
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Lili and Chiara never miss a rostered shift at their aunt’s café. When Yannick makes them an offer they don’t want to refuse, they have to make a choice. Trusting their future to a grumpy baker and a Christmas wish is risky, but sharing is their style. Why change that now?

	 

	 

	Lili and Chiara love their jobs at Fee Kaffee, but after the peach schnapps and poteen incident sets off a family row, their home life feels increasingly restrictive. When Irish Toby tosses them charmed apples, they decide to make a Christmas wish. The café offers a venue, but their apples have vanished. It seems they’re not the only ones using Fee Kaffee for a little Christmas magic.

	Yannick has worked for Martina Bless for three years. He likes the job, but Martina’s twin nieces constantly distract him. In an effort to get them off his mind, he makes a charmed cake meant to attract his heart’s desire. He’s just added two spare apples to his recipe when he hears someone in the café.

	The twins need men, and Yannick needs a woman. It might be a match made in heaven, but there are two of them and only one of him. The three of them go to Yannick’s house to thrash the matter out. Once they find their solution, everything is fine... maybe.

	Meanwhile, at the café, Martina faces the post-Christmas rush with a staff gone suddenly AWOL. The only clue she has is a napkin with a two-word message saying Just Eloped.

	 


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.

	 

	Just Eloped

	Copyright © 2020 Lark Westerly

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-3099-3

	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

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Just Eloped

	A Fairy in the Bed

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Lark Westerly

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	If you love a bit of Christmas magic, this one is for you.

	 


 

	 

	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

	Just Eloped stands alone, but you may recognise some of the characters and settings.

	Lili, Chiara and Yannick appeared in Geese a Laying, which tells the story of what happened to Martina while her staff went AWOL.

	Martina Bless appeared in Geese a Laying, Sunshower, and also in the Counterpoint books. Dequan Qin was in Geese a Laying and had a small but pivotal role in Queen of the May. They reappear in Arms Around Her.

	Tab and Josefa appear in several books. They met in Sam and the Sylvan.

	Like Geese a Laying, and Queen of the May, Just Eloped, is set in 2020. 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. 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.

	 


Chapter One: It’s a Twin Thing

	 

	 

	Lili Bless, Christmas Eve

	 

	Lili woke at six o’clock on Christmas Eve, just as her sister blinked awake in the second twin bed.

	They sat up in unison.

	Nina, their mother, didn’t understand how they did that.

	“It’s a twin thing.” That was their answer to everything.

	“Don’t be ridiculous. You’re not even identical.”

	Nina had taken them for genetic testing when they were four.

	Anyway, Lili had darker hair and bluer eyes.

	Nina didn’t believe in the twin thing. She didn’t believe in the sight, either. The twins did. Tante Martina had it. The occasional information that came into Lili’s mind might have come from the sight, but she thought it just as likely it came from Chiara.

	They turned to their wardrobes on opposite sides of the room. Lili picked out a pair of jeans she hadn’t worn in months and a pink singlet top. She conjured them on.

	Behind her, Chiara closed her closet door with a bang.

	She turned to face her sister across the room.

	“Dammit.”

	“Twinned again,” Chiara said mournfully. She had on an old pair of jeans and a pink singlet top as well. They weren’t identical to Lili’s, but they were close enough.

	“I’ll change. Otherwise Mum will think we did it to annoy,” Lili said.

	“She won’t see us. We’ll get coffee at the firm.”

	The firm was their name for Fee Kaffee, the café where they had worked for the past three years. It belonged to their aunt, Martina Bless. Martina was unruffled, fair-minded, and sometimes formidable. She scared the pants off patrons who got out of line.

	“Our Martina’s better than a cattle prod to the balls when she’s roused.” That was what Uncle Dario said. He was only six years older than the twins and their mother disapproved of him.

	Lili conjured two bananas out of the kitchen as they headed for the garage. She could have conjured coffee, but the stuff Nina bought was denatured, decaf and tasteless. They’d tried buying their own supply. Nina called that ridiculous.

