
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Tamzin finally has her life where she wants it. She’s betrothed, and a satisfying and exciting future beckons, but first she needs to face the two people whose actions have caused so much complication in her life. Her parents—whoever they are.

	 

	 

	Tamzin has found some answers to her strange and complicated life. Confronting her parents, the architects of her problems, was never going to be easy, but she has finally cornered them in a cafe. The answers, when they come, are shocking, but Tamzin can now move on with her life, marry Matin Campania, and work with him on a new and challenging venture.

	Meanwhile, Nelis Winter and Xavier Partridge are also getting married after a year of romance and planning. Things are going their way, but they can’t give their friend Lucy an answer to the question of what happened to her cousin Dequan’s first girlfriend who vanished back in 2009. Nelis makes a wish to help Lucy with her puzzle, but she has no idea if it will work. Anyway, her own future is more enticing than trying to solve a decade-old mystery.

	Tamzin, now in possession of her old memories and happily married to the love of her life, has let go of her obsession with Dequan, but Matin is convinced she will meet him again and make a belated explanation for her abrupt disappearance from his life.

	Tamzin can’t see how this will ever happen, but her life is already stranger than any fairy tale, and in the end she accepts that Matin is usually right. She leaves the matter in the lap of fate, but fate hasn’t finished its games with Tamzin yet!
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	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

	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.

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

	Tamzin appeared in a tiny part in the Counterpoint books, and also cameos in the Queen of Tarts books along with Courtesan.

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

	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. In any case, it can’t be our world, because Sydney trains don’t allow non-assistance dogs as passengers.

	Is this the end of Tamzin’s story? Not exactly. She is likely to pop up at music festivals, including those held on Delphinium Island. Annie Blue and Kate Maple may yet get their own stories, and obviously Tamzin would be involved in those. Also—what exactly did Maggie Bróga-damhsa, Eamon the Red’s lovie, mean when she spoke of bottled ban-sidhe in the cellar at Bellflower Cottage? Will the tiny dancing lady Tamzin remembers ever be identified? What about the kaleidoscope? Time will tell. Finally, for anyone interested in Takk Engel and her wee dog Puffin, there is a free short story involving her and the Dames with Dogs on the Being Tamzin website. She also appears in One Hundred Roses.

	 


 

	 

	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

	 

	One Hundred Roses—2021-2022

	 


Part One: Tamzin

	 


Chapter One: Cream Cake

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Adelaide, March 1st, 2020

	 

	Tamzin Herrick had waited a long time to confront her parents. She’d run away from them the year she should have turned eighteen, and she’d had no contact with them since.

	That was what she’d believed until today, anyway. Now she’d discovered that Ada and Mister Sinister, or whatever their names really were, were still playing their peculiar mind games with her and with everyone else.

	They’d made her childhood a confusion of change and uncertainty. They’d forced her away from her first best friend, Emily, and they’d made her break up with her first love, Dequan, without a chance to explain or to say goodbye. They’d changed her name and her age and her possessions repeatedly, and they’d filled her with apprehensions.

	And why?

	For a game?

	Maybe if she hadn’t spent seven years in fairyland after she’d fled, she might have found out sooner. She might even have known, by now, whether this day in March really was her twenty-eighth birthday.

	Apprehension was not a good companion, but now all those apprehensions had gone. She had her parents cornered in a coffee shop, and she felt solidly determined and utterly confident.

	After all, Matin Campania was with her, and her darling elf man had promised her that her parents would explain themselves, whether they wanted to or not. Matin didn’t break his promises.

	She was aware of a lot of fuss from people behind them near Gallery Twenty-Five, but she was focused on Galleria Coffee—and on her cornered but oblivious quarry.

	“We’ll order something first,” she whispered as they entered.

	Matin turned his face to the counter, and after a sweeping glance behind them, he ordered a pot of tea for four, and four plates of cream cake.

	“We’re joining my fiancée’s parents over at table nine,” he said. He added, smiling, “We’re determined to break down their resistance.”

	“Our cream cake will do that,” the server said with a grin. “I’ll bring it over. Cash or card?”

	“Card.” Matin took his wallet out of his pocket. “You go ahead, sweetheart. I’ll be with you in a minute.”

