
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Queenie Hart was delighted when her landlord offered her an extended lease on her new home at The Belfry. The rent was twelve special tarts to be delivered on Christmas Day! In between courting Mitch and dealing with other people’s agendas, Queenie got baking.

	 

	 

	With Halloween safely behind her, and her alternating lovers James and Mitch agreeing to share her time, Queenie Hart has more attention to spare for her fledgeling baking business, Queen of Tarts.

	That’s lucky, for she has a brand-new challenge. Her irascible landlord, Oliver, has laid it upon her to invent and create twelve brand new and original tarts in his honour and to deliver them to him on Christmas Day.

	Queenie is eager to begin, and Mitch is eager to assist, but life is busy and fallout from Halloween needs to be addressed. What with finding time to be with Mitch, trying to keep in touch with James, taming Ayesha the Terrible, sorting out Shane and Branok, finding out what Angel Petty did with a parcel, and dealing with seven bells with a mind of their own, Queenie barely has time to think. Christmas is coming and twelve new tarts take time to create. The last recipe is elusive. Queenie just hopes she can make the deadline.
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	For all the inventive cooks out there—you know who you are!

	 


 

	 

	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	Queen of Tarts 1 and 2 tell the story of how Queenie Hart, pastrycook and independent woman, found a new home at The Belfry, met her two lovers, Mitchell Kingsolver and James Stuart, and how she got to know her landlords from Porthwellian Tredennick as well as Branok and Gillan St Ives, the relatives her father avoids. The Halloween Ball solved some of her problems, and Queenie temporarily farewelled James and settled down with Mitch at The Belfry. End of story. Except—I knew there was more to tell.

	Exactly what did Oliver, Queenie’s irascible senior landlord, want Queenie to pay in rent? What would happen when Ayesha the Terrible came to live at The Belfry? What was the mystery of Kerensa’s bells? Would Queenie get her photograph of James and a matching one of Mitch? Who was the hidden ancestor in her family tree? How would her life proceed now Halloween was over and the Caledonian Curse was gone for another year?

	Queen of Tarts 3 answers these questions in suitably festive fashion.

	Queenie, Mitch, and James first appeared in Queen of Tarts 1. Branok and Gillan St Ives and their family and the firm of Porthwellian Tredennick also appear in the Being Tamzin series. Flick Dark, Kris Peckerdale, and Peck Grene have all featured in the Fairy in the Bed series.

	Queen of Tarts 3 is set in November and December 2021, but for the purpose of this book, the Covid 19 pandemic never happened. The tide times at Fiddle Bay may not be correct, but after all, Fiddle Bay exists only in my imagination.

	Will Queenie and her men pop up again? Well, there’s a heather-hound to meet and an organ to discover. James has still not been revealed to Shane and there’s more to be learn about Queenie’s painting, so who knows?

	 


Chapter One: Post-Halloween Debriefing

	 

	 

	Queenie Hart, November 1st, 2021

	 

	Queenie Hart woke on Monday to a slew of mixed feelings.

	The first of November might not be a festival or a momentous day to most folk, but to Queenie it always stood out as a yin-yang day of the good and the not-so-good.

	On the side of the good, she could return from the place she called Caledonia-on-my-Mind, a mental space where a cranky and contentious Scotswoman took her over for the whole of October and clear through Halloween.

	On the side of the not-so-good, she had to repair the damage her streams of fantastical cod-Scottish dialect might have done to her relationships with... just about anybody, really. She usually also had to look for a new temporary job and restore her finances after Caledonia-inspired spending sprees.

	This year, things had been a trifle different. More than a trifle, really. The good and the not-so-good were also changed. The good was better. The not-so-good... that remained to be seen.

	A move from Sydney to a renovated church just outside Fiddle Bay a couple of months earlier had allowed her to establish and expand her fledgeling baking business, Queen of Tarts. She had made new friends and found eager clients for her luxury tarts. Then October struck... but now she was safely out the other side.

	She turned to regard the best thing of all about the good of the day. Her lover, Mitchell Kingsolver, lay beside her. He was still asleep, and she took her time to examine his face. He was a pixie man, a fairy, but apart from his perfect and unblemished olive skin, he could easily have passed for human. He was tall and lanky, slim-hipped and long-limbed, with dark hair worn a little long and thickly lashed hazel eyes. His mouth was charming. Almost everything about him was charming, even his klutziness when dealing with technology.

	Two things needed work to make him her perfect lover. One was his cat, Ayesha. Queenie had never met the creature, but she knew Ayesha was a grey ice queen, a fay feline who was also a phaser. She wasn’t too sure what all that meant, except that Ayesha ruled Mitch with an iron paw, sometimes barely tolerating him, but still insisting that he let her set and keep her routine.

