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Celtic Otherworlds

	Unlike Greek and Roman myth, there are many Celtic Otherworlds that appear to be magical and often inhabited by the Fair Folk (Fay, Fairy, Elves, Sióg) or sometimes the Tuath Dé (later called Tuatha De Danann). They are not realms of the dead. The oldest Norse legends have many similar aspects to the oldest Celtic myths.

	In some legends it’s told that Manannán Mac Lir led the Tuath Dé away to an Otherworld via the mounds over 2500 years ago at the end of war with the incoming Milesian Celts.

	The Celtic Otherworld series has this not as world belonging to the Sióg also called the Fay, the Good Neighbours, the Fair Folk, the People of the Woods, the Elves, the Lords and Ladies and the Sidhe, but a world with Aliens that remind the humans of old stories.

	
Author’s Notes

	The preambles are mostly from “A History of the Tuath Dé” by Sorcha ni Leith, extracts of coursework for A-level Sociology by Marianne O’Sullivan (Marion) and “The Horsemen” a report on the relationship of arms dealing to wars and refugees by Émer Murphy (Marion).
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Chapter 1: Changes

	January 2022

	Murder versus Involuntary Manslaughter

	Either way someone is dead that should be alive. Some societies have the idea that the victim’s family should be compensated by the perpetrator. The problem with execution for murderers is that the Court might be mistaken and it doesn’t deter killers. The degree of sentence for manslaughter, a killing by accident or not premeditated, is problematic. It can vary from execution to a mild telling off depending on the country and circumstances

	—Marianne O’Sullivan

	“I want some clarity on why you were exiled and why it lasted more than twice as long as the sentence, Brian,” insisted Marion.

	“Ah, now that the enquiry into the shooting of the agent is over I’m obligated to you, though it was presented as a trial of the Russians.”

	Marion laughed; “You were in charge in Bosnia.”

	“I mean about exiling the six Russians. You, Badb and Manannán argued it was the least bad option. You pointed out that really we couldn’t have expected the Russians to be watching.”

	“You know all about me, or most of it anyway. It’s not like I want a full biography. Your mother married a Fay about a generation after the Tuath Dé were formed in Ireland mostly from Scandinavia?”

	“My father was killed by Skandi raiders in 24 BC. I was 1894 years old then, so Mum was long dead and he was a Noble Elder Fay. I gave chase and killed a straggler as they were fleeing back to their ship. Except he was an Aés Sidhe scout. Just a regular warrior. Not noble. Then as I retrieved my arrow the rest of the Aés Sidhe warriors chasing after the reported Skandi raiders appeared. I was fortunate not to be executed as a Skandi on the spot. However, the Captain, who was Lord Keller, thought I was dressed wrong to be a raider. I was put to sleep. Unfortunately they killed all of the Skandi warriors, because this meant no-one was alive to verify my version of events. I think the scout was with the raiders. I didn’t risk claiming that because it made no sense, but how else had they got to the Aés Sidhe village without setting off any wards?”

	“I see. I’ve not met Lord Keller, however Kate has mentioned him. He’s got a reputation for being hasty so it’s amazing they didn’t kill you on the spot.”

	“Anyway there was a trial. They decided that they would all entirely withdraw, that it wasn’t acceptable to be fighting humans. I mean all Seven Courts of the Fay. Elves and Faerie too. Most had already withdrawn. Lord Keller’s troops aided by Faerie hosts had destroyed all the Skandi ships. Perhaps that’s when Faerie stopped talking to the Sidhe. Many thought I had led the raiders. Neither the jury nor the judges could decide if I was a renegade and murderer, or if I had been unduly careless in killing the scout. Manslaughter. I only privately discussed my suspicions with Queen Oonagh. She thought as I had only the evidence of what I thought I’d seen, that I should say nothing.”

	“The death sentence had been discontinued about 500 years earlier at the end of the War?”

	“Technically. She said everyone was leaving, so either I could accept exile for manslaughter, or allege the scout was a renegade, at which point his friends would claim I was the renegade. Treason still had the death penalty.”

	“You’d no proof he was really with the Skandi?” suggested Marion. “He might just have been tailing them really close?”

	“That’s actually what Queen Oonagh said. I then thought about it and admitted I might have been hasty and should simply have tailed them. The alarm had been raised, hence the warrior troop arriving just after I’d killed the scout.”

	“Did you know any humans then?”

	“I knew some Celts. They assumed we were Celts as we didn’t use magic openly. They didn’t know of Halflings. The Tuath Dé and the Fay had become mixed in legend with them by then even though some Tuath Dé had stayed and integrated because that was 500 years earlier. Anyway that’s when the Fay finally stopped living in Ireland. The Queen hadn’t approved Lord Keller’s punitive retribution, nor had he the authorisation from Queen Titania for the Faerie troops he deployed. He’d lied to the local leaders.”

	“So you accepted exile rather than risk a more acrimonious trial?”