	Lili stuck half a banana in her mouth and chose a bike at random. They’d each bought an identifying sticker so they’d know whose bike was whose, but they had accidentally chosen the same ones.

	In unison, they trod on their pedals and wheeled out of the garage and along the quiet street.

	“Zwillingsschwester?”

	“Hm?” Lili focused. Chiara only ever called her twin sister for something important.

	“Identical twins?” Chiara suggested.

	“Been there, done that, and they were—”

	“Identical dicks.”

	“Not even pretty ones.”

	“Bendy and—”

	“Ugh.”

	They canted around a corner and another. The market was two blocks ahead.

	They stopped together in a spurt of gravel before they wheeled their bikes into the racks provided for the market.

	Lili conjured the wide-mouthed market baskets their aunt insisted on.

	“I saw that, Lili Bless!” Tab Merriweather called, grinning at them from across the parking area.

	Tab had three look-alike brothers, so his habitual focus on detail meant he could easily identify the twins.

	Lili gave him the finger. “Oh, go and yodel Josefa.”

	“Go and what?”

	Chiara flicked a glance at Lili, and they chorused, “Stick your dick where the sun don’t shine.”

	“Josefa is my sunshine.” Tab’s attention turned to his betrothed, who was desperately poking at the keyhole of an ancient yellow utility.

	“Shit-shit-shit, it’s stuck in the hole,” she yelled.

	The twins laughed.

	“Tango and Tempo? Togetherness would be normal to them,” Lili pondered sotto voce.

	“Too young,” Chiara objected.

	“They’re legal. Let’s ask Tab.”

	“Ask me what, you mad mädchens?” Tab had unnaturally good hearing.

	Lili looked him over. The Merriweather brothers were all tall with dark hair, pale skin and grey-gold eyes. Tab, the eldest, was betrothed to Josefa, and Timbre, the youngest, was in love with a courtfolk lady. That left Tango and Tempo in the middle.

	Tab backed up against the ute with Josefa. “Why are you two looking predatory?”

	“Would Tango and Tempo like us for Christmas, do you think? Or maybe we could have them?” Chiara asked.

	“Not if you’re going to look at them like that.”

	“We’d make very nice Christmas presents. So would they.” Chiara sounded injured.

	Tab crossed his forefingers and put up his hands. “Save me, Josefa. They’re doing that x-ray spooky-eyed twin thing.”

	“Never mind, I’m sure you’ve got nice bones,” Josefa said. She turned to the twins. “You can’t have Tab. He’s all mine. You have good taste in men, but I warn you, Tan’s got that nice brae halfling—Alys something—in his sights.”

	“No dice then. We need a matched pair.” Lili waved to Josefa and grabbed her sister’s free hand. “Dylan it is.”

	There was only one of Dylan Castle, but that wasn’t the point. He was a possible solution to their other problem which, loosely speaking, boiled down to How to Get out of Dodge.

	Dodge was their name for their parents’ house, which felt increasingly like a too-tight pair of jeans.

	It was definitely too tight in the knicker department. Their unsatisfying liaison with the identical twins had taken place in the men’s van after work, and the logistics, as well as the twins, had proved impossible.

	They entered the market and bought tomatoes and a box of eggs from Jeremy Costas.

	“Bother. We ought to have got the eggs last,” Lili said.

	“They’re padded with feathers,” Jeremy said.

	“Really?”

	He shrugged. “Where there’s poultry, there’s feathers, and they’re more environmentally sound than packing peanuts.”

	Lili thanked him, and they moved off in concert along the front line of stalls.

	“Target locked in,” Chiara said presently.

	Lili looked at the tall young man with the mixed vegetable stall. He had brown hair, blue eyes and a beauty spot on his cheek. She caught his eye and smiled demurely.

	“Hi, Dylan.”

	“Hey, Lili. Hey, Chiara. What can I do you for?”

	“We don’t need much today, since the café’s closed tomorrow for Christmas,” Lili said.

