
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Counterpoint answers... and a fairy in the bed.

	 

	 

	Court Leopold, who headlines the indie-band Courtesan, disappeared from Counterpoint Music Festival in the early hours of Saturday morning. His devoted roadie Gemma and his greatest fan Louise have no idea where he’s gone or if he’ll ever be back. They need to find him, but Gemma is distracted by her budding romance with Henry Dark, and Louise has found a connection with Yestin Marsh. Should they call the police?

	But, as Gemma puts it, Can you imagine what the police would say if we went to report him missing? A singer in his twenties goes AWOL from a festival. They’d think he went for a leg-over with a fan and overstayed.

	The festival’s half over and they need to find him fast.

	 


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.

	 

	Counterpoint Answers

	Copyright © 2019 Lark Westerly

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2441-1

	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 or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Counterpoint Answers

	A Fairy in the Bed

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Lark Westerly

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	For the musical, and the sensible and the kindly, and for those who love them

	 


 

	 

	Author Notes:

	 

	 

	The Fairy in the Bed series has a large cast of characters who wander in and out of one another’s stories. Some of them are major continuing characters, and some appear just now and then.

	For a full list of who is who, who is related to whom, and a timeline for the series, check out Lark Westerly’s home page at https://larksinger.weebly.com

	Counterpoint Answers is the final book in a mini-series that takes place inside the main Fairy in the Bed series. The first book, Court in Between, tells what happened when Court Leopold, male half of the indie band Courtesan, set out to fulfil a promise his mother Nanette made at his conception. All he had to do was to accept his father’s fief ring and go to his old home to take ownership of a cloud-stepper. He left the Counterpoint Music Festival and expected to be back in time for the first gig. He wasn’t. In the crowded days that followed, Court’s ordered life was turned upside down and his carefully cultivated sense of duty was thoroughly twisted. Whatever he did he must let someone down... and then there was Tansy, who loved him and resented him in equal measure.

	Counterpoint Questions begins the other side of the story. Whatever happened to Court’s singing partner Jordy, his roadie Gemma, his mother Nanette and to Louise, his most devoted fan, when he vanished without a word? Gemma and Louise found dawning love with Henry and Yestin, Jordy carried on, and Nanette remained oblivious... for a while.

	Now comes Counterpoint Answers, in which the determined Gemma and Louise, together with their lovers Henry and Yestin, finally discover the long-held secrets behind Court Leopold’s disappearance. In the end it’s up to Louise, who is a little bit pisky, to put things right.

	The major players in this trio of stories are all new characters, but some familiar faces from the series appear from time to time.

	 


Chapter One: Missed Call

	 

	 

	Counterpoint Music Festival, Patterdale: Tuesday, April 14, 2019.

	 

	If Gemma had spent more time in the Courtesan trailer, instead of making the most of Henry Dark and the fairyland cottage where they spent their nights, she might have heard the missed calls.

	After her second night in the cottage she knew she had to sort herself out.

	One fuck-me-out-of-my-head is excusable. I’m not going to let this overshadow the rest of my time with Henry. Oh lord, I hope I’m not going to be dependent the way Jordy is with Chess.

	Jordy, usually so calm and easy-going, hated being separated from her husband for more than a few hours.

	Sunday and Monday passed in the joy and comfort of Henry’s presence, but on Tuesday Gemma made a firm decision to test herself by staying away from Henry for the day. She used the pretext of sorting out what should happen to the gigs for the rest of the festival. Court Leopold, her sister’s enigmatic singing partner, had been missing since the early hours of Saturday morning and it seemed increasingly likely that something was wrong.

	Court wouldn’t do this to us. He wouldn’t do it to himself. He’s so polite and so reliable. He just doesn’t do this sort of thing.

	He has, though.

	He can’t have. This is not what Court does.

	It always came back to that.

	“Jordy and Chess and I will be having one of those interminable circular discussions which would bore you out of your skull, so you go and catch some more gigs,” she said to Henry when they arrived at the festival that morning.

	“But you are coming to the cottage tonight?” Henry looked worried.

	“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

	“Good. I don’t want to wake up on Wednesday and have that horrible feeling.”

	“What, a hard-on you have to see to yourself? You get a lot of hard-ons. Not that you’ve been seeing to them yourself. I mean, why would you, when you’ve got me handy to see to them for you?”

