
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The woman who had once been Tamzin spent seven years over there in the fairy realm. There, she was known as Thomasine. She lived with two fairy men, learned to be an artist, and sailed with the fair wind fleet. Now she’s back over here, but being Tamzin was never going to be easy.

	 

	 

	When her parents’ actions parted her from her first love, Dequan, the girl who had once been Tamzin ran away. She couldn’t go home, but an elf man named Matty offered her a passport to a brand-new life in the fairy realm. Renamed as Thomasine, she learned new skills and met new friends and lovers, but she never forgot Dequan.

	Seven years on, she’s back in Sydney, ready to be Tamzin again and to take up the reins of the life she left behind. Before she can rekindle her relationship with Dequan, she needs a formal identity. Branok and Gillan St Ives help her out, and so do Dahlia Pengellis and the Dames with Dogs. All these people seem to wish her well in her quest of being Tamzin, but it’s her quest, after all.

	Tamzin finally tracks down Dequan, but the reunion does not go as planned. Bruised but unbeaten, Tamzin moves up the coast to Fiddle Bay, where she opens an art studio and reconnects with the indie music scene. Dahlia and her followers turn up, and after a highly peculiar evening, Tamzin meets an old acquaintance who might have some answers. Even if he hasn’t, he has something Tamzin wants.
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	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 Being Tamzin companion site, containing characters, lists, timelines and some big spoilers, is at https://beingtamzin.weebly.com

	Being Tamzin tells Tamzin’s story, but some of the other characters will be familiar via the following books.

	Tamzin’s lost boyfriend Dequan Qin appeared in Queen of the May, and his romance is told in Geese a Laying, and Just Eloped.

	Lucy Tan, Dequan’s territorial cousin, appeared in The Pear Tree. She fell in love with Paris in Queen of the May.

	Apart from her own stories, Tamzin appeared in a tiny part in the Counterpoint books. So did Nell Andover. The band Courtesan played a major part in that mini-series, beginning with Court in Between and continuing in Counterpoint Questions and Counterpoint Answers. They also pop up in Queen of Tarts 2 in which Tamzin makes a cameo appearance.

	Tor Chancery and his nephew, Foss, whom Thomasine encountered over there, appeared in Under the Christmas Tree and Betony Buys Adventure, and Andorie Sorenson of the galleon Unicorn is in the Red Cat series. Ancel de Libre and his family are in Under the Christmas Tree and Love Began at Christmas. Some of Ancel’s family history turns up in the Tanqueray series.

	 

	Like Geese a Laying, Queen of the May, and Just Eloped, Being Tamzin is partly set in 2020/2021. 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

	 

	Betony Buys Adventure: 2019-2020. Takes place during Being Tamzin 5 and 6

	 

	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

	 


Part One: Dancing Tor

	 


Chapter One: Winterwatch

	 

	 

	Thomasine Forest, July, 2017

	 

	 

	Thomasine drew a deep breath. Stepping through the gateway from the fairy realm and seeing other humans for the first time in more than seven years was a shock.

	It was clearly a bigger shock for the startled couple who had witnessed her return. Seeing her was probably surprising enough, but they had also seen her hugging Shay. He wasn’t as green as a full-blooded leprechaun, but he was definitely too green to be human.

	At least he’d taken the hint and gone home before anyone else saw him.

	She smiled at the couple and said equably, “Sorry about that. I’m an artist, and my friend and I were testing out a pose. We didn’t know anyone was about.”

	“That’s obvious.” The woman, who had long dark hair and who was implausibly beautiful, laughed. “You’re a musician as well as an artist,” she said, indicating the fiddle, which was strapped to Thomasine’s back.

	“I play the fiddle, and I used to play the guitar. You?”

	“Jordy plays the harp and the flute,” the man said. He had a pleasant plain face and broad shoulders. He wore a loose shirt that looked as if it had been made for someone even bigger than he was. It didn’t look the way Thomasine remembered men’s shirts. Presumably, fashions had shifted.

	“What about you?” Thomasine asked.

	He shrugged. “Keyboard and guitar a bit... I’m not a musician, though.”

	“Chess is a music producer,” the woman said with obvious pride. “He owns Indichord Studio.”

	Thomasine nodded, which seemed the safest response.

	Her head was spinning. Dancing Tor on this side of the gates was well away from the city, but the air had traces of fumes she hadn’t smelled since her escape into fairyland. There was no such thing as petrol over there.

	The man said placidly, “She’s never heard of it, darling. Maybe she’s heard of you though—Jordana Dane!”

	“Afraid not,” Thomasine said.

	“Courtesan?”

	“What?”

	“Jordy is one half of Courtesan. Surely, you’ve heard of them? You must have, since you’ve come to Winterwatch. Court Leopold and Jordana Dane?”

	She shook her head.

