
        
            
                
            
        

    
	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 happy with her elf man, Matin, but still the past refuses to let her go. A meeting with an old friend reminds her yet again that some things can’t be mended.

	 

	 

	Tamzin’s life is full of new beginnings. There’s never any warning, but every few years it’s a new town, a new name, and another story to tell. The move when she is seventeen is the worst of all. Along with her name, she loses Dequan Qin, and the magical year they were planning when they turned eighteen.

	Seven years in fairyland took Tamzin away from her misery and brought her a new identity and new loves. Fairy tales end, though, and back in the human realm Tamzin had to reclaim her old identity. With her first love lost to her, and other loves left behind over there, Tamzin meets an old acquaintance and finds new hope and a new certainty. Matin Campania is her world now, but the past has long arms, and despite her efforts to move on, Tamzin is constantly drawn back to the mysteries of her origins. Who is she, really? What was her first identity?

	As a few old memories slip into place, new mysteries appear. Meanwhile, Tamzin’s friends Daylight Pengellis and her sometime-lover Garret are creating dramas. A new friend and an old one disrupt Tamzin’s serenity further still.
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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.

	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 in the Queen of Tarts trilogy which is also set in Fiddle Bay.

	Otto and Matin, who assisted in Rochelle’s escape, both met Nelis in The Pear Tree, and Otto 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.

	 

	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: Dickon

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Bellflower Cottage, July, 2019

	 

	The significance of the date occurred to Tamzin Herrick as she sat brushing her hair in the lamplight.

	She supposed her face changed expression, because Matin, lying propped up in the bed behind her, half smiling as he watched her in the mirror, said, “Mistress Tamzin?” on a questioning note.

	“Master Campania?” She kept her voice soft, so as not to disturb small Dickon Haydale, whom they were minding at Bellflower Cottage for the night.

	“What is it?” Matin asked.

	Tamzin knew better than to claim it was nothing.

	Matin was an elf man, and he was perceptive. She put down the brush and got to her feet, with her unaccustomed cambric nightgown pooling around her ankles. She didn’t usually bother with nightwear when she spent the night with Matin. Whether it was the fairyland cottage over here, her house in Fiddle Bay or, on rare occasions, at his flat near Wildwood Studio, clothing seemed redundant. Since they were hosting his nephew while the child’s parents celebrated their anniversary, she’d thought it more appropriate to cover up.

	She bent over the crib where Dickon lay wrapped in an embroidered coverlet against the mild winter chill. He was six months old, and Tamzin thought him quite a charming baby, who giggled far more often than he howled.

	“I hope Misty and Lars are having a good time,” she said.

	“I’m sure they’re having a loud time,” Matin said dryly.

	Tamzin recalled Misty’s comment about sitting on her husband in the pantry among the turnips when the Christmas Hot overcame her. She didn’t think Matin needed to know about that conversation.

	Dickon stirred. Tamzin thought he must be aware on some level that he wasn’t with his parents.

	Matin got out of bed. Tamzin thought he’d lift the baby to comfort him, but he rested his hand lightly on the child’s head and hummed a dreamy tune.

	Dickon settled.

	“What’s that called?” Tamzin asked in a low voice. It sounded so familiar that she could have joined in with a counterpoint melody, but she couldn’t put a name to it.

	“It’s an old elf lullaby. Child of my Heart. Misty and Lars sing it to him.”

	“And you learned it especially for your uncle duties.” She wasn’t surprised. Matin’s love for his family was one of the things she adored about him.

	Matin put his arm around her shoulders. “No, mistress. Mum sang me to sleep with it when I was a tiddler. She sang it for Misty and Olivier, too. Grandmother Bellflower taught it to Mum, and for all I know, it goes back to the mists of antiquity.”

	“It must be lovely to have a family lullaby.”

	“This one belongs to everyone.” He dropped a kiss on her head. “Surely your parents sang to you when you were a baby?”

	“If they were my parents.”

	He said, “Whether they were your blood or not, they loved you.”

	“Yes. Just not enough to put me first... oh, never mind. That sounds self-centred.”

	“Come to bed. I’ll put you first.”

	“I can suck your balls?”

	He chuckled. “Maybe not that, tonight. Might wake t’lad.” His mimicry of his brother-by-love’s hob dialect was spot-on.

	Tamzin knew better than to protest they could be quiet. She had managed that with her former lover, Cornelius, but that was years ago, and her preference was always to be vocal and enthusiastic. She followed him to the bed, and they got in.

	Matin lowered the lamp to a faint glow with a snap of his fingers, and he settled her with her head on his chest. They would not be making love that night, but it had never occurred to Tamzin not to come to the cottage just because they’d be minding a baby. Time spent with Matin was her favourite thing, whatever they were doing, but most especially when she was held in his arms.