	Ayesha was currently staying with Mitch’s mother, Danna, who looked after her every October while Mitch was unavoidably unavailable.

	Ayesha fiercely resented being sent to stay with Danna, but the other option was untenable. Mitch lived most of the time at a place he called the pied-a-terre at nearby Borrowdale Junction. He ferried passengers in his mini-bus, Ethel, between the station and Oakengrove, the big house at Fiddle Bay. He also did deliveries for Fiddle-de-Dee, the Fiddle Bay supermarket. His third job was the one where he traded as The Fixer, helping people in the greater Sydney area out of problems that needed fixing now. That was how he and Queenie had met. She’d had to leave her unit in Sydney within twenty-four hours and move into The Belfry, the converted church where she lived now. No moving company would agree to help her at such short notice. The Fixer said he would, and he did. He had helped her repeatedly thereafter.

	The Fixer loved eating tarts and seemed fascinated by the variety and the possibilities. Queenie made her living by inventing and baking them. It was a match made in heaven—almost.

	Ayesha was a problem that had to be solved.

	The other difficulty was James.

	James Stuart was the most beautiful man Queenie had ever met. He was also the reason Mitch was unavailable during October. James had auburn hair, grey eyes and a pale Celt’s complexion. His penchant for wearing argyle sweaters and tartan pyjamas was regrettable, but she could work with that. She loved James dearly—as much as she loved Mitch.

	They were devoted to her, but they had resented one another for years.

	The two of them were working on a rapprochement, and Queenie knew they’d made a good start already.

	Not that they could ever function as a ménage à trois. 

	That, Queenie thought, necessitated both men being present in the same place at the same time. Mitch and James never were.

	How could they be when they were, in some sense, the same man?

	Just like Queenie’s, their Octobers took a left-hand turn into chaos.

	James had explained it to Queenie in simple terms. Mitchell Kingsolver had been born as a normal pixie lad. He had a fix-it manifestation, not uncommon in his order, which meant he had the imperative to solve problems for other people.

	When he was about twelve, he developed a manifestation personality... James. The pattern worked itself out over the next two years and since then the two men had co-existed, with Mitch presenting for eleven months of the year and James emerging on the first day of October and departing in the last few seconds of Halloween. They looked different. They had different accents, and they had different tastes and different desires... except that they both wanted Queenie.

	James had told Queenie that. He was used to having to defer to Mitch for eleven months each year, but in the matter of Queenie he was not prepared to give in. He had, after all, met her first in the previous October. They had spent just a few minutes together, but to James, that was enough to establish a prior claim.

	Queenie hadn’t met Mitch until ten months later, but she had got to know him rather well—intimately, in fact—before he had to defer to James on the first of October.

	James knew his other self was Queenie’s lover. He’d been furious about that, but at least he was prepared to talk about it.

	Mitch, on the other hand, had tied himself in knots trying to prepare Queenie for his absence in October without ever mentioning James’ existence.

	Now that Mitch had re-emerged, his attitude of denial had to change. It would change. It already was changing. Queenie was determined to have her tart and eat it too. Except that she was the tart. Figuratively speaking.

	She wanted to kiss Mitch awake and enjoy the morning glory deferred for far too long, but before she could get started on her delectable pixie man, her phone rang.

	Queenie gave a startled bleat, and then she turned round to grab her phone from the nightstand.

	Mitch didn’t get along too well with phones. If he woke before she got hold of it, he would try to help her. He might then end up conjuring the phone halfway to Ethiopia.

	“Yes?” she said, more abruptly than she’d intended as she fumbled the pick-up.

	A chorus of Happy Birthday to You hit her unprepared ears in stereo.

	Queenie jerked the phone away and realised belatedly that it was a video call.

	Of course... I knew they’d call.

	Two faces, rarely seen but still beloved, beamed at her from the screen.

	The song ended with a long and loud smooching sound, again rendered in stereo, as her parents kissed her virtually.

	“Happy birthday, my darling,” her mum said.

	Absence made the heart grow much fonder where Queenie and her parents were concerned.

	“Thanks, Mum.” Queenie smiled with genuine affection. Her mother, Liberty Hart, wrote self-help books and spoke at seminars. Her dad, Shane, had taken early retirement but still plied his trade as a builder wherever he and Liberty happened to be. They had sold up and gone travelling when Queenie left home, just as they’d always intended.

	There was no estrangement, and Queenie had always known there was no going back under the parental wings. She’d moved out in complete knowledge that she would now be on her own.