	He actually blushed, the red brimming his glasses and his neat beard. “Not that. I love having hard-ons for you to see to, Gemma. I mean that feeling when something’s gone horribly wrong. Like when you get slapped with a fine for something you didn’t even know you did. Or when your mum died and you have to get through the funeral. Or someone tries to sue you for getting a calculation wrong when you didn’t.”

	“I can see those things must be worse than a temporary hydraulic problem,” she said, laughing.

	“That’s how I’d feel if you weren’t there when I woke up.”

	But that’s how I feel about you.

	Oh lord. I’m going the same way as Jordy.

	She took a few moments to process that. They were standing in the festival grounds, having come over early for a seven o’clock opening gig in the garden of the Over Here B&B.

	The Jordy and—gigs, born of necessity since Court had disappeared, had grown in popularity with just about every compatible act standing up with Jordana in rotation. The Tuesday morning gig was a supergroup with an impressive line-up of twenty-two people, including the four members of Fuselier who had arrived the day before, the Sunshower duo, the lads of 4Ts-Quad, Jordy, a girl group called Even the Dog which did indeed include a cheerful black dog, a jazz quartet called Forty-Four-Not-Out and four people who weren’t on the program but who fancied a sing-along. Nell, the woman Court called Orange Indian Skirt, was one of them.

	It was going to be chaos.

	“Why a dog? How the fuck do you sing with a dog?”

	Gemma felt, rather than saw, Henry’s shoulders slump. “Oh, hell, me old china! I did it again, didn’t I? I answered you in my head and left you waiting.” She put her arms around him. “I feel that way about you, too, but let’s face it, after the weekend, we’re going to have to. Face waking without one another, I mean.”

	“Why should we?” His voice was steady and logical.

	“The carnival will be over. You might still be staying at the cottage, but I’ll be going home. Well, maybe. Depending on Court. I think we’re going to have to bite the bullet and report him missing. We should have done it before. This has gone on far too long.”

	“I don’t want the carnival to be over. Ours, I mean.”

	“Neither do I.” She leaned into him. “Are you saying it needn’t be? We might keep seeing one another?”

	“I come to every Courtesan gig, but that’s not what I meant.”

	“After this debacle there might not be any Courtesan. And I have no idea what Jordy wants to do if Court never comes back. She’s having a baby, so she might not want to tour for a bit, if ever.”

	“I want to keep on waking up with you forever. You’re everything I ever wanted.”

	“Even if I don’t make a noise and scream your name like a porn star?”

	“You do sometimes.”

	She sighed into his collarbone. “I certainly did one time. The Gemma Creed Fuckability Scale no longer exists. You’ve ruined me for anyone else.”

	“Have I?” He sounded pleased.

	“Must be the beard.”

	They watched the supergroup, which was far less chaotic than it deserved to be. The dog turned out to be a talented creature that looked like a cheerful whippet. It sat on its haunches in front of three young women who swayed together, despite the disparity in their heights, and sang sweetly while the dog raised its muzzle and howled in harmony.

	“Oh. My. God.” Gemma choked with laughter and turned to see what Henry thought of it.

	He was looking at her with the same dawning pleasure he’d shown when she woke him on Saturday morning.

	“What?” she said, feeling her smile light up in return.

	“You said you like my beard.”

	 

	Talking to Jordy and Chess proved less traumatic than Gemma expected. She’d put it off, not wanting to hear her voice go taut and angry, but when it came to it they all sat down on a mossy bank in the B&B garden and had a civilised discussion.

	A rather amazing young man with an Irish accent brought them what he called tay and cake served with a tea-set decorated with garlands of buttercups and daisies.

	“I don’t know where Quinn gets all this beautiful china,” Jordy said into the silence.

	“He’s never used the same set twice,” Chess said.

	“What exactly is Quinn? Is he a leprechaun?” Gemma had met a friendly leprechaun gossoon at the cottage. He’d claimed to be after some sweets for his lovie, but she thought he was probably a friend of Flick’s, checking up on the place for her.

	As if she’d ever lend it to Henry if he wasn’t utterly trustworthy. Flick is sunshine on a stick, but she’s not stupid.

	Jordy and Chess looked blank.

	“Come on, guys, let’s stop with the masquerade. I’ve been sleeping in a cottage in fairyland since Friday night. I’ve met a braeman called Glengarry McTavish, a gossoon called Ennis Greenway, a hob man named Gilbert who came to check on the pony, two very bare boys with a baby in a creek and I’ve nearly met a couple of court ladies. They nodded, but they didn’t come close enough to talk. So give.”