	“Well, you won’t be suffering vainglory while this lass is around,” the man said to his companion.

	Jordana said, “Winterwatch is a bit bigger this year. Maybe she’s come for some of the other bands.”

	Winterwatch. Thomasine’s mind did a lurch. She and her boyfriend, Dequan, had once intended to come to the Winterwatch music festival. But that was so long ago.

	She said, “Oh—yes—it starts...”

	“Not till tomorrow, but we’re getting set up before the rush comes. We’re third on the program.”

	“I haven’t had a chance to look at a program yet.”

	She was aware her words were disconnected, but taking up the reins of a life interrupted seven years ago made her feel as if she were walking a mountain path in the dark.

	They’ll think I’m simple... and not in a good way.

	“I’ll dig one out of the van for you,” Chess said kindly.

	Jordana said, “Is your beautiful friend one of the acts? If so, I hope he has some pants, at least.”

	“Um—no. Shay was just helping me out with an art project, as I said. Now he’s gone back to his wife.”

	“His wife,” Jordana said, deadpan.

	“Yes. We’re all very old friends.”

	“I see.”

	“We met when he was nineteen. His dad and I played the fiddle at his wedding. Now he’s twenty-six, and he and his wife have four children.”

	“And he forgot his pants.” Jordana’s lovely face twitched into a smile. “Pretty amazing, isn’t he?”

	“Yes, I’ve always thought so,” Thomasine agreed. At least she was on solid ground there. Shay Beech, her first lover, half leprechaun and half treefolk and wholly delightful, was pretty amazing.

	Chess backed out of the van and held out a folded paper to Thomasine. One side was blank, and she found herself staring at it with avarice.

	Blank paper! What I’d have done to have that on Stella Orris...

	“Here you go... um...”

	“Her name’s Tamzin, I think,” Jordana supplied. “At least, that’s what Mister Tumnus called her.” She glanced at Thomasine. “I notice names, because you don’t meet too many people called Jordana... or Tamzin. It’s a Cornish form of Thomasine.”

	Tamzin. Thomasine. Mister... oh, the faun from Narnia!

	Thomasine almost laughed at the idea of Shay with an umbrella.

	“Darling, I don’t think she needs a dissertation on naming conventions.”

	Thomasine took the program and held out her free hand. “Tamzin Herrick,” she said, introducing herself by that name for the first time in seven years.

	 


Part Two: Sydney

	 


Chapter Two: Culture Shock

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Dancing Tor to Sydney, July, 2017

	 

	 

	The Winterwatch festival was a three-day affair, and Tamzin would have loved to stay and watch the acts while she got reacclimatised to over here in the human realm. She was seriously tempted. What if Dequan came to the festival? They could meet on neutral ground.

	Hey, Dequan—

	Tamzin? It is you!

	But—where would she stay if he didn’t come? Over here wasn’t like over there. She couldn’t just lie down somewhere in perfect safety. Neither could she find food growing free for the picking.

	She reluctantly walked the short distance to Dancing Creek. Her belongings weighed her down, although she supposed they weren’t all that much to show for seven years.

	Presumably Jordy and Chess thought she was checking in to her accommodation when she left them. She should have come clean and said she couldn’t stay for the festival, but how could she when she’d accepted a program from Chess?

	There was no accommodation free in the hamlet, even if she’d had the money for it, but at least the friendly couple had given her coffee while they waited for the other two members of their party to arrive.

	Coffee!

	She almost giggled, wondering what they’d say if she told them she hadn’t tasted that since she was seventeen. Or was it eighteen? She wasn’t sure of her age. Her parents, Ada and Mister Sinister, had kept changing her birthday.

	Having to think about money also seemed foreign to Tamzin. Once she got into the way of it, the exchange of goods and favours over there had seemed so logical, but she couldn’t see a bus driver accepting a lightning sketch of himself in lieu of a validated ticket on this side of the gateway.

	The hob man, Jed Carter, had driven her from the landing place near Balla Cloiche to the marketplace near Dancing Tor... was it the day before, or the day before that? He’d been happy with the tale of her adventures in payment.

	No kindly hob man was going to offer her a ride in his dray to Sydney.

	And what are you going to do when you do get back to Sydney?

	She almost laughed.

	You know what you’re going to do. You’re going straight to Dequan. At last, you can be together.

	The rush of delight flooded over her. Surely there was no danger now if she went home to him. Ada and Mister Sinister would have moved on long ago, and she genuinely had no idea of where they were, who they were, or how to find them. Even if they found her, they had no hold on her now. No amount of fudging and forging could make her a minor child again. And of course she wouldn’t make the classic mistake of babbling on about fairyland and getting herself committed to some mental institution.