	Tamzin blew him a kiss.

	With a swish of her green dress and a determined tapping of her spy-heeled shoes, she walked over to table nine and pulled up a chair.

	“Hi, Mum. Hi Dad... or is it still Breezy and Clem? How the hell are you?” She stared into their shocked faces, daring them to make a public scene. Then she said, quietly, “Penguin? Why does he call you Penguin?”

	Her mother shrugged. “An Adelie is a kind of penguin. Hence—penguin. Paul always did have an allusive way with words.”

	“Paul and Adelie—what?”

	“Who are Paul and Adelie? Our names are Ayesha and Joe Chaucer.” Her mother tapped her chest. She wore a sports watch on her left wrist, and a plain gold wedding band. Her face was bare of makeup and her straight strawberry blonde hair was pinned up to fit in under a helmet.

	She had lines in the corners of her eyes and a pair of bike gloves tucked in her top pocket.

	Tamzin took in the stranger who had borne her in a glance, but she stuck to the matter in hand. “Your names are not Ayesha and Joe anything. Paul and Adelie—what?” She looked up as Matin slid into the seat beside her. “They’re being obstructive.”

	He nodded to them. “Fou wasn’t much hurt when you threw your bike at him,” he said to Paul.

	“That was—unfortunate. Spur of the moment reaction.” He rolled his eyes to Adelie. “I said he should have been put down—but no, you had to play that last hand, right? You never did know when to fold.”

	“Don’t you dare talk about Fou like that,” Tamzin snapped. She added, “What happened to Barney? Did you put him down when he became an inconvenience?”

	Adelie put out her hand as if to touch Tamzin’s. Tamzin jerked away. Her gemstone bracelet, a birthday present from Matin, spat rainbow fire.

	Adelie looked taken aback, but then she recovered. “No, of course we didn’t put him down. Barney was my childhood dog. He lived to be fifteen. When he died, we got him a peace lily.”

	“You missed him when he went. You kept on asking for Ba-ba,” Paul said.

	“You left the peace lily behind.”

	He shrugged. “We couldn’t take it on the ship. Quarantine laws. They don’t live that long, anyhow.”

	“What?” Tamzin gave him a hard stare.

	He shrugged. “Three years... five, tops.”

	“Well, that’s longer than I got, the first time I was Tamzin.”

	Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Adelie’s brows rise and Matin gave a tiny humph which presumably covered a desire to laugh.

	“So, the lily in Room One’s a fake?”

	“Of course not. It’s a living, breathing specimen of Spathiphyllum wallisii.” Adele sounded insulted.

	Paul gave her an amused look. “Plants don’t breathe, Mills. You ought to know that. Didn’t you once work in a florist’s shop?”

	Adelie said, “It’s a different specimen, but as close as we could get to the original.”

	The server came to the table and put down a loaded tray. “Enjoy,” she said as she briskly removed items onto the table. She looked down, nonplussed, at the barely touched coffee Paul and Adelie had.

	“I do hope you haven’t added a purgative to that teapot, Alexandra,” Paul said.

	“Of course she hasn’t, Joe. She’d never do that. It would affect them as well.”

	From dogs to peace lilies to things in coffee—Tamzin had almost forgotten how impossible conversations with her parents could be.

	As if I’d put anything in their coffee...

	She remembered her friend Daylight had put poteen in hers once, and she’d all but accused Daylight’s friend Garret of adding something to the coffee when she’d been at Wildwood Studio.

	That was different.

	Tamzin struck the table with her fist, making the china clatter. “Will you two drop the act?”

	Adelie said, “We Chaucers are twinned at the hip. A double act comes naturally.”

	“Forget the Chaucers. In fact, forget them all. I want your real names. Your original names. Your complete names. Paul and Adelie what?”

	They stared at her, with the café lights reflecting in the biking Lycra.

	Tamzin said, “I want my original name, in full. I know I was called Alexandra—Zandie—”

	“God no! Zandie is what she called you, against our express—”

	Paul stopped Adelie with a tap on the wrist. His long ponytail was streaked with grey, and he had a mole high on one cheek. She didn’t remember that, so it must be fake. He wore a black and white skull ring on his little finger. “Settle down, Penguin. Water under the bridge.”