	“So, what did you remember while you were brushing your hair?” he asked, tucking stray locks of it behind her ear.

	“It’s two years today since I came back through the Dancing Tor gateway, and that makes it nine years since Rochelle ran away... nine years since the day we met,” she said. “A third of my life. Nine years since I last saw Ada and Mister Sinister, and still not much closer to finding out what on earth was going on.” She hitched onto her elbow and looked down at him in the dim light.

	“Have you asked Master St Ives to help? He found your Dequan for you.”

	“He’s not my Dequan, and he wasn’t hiding. Why would he? He was getting on with his life with his girlfriend.”

	Who has since left him because, in her words, it wasn’t going anywhere.

	Tamzin didn’t say that, and neither did Matin. It was a fact, and they were both aware of it.

	“Branok offered to look for my parents when I first met him, but I didn’t want to find them—then.”

	“You could tell him you’ve changed your mind.”

	“It’s still no. Branok and Gillan have always been kind to me, but you know Bran—he’s a bloodhound. He’d nose about, and all sorts of things might come to light. Then he might feel he had to do something about it. Something official.”

	Something that might put the chameleonic, eccentric, and highly adaptable Ada and Mister Sinister in cells.

	“I doubt that.”

	“He’s a solicitor. Doesn’t he have a duty to his calling?”

	“He’s also a pisky man.” Matin’s tone was dry.

	Tamzin knew elves and piskies didn’t always get along, not from spite, but because they had such different frames of reference. Elves were, in Gillan St Ives’ terms, lovely folk, whereas piskies looked for angles as naturally as they breathed. They invariably found them.

	“He’s only partly pisky. Nine-sixteenths, he said.”

	Matin sighed. “Darling Tamzin, being a pisky man is at least as much about attitude as it is about blood—or a devotion to silver to hang in their pointy ears.”

	“You also have pointy ears.”

	“So you said before. I’m a—what was it? A... fucking horrible elf with pointy ears.”

	“You’ll never forgive me for that, will you.”

	“I forgave you before you said it. Mistress, I’d forgive you anything.”

	Tamzin’s heart made a peculiar lurch. “You shouldn’t guarantee that for anyone. It gives the other person too much power over you.”

	“You wouldn’t guarantee it for me?”

	She said, truthfully, “No, because you’ll never do anything that needs to be forgiven.”

	“I make errors of judgement. Some of them have been large.”

	“Granted, but you’d never cause deliberate distress. Not to anyone. And that’s the only unforgivable thing in life.” She settled against him again. “I have made a start on my parents. I made a family tree to hang at the studio, and I did an internet search for them under all their names.

	“I started with the Don and Milly Marlowe search, since that’s the most recent identity I have for them, although even that is nine years out of date. Branok suggested Milly’s official name might be Amelia, and I think he’s right. Ada always uses names beginning with A.”

	“I hope you’ll show me the family tree,” he said.

	“I will, next time you come to Fiddler’s Rest. I sent a letter addressed to them at the house in Macquarie Bay. I didn’t expect them to get it, which is just as well, because the letter came back unknown at this address. It was a rental, so goodness knows how many people have lived there since they left.

	“I called places they worked, but no dice there, either. Ada worked at Flowers and Showers, but although she was there almost every day, she was a casual. Mister Sinister had his Doctor Don computer repair website. One person I contacted remembered him working with computer networks at the school, but she said his phone was disconnected and the website was down when they tried to call him a few months later about a missing invoice. Maybe they didn’t stay at the bay for the usual two or three years after Rochelle bolted.”

	“Rochelle Marlowe” had been Tamzin’s name back then, but she was in the habit of thinking of her other identities as separate people.

	“Do you want to go there? I could drive you next weekend.”

	“I don’t think there’s any point. Rochelle was there only a few months. There’s no one I remember, aside from the shoe shop woman. They won’t have left forwarding addresses or redirects. They never do. Since they lived in a rental and didn’t spend much time there, they wouldn’t have needed to use a Moving Marty service, either.

	“Most likely they gave notice to the landlord, went off in the car and sold it somewhere for cash, then chameleoned themselves onto a bus or a train and bought a new car under their new names... whatever those are. Ada would have cut and dyed her hair and dumped the Milly and Don clothes in collection bins. A couple of outfits from a charity shop would have done until they got wherever they were going. They’ll have moved on at least twice since then, and they could be almost anywhere.”

	“Almost?”

	“They never go back to any place they lived before. The closest places were Sydney and Macquarie Bay—both in New South Wales. Usually, they hopped states. That’s why I’m concentrating on going backwards because I remember the later addresses best.”

	“How far back have you got?” he asked.