	Free. Free to be Tamzin. Free to find Dequan and—oh, we can go to the next festival on our list! We might even make it back to Winterwatch and I can introduce him to Jordy and Chess! He will have heard of Courtesan. He knows all the indie bands.

	The café post office in Dancing Creek was crowded with would-be campers asking about access to electricity and facilities, and with people looking disconsolate because there was no room... not even a tiny one... available at the only guesthouse.

	“It’s the same every year. I tried to book in March, and they were booked out even then. You’d think they’d have got it together by now. Come on, people. Build a few more rooms!”

	“That’s a bit harsh, love,” a woman wearing an orange skirt and a baby sling said. “What would they do with new rooms for the rest of the year?”

	“It’s all right for you, Nell. You’ve got your van...”

	Tamzin queued uneasily. The voices were so loud, and the place was somehow both cold and stuffy.

	Phone him. He’ll come and get you.

	Dequan. So much to tell you.

	She eyed the people around her. They all seemed to be holding mobile phones of large flat design. Did public phones still exist? And what was Dequan’s phone number? She must have known it once... or had she? They met most days at school, and they made their arrangements then.

	“Yes? Can I help you?” The voice was impatient, as if it had spoken more than once already.

	Tamzin came down to earth in a rush. “Oh. Sorry. Bus. I need to get a bus to Sydney.”

	“Timetable over there.” The boy behind the counter jerked his thumb to the wall where a temporary-looking timetable hung. His expression suggested she could have found that for herself without bothering him.

	Tamzin supposed the timetable was festival related. She couldn’t remember, if she’d ever known, whether Dancing Creek was on the regular bus route. When she and Dequan had planned their year of festivals, they’d intended to have a van set up as a camper.

	Good idea to save on accommodation... and we can carry cooking stuff.

	From the conversation she’d just overheard, it seemed saving on accommodation wasn’t the only advantage.

	She wondered if Dequan had gone ahead and got the van without her. She’d been going to paint it out like a gypsy caravan.

	“Can I get a ticket here?”

	“Ask the driver.”

	Reluctantly, she headed for the timetable.

	There was a minibus leaving in half an hour...

	The driver seemed surprised to see her. “Thought this was an empty run to pick up people coming to, not from. Sorry, luv. This isn’t my usual run.”

	Tamzin retrieved the emergency fifty from the revolving spy heel of her favourite shoes.

	The bus driver sighed. “Haven’t got the proper change? We’re not meant to change fifties. It’s one of the rules. See?” She flipped a hand at the neatly printed lines of terms and conditions above the ticket validator.

	No. I don’t have the proper change. This is the first time I’ve used money since Rochelle ran away from Macquarie Bay back in two-thousand-and-ten.

	“I’m sorry,” Tamzin said.

	Culture shock made her feel numb.

	The driver must have seen her bewilderment because she sighed and shrugged the rules away. “Okay, luv, but let’s not tell the boss. Not staying for the festival?”

	“Nowhere to stay. I’m going to meet my boyfriend. Maybe we’ll come back in our van.”

	“Yeah? I always thought a converted bus was the way to go... that’s until I started driving one for a living.” The woman chuckled. “I hope you’ve got a coat in that bag, luv. You’ll be cold in that dress.”

	Tamzin smiled in surprise. She supposed she should have been cold, since it was the middle of winter. She wasn’t.

	And it must be much colder over here than it was over there.

	She thought of the treefolk, who wore few, if any, clothes as a matter of custom.

	How odd! The last time I was cold was after I got drenched standing under the Baiser de l’été on Summer Island. And the last time I was overheated was after I’d been playing the fiddle and dancing while wearing three petticoats, a chemise, and Caroline la Roche’s brocade ballgown.

	Maybe over here I’ll start feeling too hot or too cold more often.

	Tamzin got off the bus at Central Station. The enormity of her situation rose around her.

	Go to Dequan.

	Instead, she sat in the railway café with a takeaway coffee and her bag, her parcel, her case, and her fiddle. Slowly, she removed her shoe.

	She smiled, thinking of the subterfuge Rochelle had practised in this simple action. She’d been convinced someone was spying on her. Maybe they were.

	But not now. It’s all over long ago. Whatever it was.

	She took out a folded piece of paper.

	Branok St Ives, Solicitor.

	The handwriting was elegant with flicked-up tails on the letters. She read the address.

	Rail timetable. Right. So many stops along the line. Sydney goes on forever.

	Culture shock.

	She took the train, wearily lugged her belongings after her and, flinching at the noise and scurry of a suburban Sydney winter, she walked five blocks from the station.

	A taxi was an expense she couldn’t afford. Even a bigger bag to accommodate her parcel as well as her bag and art case would be too much money.

	The parcel was awkward. She ought to have made some sort of strap for it. Or maybe she could wear the contents instead of carrying it?

	Don’t be daft! It’s a ballgown!