	“Quinn’s father is a pixie, and his mother is a leprechaun colleen,” Chess said, straight-faced.

	“And you are?”

	“Mostly human. My grandmother is a hob maid. Granny Belinda. I believe you’ve met her.”

	“I have.” She switched her attention to her sister. “And you’ve known this interesting genealogical fact about your husband—how long?”

	“Since the day we met,” Jordana mumbled.

	“Okay. How? Did he just happen to tell you?”

	“It’s not a big thing,” Chess protested.

	“Really.”

	“No. Your Sunshower friend Josefa has some Chinese ancestry. Do you think she’s obliged to tell you?”

	“That’s different. Chinese people don’t make things appear from thin air.”

	“He didn’t tell me until I questioned something he did,” Jordana blurted.

	“That finger-lacing thing?”

	“Not that.” She blushed.

	“He—what’s the term—conjured something?”

	“No. He asked if I’d untie my belt and leave my dress on when we went to bed for the first time.”

	Gemma stared at her.

	Chess said, “Most hobs enjoy interacting in loose clothing. It’s not a fetish. It’s just—”

	“A fetish.” Gemma ate a piece of cake. It was the same as the one she’d come to enjoy at Flick’s cottage. She felt a gush of impatient love for her sister. “Jordy, I don’t care if you and Chess make love in full Victorian nightgowns.”

	Jordy blushed harder. Chess put his face in his hands.

	“Okay. So you do. I think that’s sweet. I am happy you ring one another’s bells no matter how you do it. You might as well know Henry and I go the full monty. We’re both clean, and we’re currently exclusive. He likes it when I dig my heels into the mattress, which is made of springyweed and which is very... springy. He holds perfectly normal conversations while he’s in full flow. I think he has a twin-track mind. He even provides a washcloth to catch the apres-full-monty drips. There. Now we can all be embarrassed together.” She sighed and said, “I used to envy you two so much for what you have. Now I’m just so happy for you. And you’re making me into Auntie Gemma. Boy or girl?”

	“Boy,” Chess said from the depths of his hands.

	Jordy looked at him in clear surprise.

	“It is. I know.”

	“So, you don’t tell her everything, either. Have you told Mum and Dad?”

	“No.” Jordana’s face closed.

	“You’ll have to, unless you’re planning to go around in a crinoline.”

	“You tell them. That way if Mum says something cutting, our baby won’t have to hear it.”

	“I think they’ll be pleased. They love you. They’re so proud of you. It’s just that they expected you to—”

	“Be a lawyer and marry a surgeon,” Chess said.

	“And instead you’re a happy indie singer and married to the second nicest man in the world who just happens to share your love of music and who has the studio to make it pay.”

	“And who happens to be a hob mix,” Chess said.

	Gemma smiled ruefully. “I’ve decided I have no right to be cross about that. I’m not Mum and Dad. After all, it really isn’t my business what you are as long as you love my sister and make her shiny. But still, why didn’t you tell me?”

	“It never came up.”

	“I didn’t want the tedious explanations and the exclamations of disbelief,” Jordy said.

	“I understand that. Henry didn’t either, so he left it to Missus Merriweather to do disclosure. That’s the right term?”

	“Yes,” Chess said.

	“Henry’s not fay, is he?” Jordana asked with interest.

	“He’s as human as I am, but his brother’s married to a fay lady named Flick, and Henry and I have been sleeping in their fairyland cottage. That’s where I met the people I mentioned. I also met the most manipulative pony you ever saw.” She giggled, remembering Ginger’s single-minded pursuit of his favourite treat. Then she said, “Chess, Court is fay, too, isn’t he?”

	“He’s a courtfolk man, and probably a pureblood. He’s never mentioned it, so neither have I.”

	“And Ms Curly-Whirly is a fairy?”

	Jordana shrugged. “I know who you mean, but I don’t think I ever saw her.”

	“Chess did. Remember? We had that talk about how much she looked like Court.”

	“I should think she’s a courtfolk lady.”

	“Is that why she talked funny? She said, Greet you and called Court Master Leopold. That’s the way some of the people in fairyland say hello, but at the time I thought she was just talking the talk to match her get-up. There are so many people in costumes around here. That Louise woman—the one Court calls Marie Antoinette. She’s got some fairy blood in her, too, but what she wears is just a costume. The people I’ve seen in fairyland wear national costume every day.” She thought about Glengarry McTavish, the leprechaun Ennis Greenway, and the water lads who wore nothing at all.