	“Apart from the few calls to Macquarie Bay, I’ve mostly done internet searches for mentions of them in the areas I remember. I turned up a listing of a paper given at John Folly House by a visiting professor—Doctor Ainsley Browning. The dates fit the time when Ada was using that name.”

	“Was she a doctor?”

	Tamzin bit her lip. “If she wasn’t a qualified doctor, you can bet she had the skills and the jargon down pat. And for all I know, she might have been one, although that was the only time I remember her using the title. She didn’t treat people. She worked at a lab.

	“And believe it or not, I found a photo of myself at a scout rally when I was Cleo Browning. My face isn’t clear, of course, but I’m sure it was me. I recognised the other three kids in the picture, although I don’t remember their names.”

	“Why of course?”

	She said dryly, “Because Hank—that was Mister Sinister’s name then—was the photographer and he’d have made damned sure my face wasn’t clear. He never had a problem with taking clear photos of anyone else. He also fudged my name, so I’m listed as Leah Downing.”

	She heard Matin’s intake of breath, and she added quickly, “I know how mad it sounds. But just because I sound paranoid doesn’t mean it didn’t happen.”

	“I don’t doubt you. Remember, I knew him.”

	 


Chapter Two: Shades

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Bellflower Cottage, July, 2019

	 

	Tamzin divined her lover wasn’t talking about Hank Browning. “Shades.”

	He didn’t answer.

	“Matin? Do you really not know where to find him? I understand you don’t want anything to do with him, but as far as I know he’s the only person, except for me, who knew them under all their names. The only constant was the way Branok put it. He must have known what was going on, and he’s probably still in touch.”

	“I really don’t know. I haven’t seen him since before I met you in the shoe shop. And before you ask, Mim wouldn’t know, either.”

	She kept silence in case he felt like saying any more.

	After a few seconds, he said, “I’ve talked to Misty and Olivier, and to Mum and Dad, but it turns out none of us ever knew much about him. You know Aunt Mim sponsored me over there.”

	“Yes.”

	“She’s not exactly an aunt. She’s Mum’s older cousin, and I went to stay with her first when I was nine. She was married to Uncle Robert then. He was human, and he was the reason Mim had settled over there in the first place. He was her own sponsor’s younger brother, and they fell in love.

	“He was older than her—twenty years or more, but he was a nice man, and they thought the world of one another. They didn’t have children, but Rob treated me as if I was his nephew. I went back over when I was fifteen and got interested in music production. Rob encouraged me. He introduced me to Terry—the boss at Wildwood—who was a family connection and arranged for me to get work experience. Then he got ill and died within days... it was a big shock to Aunt Mim, and to our family, because—”

	“Because elves don’t get ill,” Tamzin said.

	“Not often, anyway. We wear out, but the process is generally peaceful. Terry offered me a job when I was eighteen. Maybe agreed to give me one is more accurate. Otto had started working there, and Terry found some of our fay talents useful, so he remembered me. I went back to live with Aunt Mim for a while. That was when Misty was being sponsored by Otto’s family. Mum and Dad thought she’d integrate better if we weren’t under the same roof, and besides, I could help Mim out with some of the practical stuff Uncle Robert used to do.”

	Tamzin nodded against his chest. She understood how favours and networks functioned.

	“I went home before Christmas—well, for obvious reasons. Terry gave Otto and me some time off. When I came back, I found him there, putting up a shelf in the kitchen. Mim introduced him as an old friend of Uncle Robert’s who’d turned up in late December.”

	He swallowed. “Maybe you understand. Mim had been invited over to Skyside, but she had cats to care for, and she said she had a friend coming to visit. By the time I got back, the friend had moved in. He came and went. I asked Mim about him once when he was away for a few days, but she couldn’t—or maybe wouldn’t—give me a straight answer.

	“She did say she didn’t meet him until after Rob died, when he came to give his condolences. Then he suggested he might come a stay a bit, since they were both on their own.

	“Mum and Dad said they’d never heard of him. Neither had Terry, who, as I said, is a connection of Rob’s. Mim seemed not to know how she’d got herself into that situation.”

	Tamzin shivered. She remembered meeting Shades only a handful of times over the twelve or so years of moving about with Ada and Mister Sinister, but behind his amiable façade he seemed always to be assessing her and enjoying some private joke at her expense. She could imagine him moving slowly into a lonely woman’s life. Encroaching was the word, although, when Matin used it, this meant something wholly delightful.

	“What was his name, though?” she asked, when Matin seemed to have stopped his explanation. “Your aunt must have called him something when she introduced him to you.”

