choose a lovely name and answer questions and we won’t treat him, or her, like an appendage to be dragged about the countryside and kept in the dark.

	A familiar bitterness rose in her, and she jammed it aside. She hadn’t seen her parents for years—not since an unhappy young elf man had helped her to escape a confusing and miserable life as Rochelle Marlowe. She was going to find Ada and Mister Sinister, though. For months, she’d been patiently seeking clues and pursuing hints and distant memories.

	Nanny Lu—Lucida.

	Fiddle music. Falling.

	My name was Zandie, then.

	Matin squeezed her hand. “Come back, Tamzin.”

	“Was I drifting again?”

	“A bit.”

	“Zen held my hand so I wouldn’t drift when he used influence to help me remember Zandie,” she said.

	“I should hope so!”

	“And he wiped my face for me when I cried, and he gave me a cup of tea.”

	“I see.”

	“He said he’d get me a coffee from the Paws a While van. He went off, and I think he met up with Dahlia and forgot about me.”

	“And the coffee came, but Zen came not,” Matin intoned. “Did he happen to answer your thank-you text at all?”

	“Eventually, but he didn’t say anything. He’s exasperating.”

	“Young brothers always are.”

	Tamzin smiled. “It’s nice having them, though, even if they’re foster brothers like Zennor and Mull. Did I ever tell you Zen offered to have Demi-dog bite you if you forgot to appreciate me?”

	“You did not.”

	“I told him it wouldn’t be necessary.”

	Matin stopped her with a tug. “Never mind about your foster-brothers. I’m glad you have them, and that they care for you as brothers should, but what do you think of the island?”

	She breathed in the scent of salt and flowers. “Umm, smells delicious. You’d never think we were so close to a major city. You’ve been here before, so show me around.”

	He said, “You like the sea air, I expect?”

	“Very much. That’s one of the reasons I love living at Fiddler’s Rest. It reminds me of my time with the fleet.”

	“You must have enjoyed that, since you spent so long sailing with the galleonfee.”

	“Yes. Three or so years, depending on whether I count time ashore. One of my favourite things was standing near the figurehead and looking out to sea. I miss that—and I even miss Stella Orris. Did I ever tell you about that?”

	“Not in any detail.”

	“Maybe it was Bran I told when I first came home from over there. I had the galleonmaster put me ashore there. That was Master Tor Chancery. The fleet was going to pick me up when they swung past again, but they were becalmed, and a rainbow man called Foss Chancery came to fetch me. Just as well, because I was going crazy with no one to talk to. I’d never expected to be there so long, alone.”

	“You’ve had an adventurous life, my dolphin.”

	“I have. I find it difficult to believe, sometimes. A lot of it seems like a dream. Mind you, some of the adventures, I could have done without.” She smiled. “And I’m having another one right now—spending time on another mysterious island, but this time, I’m not alone. So, what else does this place have to offer us?”

	Matin said, “There are more empty buildings that way, but do you feel up to a walk up to the cliffs?”

	“There are cliffs?”

	“Yes, although they’re obviously not high.”

	“Ooh! Where?”

	“This way.” They started walking again, through some acacia scrub and up a slope which gradually shed its vegetation load to reveal a small crag of pink granite.

	Tamzin crouched to examine the rock. “This is wonderful... look at that colour. I could make some marvellous pigment with it.”

	“I’m sure you will, but you might like to look out at the view rather than down at your feet.”

	Tamzin picked up a piece of the granite and slipped it into her pocket as she rose to her feet. “What view?”

	“A few more steps,” he said, reaching out as if to point.

	They climbed, hand-in-hand, and suddenly they were on the edge of the world.

	Tamzin gazed out speechlessly at the vista that opened out before her. A seersucker sea burned blue, close enough for spray from the waves to touch her lips, and in the middle distance, she saw a chain of jewel-bright islands.

	“That’s not the Star Pin archipelago,” she said, although she wasn’t sure. The islands looked too small, and surely they were too close together. A break in the blue snapped her gaze to the left, where a sleek grey shape spun and leaped, dancing between air and water.

	“Oh.” The word came out in a breath. She watched the dolphin leap again, rolling in the air as easily as it might roll in water. “That’s what the Black Douglas does,” she observed.

	Matin put his arms around her and rested his chin on her hair. “Trust you to say something like that, my darling dolphin.”

	She went on contemplating the magical scene. “Where are we?” she asked, presently.

	“Where do you think?”

	“I think this can’t be my world.”

	“Of course it is. Your world is the one you choose to claim.”

	“I choose the world with you in it, forever and always.”

	He went on holding her. “Have I ever told you how beautiful you look in that green gown? It lights you up the way other clothing doesn’t... not even your ballgown. It’s so you. You had it on the first day I ever saw you—not at Macquarie Bay, but the day you came back to the house in Sydney. You were shining, lit up like a lantern until you saw me in the SUV. All the joy drained out of you. You were so beautiful and so sad it hurt. You were wearing it again at Wildwood.”

	“How do you know? You’d gone into the music studio. I changed while Otto got me a sandwich. Then we went straight to the tor.”

	“Do you think I didn’t watch you leave?”

	I wish you’d said something. She didn’t say it aloud. That had not been their time.

	Instead she said, “If you like it so much, why didn’t you ever say so before? I’ve sometimes wondered if there was anything you’d especially like me to wear.”

	“I’ve never said so because you bought it to delight another man, and I can’t quite forget that.”

	Tamzin pulled out of his grasp and turned to face him, blotting out the spectacular view. “But I didn’t!”

	“You have
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