	“Ms Curly is most likely one of the folk who doesn’t spend much time over here. The ones who do can swap dialects and clothing at the drop of a nightshirt,” Chess said.

	“A Victorian nightshirt, no doubt. With frills. Okay, pax! I haven’t seen her at a gig before, or after. I’d remember because of her hair. I always wanted curls.”

	“If we could find out who she is, maybe we could ask her about Court’s mother. She obviously knows her,” Jordy said. She seemed subdued. “Sorry for holding out on you, Gem.”

	“It’s okay. I’m getting used to the idea now.” Gemma cut another slice of the cake and handed it to her sister. “Henry says this cake is charmed, but I don’t know what it does.”

	“It intensifies the way you feel already,” Chess said, smiling at Jordana. He turned back to Gemma. “We’re going to have to be very careful what we decide about Court.”

	Gemma nodded thoughtfully. “If he was just what he pretends to be, this disappearing act would be more serious, I think. But he can conjure, right? So no one could harm him.”

	“That isn’t necessarily true. Conjuring has narrow applications. You can’t possibly use it to hurt anyone, though it can be used in some ways for defence,” Chess said.

	“Show her,” Jordy said.

	“Okay.” Chas focused on the teapot and clicked his fingers. It vanished and reappeared in front of him. He moved it across the garden and then up in the air. “This is about the limit of my conjuring with something that’s not mine. I can do more with my clothes, or Jordy’s.”

	“Because you’re married?”

	“No, because we’re wish-matched and she trusts me. Never mind that now. Okay, I’m going to drop that twig up there onto your head. Don’t look up.”

	A second later, Gemma felt something touch her hair. She reached up and found a pair of leaves on a few centimetres of twig.

	“No harm,” Chess said. He clicked his fingers again, and the teapot relocated to a metre to the left of Gemma’s shoulder. It vanished and returned to its original position on the tray. “That was an attempt to drop the teapot on your head. It wouldn’t kill you or even scald you, but it would be potential harm so it won’t work.” He shrugged. “Don’t ask me why. I asked Granny Belinda, and she just said, Because. If it was a glass of water I’d be able to slop some on Jordy, because that would be no harm. I probably couldn’t do it to you because we’re not on close enough terms.”

	“So Court can’t psychically clobber anyone who grabs him.”

	“He’d put up a pretty good account of himself in the normal way. He’s very strong,” Jordana said.

	“He must be, the way he tosses you around on stage. But the point is, since Ms Curly came for him, he’s probably off on fairy business.” She glanced at Chess. “Martina Bless-me-father said he told her he had a sunrise appointment, but that it’s nothing to do with dawn rites or rolling in the dew.”

	“I’ve never heard of anything like that, but I live pretty much human. I think Martina would know, as she’s a pureblood. He could have gone over there with your Ms Curly, I suppose.”

	“He came back on Friday almost on time for the gig, though.”

	“And then took off again for this mysterious sunrise appointment. There must be a gateway around, if that’s where he went.”

	Gemma looked at him in surprise. “There’s a gate in a grove of trees near a tower down the road. Henry and I have been using it since Friday. Missus Merriweather took us through the first time. Since then, Tab and Josefa have done it, since they’re at Counterpoint every day, too. They live in fairyland.”

	“It’s called over there,” Chess said.

	“Fairyland will do.”

	“How far away is this gate?” Jordy asked.

	“A few minutes’ drive.”

	“So potentially Court and Ms Curly could have driven to the gateway on Friday quite quickly, seen Court’s mother and then got back here almost in time for the five o’clock gig.”

	“It doesn’t take Henry long to drive it. It’d take one or two hours to walk, I reckon. But hey—there’s a garage there. That mechanic who wanted you to do Greensleeves fixed Court’s van, so he must have parked there.”

	“He didn’t take the van on his moonlight flit. It’s still here.”

	Gemma shrugged. “He could have got a lift. There are heaps of people shuttling to and fro. Probably not with Tab or Josefa, because they’d have said, but maybe someone else. Could even have been one of Tab’s brothers. One of them was in the van when Court came back on Friday. Tango or Tempo. It wasn’t Timbre. He’s not old enough to drive.”

	Chess leaned forward, his face sharpening. “I think we’re getting somewhere.”