	“Names,” Tamzin said, implacably.

	“All right. You made your point. Mind you, could have knocked us down with a feather when we found you’d reverted to Tamzin Herrick. Why did you do that?”

	“Because I wanted to. Names. Otherwise, I will make a terribly public scene, and something will happen that you won’t enjoy.”

	They sighed in unison. Then Paul said, “Paul Bysshe-Minister and Adelie Jane Spenser at your service—though it’s hardly relevant. We haven’t used those names for a long, long time. Twenty-five years, to be precise.”

	Bysshe-Minister—Sinister.

	“Branok St Ives was right,” Tamzin said to Matin. “He said maybe the original name was something that rhymed with sinister. Winchester, he thought. And Bysshe...”

	“Some connection with Percy Bysshe Shelley’s grandfather, or so my father said. Terribly tenuous, but then, he was terribly pretentious,” Paul said.

	“And Spenser—as in Gallery Spenser or Edmund Spenser, the Faerie Queen man?”

	“Yes, that’s right.” Adelie leaned forwards. “To the literary wits that hung around Paul, that made me Fairy Penguin. I was practically forced to ring the changes.”

	“You should have married me when you got the chance, Penguin,” Paul said.

	“And become Penguin Bysshe-Minister? I don’t think so!”

	Tamzin hit the table again.

	Her father looked at her reproachfully. “You were always a bad-tempered child. I see you’re no better as an adult. How old are you now?”

	“Twenty-eight today,” Tamzin said through her teeth.

	“God, are you really?”

	She shrugged. “I chose to use the birthdate you assigned me as Tamzin. Do you even remember my real one?”

	“Not for certain,” Adelie said. “It was all a bit of a daze in those days. Could have been late New Year’s Eve or early New Year’s Day.”

	“Day. There were fireworks already starting while you were still yelling,” Paul said.

	“I’ll take your word for it. You try having horrendous cramps in a taxi. The taxi driver wasn’t much help.”

	“I was born in a taxi?” For some reason, Tamzin felt outraged by that. It seemed so—so impermanent.

	“Yes. We had a few beers later to wet your head, and bonded.”

	“Bad idea,” Adelie said.

	Tamzin reflected that if she hit the table again, her fist would get sore. “What year was that?”

	“Nineteen-ninety-three. Just.”

	“So, I’m still twenty-seven.” She glanced at Matin. “But I’m keeping my gorgeous birthday present.”

	“Twenty-seven.” Paul Bysshe-Minister reached for a plate of cake and cut off a piece with the edge of a teaspoon.

	Tamzin poured herself some tea.

	“Tea, Miss Spenser?” Matin asked belatedly of Tamzin’s mother.

	Bysshe-Minister shook his head. “The Chaucers are flat white drinkers when they drink coffee at all. Usually, it’s hot water with a twist of lemon. Never tea. Who are you again?”

	“This is Matin Campania. My betrothed.”

	“Come again?”

	“We’re engaged.”

	Adelie glanced at Tamzin’s left hand.

	She waggled her right one. “Over here, Penguin.”

	“Oh God,” Adelie said. “You’ve found a fricking fairy.”

	“I have. In fact, I found several, but I get to keep the best one.”

	“I suppose that accounts for the get-up you’re wearing.”

	“This is the dress I got for my formal... the one you were supposed to take me shopping for.”

	“Was I?”

	“Yes!” she snarled. “You promised, but you didn’t come home in time, so I had to go on my own.”

	“Water under the bridge,” Bysshe-Minister said.

	“Say that again and you’ll wear that cake all over your fake ponytail,” Tamzin spat.

	Paul Bysshe-Minister grasped his tail of hair and tugged. “Nothing fake about this, my girl. I grew it, and the colour is natural. Might go for a man bun soon.”

	“Well, you obviously got to go to your formal, because I remember you sloping home from it looking like a wet week,” Adelie said.

	“Yes. You and Shades dragged me away the next day!”

	“You got to finish the school year. How do you come to have that dress still, anyway?”

	Tamzin breathed in sharply. “I hid it in that suitcase you forced on me.” She held up her hands. “Enough!”