	“I’d have only opened a can of worms. I’d never been to Hy Brasil. A few Fay hadn’t been to the Otherworlds, or only visited. Truth was I didn’t feel very welcome at times. The whole pure blood thing had become more of an issue after human relationships were banned and the bulk of the Tuath Dé were exiled to the Inamok World five hundred years earlier. I got adept at moving and re-inventing myself every 15 to 25 years. So I wasn’t keen on ending my exile in 976 AD. The Queen decided to pay me to be her watcher of the watchers, reporting what the field agents were really doing. Thus the post of Master of Procurement for the Queen’s Pantry was created. Actually mostly that is what I did.”

	“So you started visiting the Queen for a few hours every so often?”

	“Yes. I’d known her well enough before the exile as she spent all summer in Ireland as well as much of spring and autumn till 24 BC when there was the final conflict with the Skandi raiders and the Fay left.”

	“You moved to England?”

	“It was partly to do with the Americas. Though Columbus made landfall in 1472, the Italian John Cabot claimed part of the American coast for England in 1497. Columbus made his third trip in 1498. Elisabeth became Queen in November 1558. The first two English colonies failed in the 1580s. There was no successful English colony till a few years after her death. It was Virginia in 1607. It was a time of massive change in Europe, fuelled by gold the Spanish stole from South America. So I was then full time watching our watchers. The Demi-humans faced more threats than ever before.”

	“You got to know John Dee personally?”

	“He was quite extraordinary,” said Brian.

	“You can tell me about him some other time. So you are ready for our wedding tomorrow morning?”

	“Yes.”

	“I have to go see Alice now,” replied Marion. “Hopefully this is the last time I chuck you out of my apartment!”

	~

	“You are absolutely sure about this?” insisted Alice.

	“I’m marrying a murderer and spy,” said Marion. “He’s marrying a hired assassin.”

	“Neither of those is true. You were also exonerated about the shooting dead of the SVR agent. It wasn’t proved that Brian murdered anyone? It certainly wasn’t premeditated.”

	“Admittedly he did the killing a long time ago and paid the blood price. He admits it was probably manslaughter but might have been justified military action. The bogills and vampires didn’t get a trial.”

	“Bogills don’t have as much rights as a rabid dog,” said Alice. “The fact that they are sentient is irrelevant. The Vampires knew the rules; they were doomed anyway. What difference would a trial have made? Humans would kill them on sight if they believed they existed.”

	“I did feel I was doing the right thing at the time. Anand too.”

	“You didn’t kill Anand.”

	“It’s made me realise that while I can legally marry a regular human or a human magus, I’d be mad to do so. An actual Fay would be too weird. Brian and I are almost the same kind of thing?”

	“It’s true he originally just qualified as Fay Halfling by mage sensing,” admitted Alice. “No DNA testing then.”

	“He’s going to live till someone kills him or has an accident,” muttered Marion. “I’m going to fade and die of old age.”

	“He’ll see you as you are now, if he wants to,” said Alice.

	“I thought you were trying to talk me out of it? Though it’s a bit late for that. I don’t think he has second thoughts.”

	“Why would I do that when I carefully chose him?” exclaimed Alice. “It’s all agreed. Queen Oonagh hasn’t just agreed, she’s very pleased and was disappointed you didn’t make an announcement back in November before going to New York. How many suitable Fay Halflings do you think there are?”

	“More than the current count of human Halflings?” hazarded Marion. “When did you really first suspect I was a human Halfling?”

	“I thought you might qualify when I first met you on my way back from Sweden. The DNA test later suggested it, though as everyone keeps telling me, the DNA is only part of the story with magic. It wasn’t why I adopted you three, I wanted to do that and I was also obliged to do it, I had a geas to adopt you two. I decided it was simpler to adopt Sorcha too. I did know it would magically give the three of you some of my Fay DNA and change your magic a little.”

	“I’d have still been recognised as a human Halfling eventually even without adoption?”

	“Certainly Marion, no human magus has ever had the Glamour you have or could sense Portals without being able to open them. No human magus would have managed so many Familiars. Not many Fay either. You have multiple streams of consciousness, that’s why no human Magus manages more than one. Despite your erratic abilities you are better at actual enchantment than some Noble Fay.”

	“Like Jimmy. I’ve always been a bit odd.” Marion realised now why Alice had been trying to get her to split her consciousness in a controlled way for anything.

	“You are odd,” admitted Alice. “Queen Oonagh and others remember other human Halflings; they were all differently odder than any human magus. My birth mother was decidedly odd too. Certainly in some ways you are like other human Halflings, but they are more unpredictable and rarer than Fay Halflings. Mostly the mixed partners result in human, human magi or pure Fay children. Halflings are rare.”

	“It was OK to pick Grian’s so-called temple?”

	“Yes. I invited her and Freyja as they are relatives. Though they might not come.”

	“Freyja and Grian recommended that I don’t visit Asgard ever.”

	“Chrissie and I won’t. I’m amazed they let Grian back in.”

	“Tell me about your wedding, Alice.”

	“As long as you don’t repeat it.”

	“I’ve heard somewhat about the curse and blessing and how it was passed on. There is one thing that concerns me.”

	“What?” asked Alice.

	“Why has such a lovely man not married before?”

	“Surely you’ve asked him?”