	“I’ll ask Tab when I see him.” Gemma drank the last of her tea and got up. “So, what—we try to find out if anyone gave Court a lift to the tower? And identify Ms Curly? And find Court’s mother?”

	Chess assented.

	“He might have walked, I suppose...”

	“In that case someone might have seen him.”

	“Hm. How long do we give it before we let people know officially? There must already be talk.”

	“A couple more days? Let’s say Thursday. I don’t think we can leave it longer.”

	Gemma left them. She wanted Henry, but she was testing herself, so she went to the trailer to get a change of clothes and some tissues. She looked at herself in the small mirror above the basin in the trailer. Her hair shone and her skin, usually pale, had a satin glow.

	Well, well. Is that the fairyland water, or is it increased circulation? She undid her overalls and pulled off the vest she had underneath. Her breasts showed a few small red marks where Henry had got what he termed a bit excited. She smiled and stroked the places. He loved her body. He wasn’t much for compliments, but his lips and fingers said it all.

	A goose walked over her grave and she shivered.

	He doesn’t want it to be over either. He said it needn’t be, but where does he live? He’s staying at the cottage to save on accommodation, and he drives an old car. He works with numbers... but he’s obviously not in full-time work. Can he afford to spend so much time with me?

	I could ask Flick, if I knew her number. It must be in his phone. Or, I could just ask him.

	A half familiar sing-song tone made her jump and reach for her phone before she realised it wasn’t hers. She turned and looked at Court’s mobile, still on the divider where he must have left it. She picked it up.

	There were a couple of missed calls from numbers she knew, but that was all. Court had changed his number and his email address after dealing with the idiot who’d tried to sue him for plagiarism and only a few people had his new ones. She was familiar with these, as she acted as his first line of defence.

	She checked his messages and found nothing new since the first check they’d made on Saturday. She put the phone on to charge, just in case. He wouldn’t call his own phone, but maybe someone who called him might leave a clue. She was checking the connection when something struck her. The tone hadn’t come from this phone, because there was no new message. It hadn’t come from hers. So, whose? Jordy and Chess would have theirs with them, since they were sleeping at the B&B. Jordy said the reception was poor in there, but they spent most of the day out and about.

	She pinged their phones, just in case.

	“Gem?”

	“It’s okay, Jordy. Just checking the phones. Did Chess get a ping?”

	“Yes,” Chess said distantly.

	“Okay.”

	She tried Court’s phone and let it go to message bank.

	Wrong tone. So what. Jordy’s tablet?

	It wasn’t where Jordy kept it, and a ping made no audible response.

	Gemma tried to remember where the sound had come from. Could it be someone just outside the trailer?

	She opened the door and stared straight into Henry’s hopeful gaze. His eyes lit up. “I know you wanted to sort things out with Jordana and her husband, but have you finished yet?”

	“Oh, you!” She hauled him inside by the shirt front, marched him backwards to her cubical and tipped him onto the bed.

	“Are we going to—”

	“No, you Nissan hut. Why would I want to do it in here when we’ve got that cottage waiting?”

	“Just a little something on account?”

	“No. You’ll get excited. I love it when you get excited, but I want to—”

	“You can’t stand there like that and expect me not to be excited.”

	“Like—eeek!” He’d put his hands on her bare breasts, reminding her she was topless. She groaned with pleasure and then relaxed. “Why not?” She unbuttoned the hip of her overalls and let them fall to her ankles. “Get those pants down.”

	He complied.

	“You are excited.” She twanged him and slid her pants down, then kicked out of them. “How strong are you?”

	“Strong enough.”

	“Prove it. Bend your knees.” She put her hands on his shoulders, bounced a few times to signal her intentions and then jumped.

	“Still excited?” she asked some minutes later.

	He had subsided onto the narrow bed, and she was still locked in place.

	He smiled into her eyes, focused, because he was wearing his glasses.

	“Just stay right there, Gemma. I might be able to go again.”

	“In yer dreams,” she said, laughing. She kissed him. “Now, clever dick, what about the drips?”

	He removed one arm from around her and pulled a paper napkin from his shirt pocket. “Got this from the bear claw place as a souvenir.”

	“That’s what I love about you. You’re Mister Prepared.”

	“There’s nothing I don’t love about you,” he said thoughtfully. He gave her the napkin but made no move to help her down. “Does that make me weird?”

	“Probably.”

	“Can we stay like this for a while?”

	“I wish we could, but I need to find a phone. Did you get a message while you were lurking out there?”

	“Did you
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