	It was time to stop sniping and to get some answers.

	“I want you to tell me exactly what you were up to, and how it ties in with the exhibition in there,” she said, jerking her head towards Gallery Spenser.

	“Well—”

	“Do not begin with well. That indicates prevarication. Also, I want one of you to tell me. This double act is getting old. How about I ask questions and you give me straight answers. After that, we’ll leave, and you never need to see me again. You can play whatever games you want.”

	“Don’t be like—”

	For the third time, Tamzin hit the table.

	She pointed at Adelie. “Number one, what do you want me to do about Fou? Do you want him back?”

	Ada said, “No. He doesn’t fit in with the Chaucer lifestyle. You can keep him.”

	Paul muttered, “Aside from the bike incident, which was an honest accident, we treated him well enough.”

	“You abandoned him.”

	“We gave him to our daughter to mind. How is that abandonment?”

	Tamzin gritted her teeth. “Right. Now, how much of what you two said in Room One was true?”

	“Most of it,” Adelie said.

	“How is Shades—Wayne Ellington—mixed up in this?”

	“That’s more difficult. We met him back when we first got together.”

	“At a costume ball,” Paul said.

	“You were Percy Shelley, and I was Mary with a bracelet of bolts in case you turned into Frankenstein’s monster.”

	“That made no sense at all. I told you—”

	“What is he?” Tamzin cut in.

	“He went as a sinister magician, complete with white gloves, a wand and a rabbit,” Adelie said.

	Tamzin growled, “What is he?”

	“Oh. He’s a fixer. A facilitator. He helped us with a few matters.”

	“When did you find out he wasn’t human?”

	Adelie shrugged. “He is, partly. I think.”

	“But partly not.”

	“I guess we discovered it when we’d all had a bit much to drink, and he showed us a few tricks that went beyond fishing a twenty-cent piece out of my ear. Paul is pretty good at sleight of hand—always has been—but the things himself could do went well beyond that.”

	So, Sinister Magician isn’t too far from the truth.

	“How did he come to be mixed up with all your life changes?”

	“He—”

	“Facilitated,” Paul said.

	“Why?”

	For the first time, her parents looked disconcerted.

	“Why what?” Paul asked.

	“Why did he do it? Why did you do it—any of it? I ran through all sorts of ideas—witness protection, kidnapping, spies... criminal gangs... but none of them quite fitted. It took me a long time to work out why they didn’t fit, but I finally did.”

	“Oh?” Adelie leaned forward again.

	“You were enjoying it. And I thought if you’d really been afraid, as all that secrecy implied, you wouldn’t have. But why did you start?”

	“Money,” Adelie said.

	“Adventure,” Paul corrected.

	“Both.”

	Paul added, “We’d got into a bit of bother with my pretentious family, and Wayne suggested we might want to disappear for a bit. We talked it over and the idea grew from there. One of us—I forget which—proposed a change of identity. We didn’t know if it would work. Just moving to another state didn’t seem a good option. We’d be bound to run into someone who knew us, especially me, because I travelled with the firm.”

	“And got your face in glossy magazines,” Adelie put in.

	Paul continued, “For it to work, we’d have to be other people. We’d both done a bit of am Dram, and role playing appealed to us. When you were born, we put the idea on the back burner, but then Wayne conceived the idea of making it pay for itself. He’d applied for a huge arts grant—and he got it.”

	“Living expenses for twenty-five years,” Adelie said. “So, we were off and running. I went to art school to make me a viable partner in the enterprise, and Wayne found us a nanny—off the books—to take care of you while we prepared the ground.

	“We should have known better than to take his recommendation. We did, though.”

	“Nanny Lu,” Tamzin said.

	“You remember her?”

	“No. But I know the name.”

	“She seemed perfect—wanted a place to live for a while, was happy to work for board, and she said she’d looked after a lot of younger siblings. You took to her. She used to take you out, and sometimes you’d be gone the whole day, and you’d come back wet and sandy. We assumed you’d been down on the beach, but then one day she took you out when I was supposed to take you shopping for shoes. We went down to the beach to find you. We saw you both going into a little cave...”