	“She called him Duke... but I don’t know if that was a first name or a surname or just a nickname or an alias.” He cleared his throat. “He was okay with me being there, but he used to call me Matty the elf boy when Aunt Mim wasn’t around. Mim called me Matty, you see, but I didn’t mind it from her.

	“Now and again he’d take me out somewhere, and he’d tell me stories about his enterprises. Then there was that time he got me involved in relocating your family. He thought it was quite a joke on me, since he reckoned it was impossible to make elves do anything dodgy... if they knew... What he did to me was like feeding meat to a committed vegetarian and showing off the evidence.”

	“The joke was on him, really, since you were the one who helped me get away,” Tamzin said.

	“Mim found out what he’d done—I mean, I told her in the end. It wasn’t revenge, but how could I let her go on thinking of him as a—well, she believed me.”

	“Elves don’t lie.”

	He sighed. “In general, no. We can prevaricate and we do leave things out of the narrative sometimes, but to accuse someone of wrongdoing when it isn’t true is just not what we’d do, any more than most humans will break the big taboos. She put it to him, and he admitted it, and that gave her the courage to throw him out. He left, saying he was about finished with her anyway, but... “

	“But she doesn’t talk about him.”

	“No. Poor Mim—she was so happy with Uncle Robert I think she was trying to hold on to something by accepting his old friend.”

	“If they ever were friends,” Tamzin said.

	“Exactly. I think it’s more likely he met Rob, or someone who knew him, and used the information to get a home base for a while.”

	“So, possibly Duke Something, or Something Duke, or maybe... oh, Ferdinand or some other ducal name.”

	Or maybe Barry Martin or something else utterly unrelated.

	“It’s not much to go on, but it’s all I could get,” Matin said.

	“It’s something. You said once he wasn’t human. How do you know?”

	“Bouquet des fees,” Matin said, referring to the characteristic personal scents some fay had. His own was of freshly picked peas, while Tamzin’s friend and accountant, Dahlia “Daylight” Pengellis, smelled of coffee.

	“Leather dressing, or polish,” she said, remembering.

	“Yes, more or less. Anyway, Mim said he could conjure...and he used compulsions.”

	“Ugh.” Tamzin knew someone else who used compulsions, although Zen’s were low-level and gentle. “I suppose he used them on you,” she said.

	“He certainly used them on Aunt Mim.”

	Tamzin knew an evasion when she heard one, but she let it go. Matin had suffered enough guilt and pain from his unwitting part in wrecking her life. She put her arms around him and kissed his shoulder.

	Matin stroked back her hair. “Mistress... “

	“I know... we have to think of t’lad. I wasn’t going to do anything noisy. I just wanted to kiss you.”

	He said, “Did you manage to find any more mentions of your parents?”

	“Not much more, because although they used to get involved in clubs and communities, they stayed under the radar. I doubt if they ever made much impression on people... on a personal level, anyway. For instance, Ada and Missus Finchley were quite friendly when we were neighbours in Sydney, but they just passed the time of day over the fence. Mum and Missus Spatchcock, Emily’s mother, used to have coffee together when I was Jade, but when Emily and I got around to swearing besties forever, Mum tried to cool it off. She’d be too busy to take me to Emily’s place, then when I was old enough to take myself, she’d always want to take me shopping, or to the dentist, or else she’d get a call and make me wait—”

	“Who called her?” Matin asked.

	“I think maybe she called herself... or maybe Mister Sinister did it. It just annoyed Jade—me, I mean—then, but now I can see she was trying to keep me from getting too close to Emily.”

	“In case you told her something they didn’t want known?”

	“No, I think it was more that she knew we’d be moving on and she didn’t want me to make a fuss. I did, though. Losing Emily was—”

	“As bad as losing Dequan?”

	“Different. I always meant to get back to Dequan as soon as I could, but I couldn’t see how I could ever get back to Emily.”

	“She was the one you had a letter code with,” Matin said thoughtfully.

	“Yes. We thought we were so clever, but in hindsight it was probably as clear as anything to an adult. We used to communicate with a jumble of letters and numbers in different colours, but only the red ones were relevant. I wonder if she remembers it.”

	“You could send her a letter in code and find out.”

	Branok St Ives had made a similar suggestion two years before, and Tamzin had turned it aside. This time, perhaps because it came from her favourite person in the world, she gave it some consideration. “I could. She probably doesn’t live there anymore, but maybe her parents still do.” She smiled, thinking of Emily’s puzzlement if she got a coded letter from someone she hadn’t seen or heard from since they were children. “I will!” she said.

	Matin kissed her brow. “You could go to see her, if she replies.”

	“But she lives—or lived—in Adelaide.”

	“There’s a gateway in Adelaide,” he said.

	Of course there was. Tamzin knew of a few gateways, although she’d used only three so far. There was
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