	“Are you still in bed, Queenie?”

	Oh-oh. It hadn’t taken long for Liberty to start disapproving.

	“I am,” Queenie said. “Late night,” she added, although she had no need to justify herself to her mother.

	“Oh? Did you go somewhere nice, love?” That was her dad, the conciliatory half of the couple. Shane disliked conflict almost as much as Mitch did.

	“I did. It was—”

	The bed rocked a little as Mitch woke and reached for Queenie. He pulled her backwards into his arms with a murmur of pleasure.

	“Queenie?” That was her mum again. “Are you having an earthquake?”

	“No Mum. And yes, Dad—it was lovely. I went to a Halloween Ball in the most glorious costume,” Queenie said.

	“That doesn’t look like your place,” Shane said. As a builder, he had an acute eye for architectural detail.

	“Well, it is.”

	“Your landlady been remodelling? That looks like a fine job of plastering.”

	“No—oh! Of course, you didn’t know! I’ve moved.”

	“Oh? Where are you now?”

	Mitch kissed her neck, closing a possessive hand over one of her breasts.

	Queenie suppressed a squirm. “It’s a place called The Belfry, at Kirk Circle—near Fiddle Bay,” she explained.

	“Oh.” Her dad sounded puzzled.

	“Well, that’s a problem,” her mum said, a little crossly.

	“Why? It’s a lovely place. Nice people. The rent’s much lower...”

	In fact, she’d been allowed to live rent-free for her first three months.

	“We posted your birthday present to your Mother Goose Lane address.”

	“Oops.” That was indeed a problem, but she fought back. “I thought we agreed we weren’t going to do birthday and Christmas presents anymore?”

	Liberty had the grace to look sheepish. “We did—but this was just perfect for you with your interest in baking. We wanted you to have something nice. Maybe your landlady will forward it to you.”

	Pigs might fly.

	“I’ll check with her,” Queenie said.

	“You really might have told us you’d moved,” Liberty said.

	“We do like to know where you are, love,” Shane said.

	“Why? I never know where you are... unless you call and tell me. It’s not as if you can drop in to visit.” Queenie sighed, and she added hastily, “Sorry. I’m just—”

	Mitch pressed against her with obvious and urgent intent.

	Queenie hitched around and gave him a gentle shove.

	He woke properly at that, sitting up and saying, brightly, “Are you okay, my love?”

	“Aye, I’m bonnie.” Queenie caught herself as a remnant of Caledonia-on-my-Mind infected her speech.

	Liberty said, stiffly, “Queenie, must you?”

	Queenie frowned. On a wicked impulse, she held out her phone to Mitch. “I’m in a fix,” she said. “Can you deal with it?”

	“Anything for you, my love.” Mitch juggled the phone the right way up. “Good morning,” he said, beaming at the screen.

	Mitch adored his own parents. It was another of the few things he shared with James.

	Queenie settled back, hands behind her head, to enjoy the show.

	Ye ken ye should deal wi’ your ain messes...

	Och, let Mitch do it. He lo’es to help.

	She heard her mother say, “Excuse me—who are you?”

	“My name is Mitchell Kingsolver,” he said readily. “And I expect you’re Queenie’s mum and dad.”

	“Guilty as charged,” Shane said.

	“I’d love to meet you sometime and go for a beer or a coffee or whatever you choose, but today we have rather a lot on.”

	“A lot of what?” Shane sounded suspicious.

	“We have campaigns to plan, and Queenie says we need to talk about my roommate, my mani-self, tarts, dogs, bats and potential babies. We’re expecting someone to unward the belltower door this morning and before that we need to have breakfast and a shower. Before that we need to have one another. It’s a matter of urgency.”

	He paused courteously, to allow Queenie’s parents to respond. They didn’t.

	Mitch said, “So thank you for calling. Queenie will no doubt call you back when it’s a little more convenient. Don’t worry, she’s well and beautiful and I hope she’s as happy as she looks. I will take as much care of her as she’ll allow. Goodbye for now.”

	He stabbed at the end-call button and somehow flipped the screen, starting a cacophony of bagpipe music, left over from Queenie’s brush with Caledonia-on-my-Mind.

	Queenie held out her hand and he gave her the phone.

	She ended the music and then she stared him down.

	“What a performance.”

	Mitch said gently, “Too much?”

	“No, my lovely Fixer. It was perfect. I love them and they love me, but this morning I just can’t be dealing with the fallout.” She tossed the phone on the nightstand, rolled over and held out her arms. “Are you ready?”