	Caroline la Roche had given her the gown, as well as some knickers. In return, she had sketched Caroline’s son, Tolly. She had worn the gown to a ball and an overflow dance. It didn’t seem appropriate for the streets of Sydney.

	Neither was the sudden memory of the scented milk bath she had taken to refresh herself after removing all the layers in Bayeux’ pink pavilion.

	How bizarre.

	She stood on one leg to remove the paper from her shoe again, then she cross-checked with the sign that swung above her head.

	Branok St Ives, Solicitor.

	Can’t be the right place. Why are you here? You don’t have any money to pay a solicitor! I wonder if he’d like a violet brocade gown for his wife.

	 


Chapter Three: Branok St Ives

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Sydney, July, 2017

	 

	 

	Tamzin sat in a waiting room. The desk clerk, a dumpy woman with mousy hair and a beige idea of fashion, gave her the occasional odd glance. Finally, the woman said, “May I help you?”

	“I’d like to see Master St Ives.”

	Oops! It’s Mister on this side of the gates.

	The woman tapped her keyboard. “Name?”

	“Tamzin Herrick.”

	Tap-tap.

	“I don’t seem to have you here—what time is your appointment?”

	“I don’t have an appointment. I was given his name by someone I met a while ago. Matty. He said Mas—I mean, Mister St Ives would help me with some identity papers.”

	The woman looked at her with more attention, then she sighed. “I do wish you people would stop this ridiculous persecution.”

	“I beg your pardon?”

	“Sending random people here, trying to trip us. For the last time, this firm does not provide illegal documentation. Go away and tell your bosses that.”

	Tamzin stared at her.

	The woman stared back.

	Tamzin got up and turned to leave.

	A door opened behind her, and she looked over her shoulder to see a man staring at her impatiently. “Through here.”

	The woman said, “Bran—” in a warning tone.

	“It’s okay, Sue. I’m pretty sure this one’s legit.” He jerked his head at Tamzin, and she mutely picked up her baggage, turned, and followed him into an office. She expected him to sit down behind the desk and commence the intimidation, but instead, he waved her through a second door into a comfortable sitting room furnished with easy chairs. It had a kitchen space at one end, and a small bathroom to one side.

	“Hungry?” he asked abruptly.

	“Yes.”

	“You can wash your hands or whatever through there.” He jerked his thumb at the bathroom.

	Tamzin did so, finding the facilities a great improvement on those at Central Station.

	The sound of the toilet flush made her jump.

	She examined her face in the mirror. It was a surreal experience.

	Juliette Myriad had a looking glass, but Juliette, once so friendly, was displeased with her, so the opportunity to see herself in a mirror hadn’t been available.

	I look older.

	Don’t be daft. You are older.

	When she returned to the main room, her host had moved to the kitchen, where he must have flipped on a kettle before removing various supplies from the fridge.

	There had been a drinks fridge at the coffee ship at Central Station, but this was the domestic type.

	Tamzin watched him, puzzled. He was tall and lanky, dressed in dark green pants with a great many pockets, zips, strings and buckles, and a dark sweater criss-crossed with zippers.

	Men’s fashions have changed a lot!

	His hair was dark, greying a bit at the sides, and he had strong, imperious features.

	A short silver earring hung from one ear.

	The kettle boiled, and he made tea without consultation. He carried the teapot over to the small table near the chairs.

	He flicked his fingers and two cups and a plate of sandwiches materialised beside the pot.

	What? Wait... did he just conjure that?

	“Milk?”

	Tamzin nodded.

	“Sugar?”

	“No. Thanks.”

	He grinned. “Didn’t think so. Grab a sandwich. You look starved.”

	“Thanks.”

	“So... is it greet you, mistress, or good afternoon Ms Herrick, or, hi, Tamzin?”

	Ah.

	“Hi, Tamzin.”

	“You’re not an elf then?”

	“No.”

	She half smiled. She was used to being mistaken for an elf maid. There were reputedly a few humans over there, but she didn’t think she’d met any.

	“Halfling?”

	“No. Human.”

	“Ah.”

	“I expect so, anyway.”

	“Hm.” He shook his head, looking amused. “I had you pegged for a halfling at least. You didn’t flinch when I did the old one-two...” He flicked a finger.

	“No. I’ve seen it plenty of times before. I can’t do it, though.”

	“Ever tried?”

	“Yes. The last time was when I was sitting next to a courtfolk lady who was explaining to me that the fay don’t do magic.”

	He laughed. “She was right. Sit back in comfort, do. Having you perched there poised for flight makes me uneasy. As if Sue wasn’t paranoid enough without twitchy clients bolting out the door.”

	“Your wife?”

	“Hell no! I’m married to a thoroughgoing pisky minx. Gillan. Had to, you see. Can’t have the blood thinning any more. I’m a bit
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