	“I’ve got some nice fresh peas and these long radishes.”

	“Yes, and we need some of the rocket for pizzas.”

	“And potatoes. We could make potato salad and take the leftovers home for supper,” Chiara suggested.

	Dylan said, “Those baskets must get heavy. Do you want me to deliver them to Ms Bless after I finish up here?”

	“That’s sweet of you, but Yannick needs them right away,” Lili said. She opened her purse, making a production of finding the right money. Stallholders got uneasy when she conjured.

	“How’s life in the share house? Still packed in like kippers?” she added casually.

	Dylan said, “It’s even more kippery now. Ty moved in last week. You know—my cousin? Better for the rent, but he’s got all this stuff.”

	“Yes, we know Ty.” She put her purse away. “C’mon, Chi.”

	Dylan said, “There’s a party at the Apple Crate on the twenty-seventh if you’d like to come with.”

	“We don’t have a car,” Lili said, smiling at him. He was such a nice lad—pity about the cousin, his cousin’s stuff, and the kipperish state of his share house.

	“We can take you. Double date.”

	“You and Ty?” Lili said.

	“Sure.”

	“Catch you, maybe,” Chiara said over her shoulder as she walked on.

	“Hey, Lili...”

	“Yes?”

	“Um—you are over eighteen?”

	“Coming up twenty-one,” she said. “Why?”

	“Just checking before I gave you this.” Dylan handed her a small brown bag. “Merry Christmas.”

	Lili tucked it into her pocket. “Merry Christmas, Dylan.”

	“That’s a bust,” she said when she caught up with Chiara at the soft fruit stall.

	“Even Dodge is better than a kipperish place with Ty in it,” Chiara said. “Dylan is so sweet, but Ty—”

	“You know what Uncle Dario says.”

	“Damp hands mean sloppy cock.” Chiara paused in thought and then said, “I wonder how he knows? He’s not gay, is he?”

	“No. Maybe bi-curious.”

	“Or just omnivorous. Do you think he might know someone with a spare room?”

	Lili regretfully shook her head. “Anyone Uncle Dario knows would be in Melbourne. Besides, he’d tell Dad.”

	“Dad would tell Mum and then the shit would hit the fan.”

	“What’s wrong with us... with Mum? We’re nearly fucking twenty-one!” Lili said.

	“At least we’ve got the firm and Tante Martina. Pity we can’t live with her,” Chiara said.

	“She likes her privacy. Besides, the shit really would hit the family fan if we did that.”

	 


Chapter Two: Peach Schnapps and Poteen

	 

	 

	Chiara Bless, Christmas Day

	 

	Chiara wanted to sleep in on Christmas Day.

	That was never going to happen. Their brother, Luca, was still young enough to be excited about presents and trees.

	Every year, they’d petitioned for a proper tree, but Nina preferred her table-top no-mess model with the rigid limbs.

	Chiara made an effort, anyway. She talked Lili into wearing the new shirts Nina had bought them.

	Lili’s was silky plain green with a handkerchief hem, and Chiara’s was crisp red and white, with a poinsettia splashed on the front.

	They looked at themselves in the mirror with considering expressions.

	“If we’d picked out one ourselves, which would it be?” Chiara wondered.

	“Neither. They’re awesome. Just not us,” Lili said.

	They got through the day, helped by cherries and chocolates, Christmas cake, Christmas carols and a mad game of Christmas Charades with Luca.

	By ten o’clock, the twins were family-Christmassed-out and they retired to their room.

	“Market tomorrow. Are we going to say yes to Dylan’s party?” Chiara said.

	“Not much point. But speaking of...” Lili produced a mini bottle of peach schnapps from her knicker drawer and poured some into their water glasses.

	They sipped in unison.

	It was revoltingly...something. Chiara said, “Where did you get that?”

	“Dylan gave it to me yesterday. Look, he’s put a ribbon around the neck. Sweet.”

	“Nice Dylan is plying you with alcohol? Why?”

	Lili shrugged. “He is nice, and he wants to
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