	“Always,” he said, smiling. He rolled in and kissed her with enthusiasm. “Let’s debrief.”

	“I debriefed... or rather, deknickered... last night, as you well know.”

	Mitch beamed at her, his beautiful hazel eyes sparkling with joy and desire.

	Queenie responded by scrambling on top of him and sitting down, hard.

	Mitch’s eyes widened and darkened, and she smiled down at him. “It’s been a while. See how long you can hold out.”

	“Longer than you,” he said. He made a minute adjustment with his hips, and Queenie let out a yip of surprise.

	“No fair!” she gasped. She tried to hold back, but Mitch was far too skilled, and she yelled fit to ring the rafters.

	Mitch, possibly perceiving she was too shell-shocked to keep moving, flipped them over and urged her to lift her legs. He, too was in a hurry, and a few seconds later, he gasped and collapsed on top of her, breathing hard.

	Queenie, agreeably squashed, licked his shoulder.

	He kissed her sweetly. “Good morning, my own darling love.”

	“Good morning to you, too,” she said cordially. “Mitch...”

	“Yes, I know. You want to say good morning to James. Go ahead.”

	“I shall.” Queenie pulled his head down and she kissed him gently, thinking of her other almost lover, Mitch’s second self.

	She was unsure if he would hear her, although he’d said he would know, on some level, if she was thinking of him.

	She whispered, “Guid morning to ye, my ain dear laddie. This kiss is all for you, with my dearest love.” She kissed Mitch again, and then she added, matter-of-factly, “Mitch, may I have a mop-up?”

	He said, “Coming up,” and he handed her what she needed. He rolled off, but instead of getting out of bed, he pulled her gently back into his arms.

	“Your dearest love?”

	He sounded displeased.

	Queenie said, “Yes. I promised him that. I promise you that, too.”

	She remembered, belatedly, that she’d held off saying I love you to Mitch when October loomed. She could say it now.

	“I love you, Mitchell Kingsolver.”

	Mitch said, “You really can love us both?”

	“I can. I do. Not exactly in the same way, but it’s to the same degree. I love you two more than I’ve ever loved anyone... except maybe my parents... and that’s a totally different thing.” She snuggled against him.

	She didn’t thank him for his suggestion that she might say good morning to James, or for his acquiescence in being kissed as a proxy. As she’d told James, she would never ask permission or accept being managed by either of them. She would love both men... or neither.

	She was tossing up whether to have breakfast or to invite Mitch to share a shower or maybe to enjoy a post-coital nap and an encore first, when her phone rang for the second time that morning.

	She frowned.

	“I hope that’s not Mum and Dad again.”

	Mitch kissed her breast.

	“It might be a client.”

	“Better get it, then.”

	Queenie reached behind her. “Can’t reach.”

	Mitch shifted one hand, and the phone popped into Queenie’s grasp.

	Not Ethiopia, then...

	“Multitasking now?” she said, laughing. She poked accept and attempted to get the phone to her ear. “Hello?”

	“Greet you, Queenie,” a pleasant voice said. She recognised it instantly as her youngest landlord, Androw Tredennick.

	“Oh, greet you, Andy. What’s up?”

	“I’m not sure how to answer that. We wondered if you’d care to let us in. I’ve brought Oliver as promised, to deal with the belltower door.”

	It took a couple of seconds for Queenie to grasp the situation. When she did, she rolled away from Mitch in a hurry and bounced to her feet. “Wh-where are you?” she asked, as the bright patches of colour from the stained-glass windows bathed her naked form.

	“Just outside The Belfry. You were expecting us?”

	Queenie rolled her eyes at Mitch, who lay relaxed in her bed with his hands clasped behind his head. He looked utterly happy.

	You mongrel. You’re enjoying this.

	“Yes, but not necessarily so early.”

	“It’s gone half-past ten, and the tide’s low enough, so we came through,” Andy said.

	“Okay—right—give me a minute to get dressed, and I’ll be with you,” Queenie said. She ended the call and then she widened her eyes at Mitch. “Don’t just lie there, Master Fixer—do something!”

	“Anything for you,” he said readily. He got out of bed, and Queenie took a few seconds to admire him before he double-tapped his wrist with the other hand and was suddenly wearing his working clothes of dull green shirt and khaki pants. “I’ll make them tea while you have a shower,” he said. He blew her a kiss. “Take your time, my love.”

	Queenie grabbed a plaid blouse and pinafore and scooted down the wide steps from the mezzanine bedroom, then into the bathroom.

	So much for my plan to introduce Mitch to the delights of showering together.

	So much for my

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg





images/image.jpeg