	“You didn’t come out. I went in after you and found a dead end,” Paul said.

	Adelie said, “We were worried sick! We called Wayne, and he told us to simmer down, that you were safe, and that he’d have a word with Lu and drag her into line.”

	“That’s when we found out we’d hired a blooming fairy—Wayne’s daughter,” Paul said. “We didn’t even know he had one. He’d knocked up some elf woman one Christmas. Lu was the result.

	“We sacked her, of course, but she used to come in and—er—borrow you. Then one day she brought you back and you were screaming. You’d been hurt—cracked your head. It was almost a hospital trip, but as you’d never been registered...”

	“We told Wayne to sort it, and he said why not just do what we’d discussed and go. So we did. He gave us cameras and sound gear, and he told us how to set things up. He said to take lots of footage, and to make plans of our house. We were renting, anyway.”

	“We went to Tasmania, because there are no portals to boo-boo land there,” Paul said. “And so, we immersed ourselves in being the Blake family. You howled for bloody Nanny Lu for a few weeks, but we thought you’d forgotten her, the way you forgot Barney.”

	“It was a good time. We settled in a nice small town and enrolled you into a play group. We’d got well into the swing of it when Wayne showed up and said we’d better get a move on and follow the plan. What plan? we said. That’s when we found out his idea was a lot more ambitious than what we thought we’d agreed to—which was to create a life and document it for twenty-five years. He said that wouldn’t cut it, and if we wouldn’t fall into line, he’d have to ask for the money back right away, while there was still time to start with another family. He wanted us to move on every year, to make twenty-five installations, but we finally got him to agree to every two or three. It was awkward. We’d just got you a princess bed and you were not pleased to leave it behind.”

	“Bloody Nanny Lu all over again,” Paul said. “Only this time, it was bed-bed-bed till I was sick of the sound of it.”

	“And so, we went on from there, and shifted to a caravan in Queensland,” Adelie said. “We played at being hippies that time. It was fun.” She turned to Paul. “Those hairy legs of yours in the daggy dad shorts were an especially choice trademark.”

	“And you had Mummy and Co kids’ party entertainment,” Paul responded.

	“Ah, Mummy and Co!” Unexpectedly, Adelie started playing air guitar and singing, “Let the kids glow with Mummy and Co—bake a teddy bear cake out of dinosaur dough...”

	“Play pick-up-sticks with Uncle Max...”

	Tamzin glowered at them. “This is no time for do you remember. Why didn’t you tell me what was going on?”

	Adelie actually put aside her air guitar. “Well... you were too young to understand at first, and later it just got easier to let you accept it as the way we lived. We thought it had worked well, aside from a bobble or so like when you went into meltdown about leaving that girl in Adelaide. To be fair, I did try to cool the friendship as soon as I saw what was happening.”

	Paul leaned back and crossed his legs. “You were a proper little madam for most of the time we were in Darwin. By the time we’d become Herrick and Burns, we thought it was safe to come back to New South Wales. Sydney was a big place to get lost in. Lucida would have given up on looking for you, and we stayed away from Fiddle Bay—not that you’d remember it.”

	“And Wayne got you into a good school where they didn’t ask too many questions...”

	“And blow me, but the damned school took you to Fiddle Bay for an excursion. We really dropped the ball on that one,” Adelie mused.

	“Easy to do when you’re in corporate mode,” Paul soothed. He turned back to Tamzin. “After that, you started with the elves again! What the hell triggered that I don’t know. And you got mixed up with that boy—Declan. We didn’t want another situation like the one in Adelaide, so we pulled the plug early.”

	“But you bolted anyway,” Adelie said. She smacked her hands together and made a brushing movement. “Not even a note.”

	“Did you ever look for me?”

	“Well... your dad popped back into Guy Herrick mode and went by our old place to see if a delivery had been made there by mistake. Vicki Finchley said no... she didn’t mention having seen you, and she didn’t ask questions.”

	“She didn’t even ask for a forwarding address,” Paul said, shaking his head. “That woman had disengagement at a whole new level. And there was I, all prepared with a Herrick-and-Burns email address for her to get in touch if a delivery showed up.”

	“So, you gave up on me.”
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