	“He said he’d either been too busy, or in the wrong place or there weren’t suitable candidates!” exclaimed Marion. “I’m not sure I believe him. I can’t believe he’s not sampled the merchandise.”

	“Marion, that’s an awful way to talk.”

	“I didn’t ask and I guess he’s figured I don’t want to know.”

	“Have you?”

	“What? No! I admit I’ve gone beyond what is Fay etiquette with dance partners, or indeed more serious relationships. I’ve been more restrained with Brian than with David and Conaire as I didn’t want to entrap him. I was worried he’d not ask. I’d have been happy to ask, except I’ve a bad track record.”

	“He was exiled for a 1000 years for the manslaughter then he has barely been here in over a 1000 years since. He’d have been forbidden to have a relationship with humans, for roughly the last 2500 years. He’s been forbidden to have direct contact with any Fay other than the Queen for over 2000 years So he’s likely got less experience dating than you. He’s never had a betrothal or marriage. I did pick him carefully.”

	“Right.” Marion smiled. “I brought back your Mary bag. All emptied. I can’t imagine needing it again!”

	“See you at the wedding!”

	Marion hurried back to her apartment to get ready for her appointment with Sorcha. She’d told Sorcha after the trial to have Tony with her.

	She tipped Sorcha’s ring into the bowl and scryed.

	“Sorcha, Tony?”

	“You are looking excited, Marion,” said Tony.

	“You remember I mentioned Brian and how we are doing some work together with Geena, Badb and Jimmy helping?”

	“I’d been wondering about Brian,” said Sorcha.

	“It’s all agreed, Lord Fergus is to marry us tomorrow morning. You can’t come. It’s even shorter than a Tuath Dé wedding anyway. Just as well as today is the sixteenth of January and it’s freezing with heavy snow everywhere. Geena will record it on my Inamok phone and send the memory card via the Portal to the Institute. Maybe a little of the feasting, drinking and dancing later.”

	“You’re sure about this?” asked Tony. “It seems sudden.”

	“I’ve no failed marriages, only stupid dating and betrothals,” insisted Marion. “He’s immune to my feminine wiles, so it’s honest. We’ve been dating for ages really.”

	“You mean your excessive Glamour!” exclaimed Sorcha.

	“That too,” admitted Marion.

	“Where will you live?” asked Sorcha.

	“I’m going to sort that when we have finished the mission. Probably only visit Dalrinath. He’ll certainly be eligible to visit with me in Dalrinath.”

	“You want us to tell everyone or keep it a surprise?” asked Sorcha.

	“Um, if you can phone Megra and explain, then I’ll send an email.”

	“You don’t want to scry?”

	“Court Magician Florien can scry at 9 am my time. There is very little for me to do before the wedding.”

	“What about everyone else?”

	“After Megra has got my email.”

	“You’re sure, Marion?” asked Sorcha.

	“He’s only a bit more Fay than me, I don’t think it was working trying to choose a human magus or an ordinary human. My Glamour is too much. Anyway, this time it wasn’t my idea.”

	Tony and Sorcha stared at the ordinary reflection in the bowl of water when Marion ended the scrying.

	“I’ve been thinking, Sorcha,” said Tony. “Alice was a bit disingenuous about her approval and the betrothal contract for David. I don’t believe she ever believed that the marriage would happen, any more than any of us took Conaire seriously, or any of Marion’s regular dates. The Fay don’t believe in forced marriage, but they don’t leave it to chance. They are seriously into arranged marriages.”

	“I agree,” said Sorcha. “Flinn was sent on Alice’s sixteenth birthday because Neamhain was worried about Alice and Kevin. Though Alice had already created her own solution.”

	“Órlaith! That was the funniest story I ever heard.”

	“So you think Brian is someone’s idea of an arranged Marriage?”

	“He’s a Fay Halfling,” insisted Tony. “No-one knows him, or at least only half a millennium or more ago. Yet he’s invited to the ball Alice gave for Marion and given an apartment in the Royal wing. Marion’s very smart. I’m sure she knows it’s been arranged.”

	“I hope Alice knows what she’s at, though she has a good track record?” suggested Sorcha.

	“How do you mean?”

	“Donal and Neamhain, Kevin and Órlaith, maybe Nat and Bernie, perhaps you and me. Possibly Eithne and Barry. Megra and Ghiloric.”

	“Interesting, is it a common enchantment?”

	“Matchmaking magic is very definitely a Fay thing, not just their idea of arranged marriages. Some human magi have that magic. It’s a little related to Glamour.”

	“Marion’s Glamour and men like moths!”

	“See, why do you think people are so attached and loyal to her?” suggested Sorcha. “She’s no socialite. She makes no real effort to make friends, not the way we have to.”

	“Her school Coterie,” mused Tony. “Alice had to get all the immediate family to recognise Marion and then get Marion declared an adult by Fay standards. Then get her accepted into the Fay court or even a Fay Halfling couldn’t marry her. All only possible because she’s a human Halfling. Alice must have known from when she exiled us?”

	“I’d imagine she had no clear idea what to do about the Halfling issue till your parents were murdered.”

	“Still, I hope for Marion’s and Brian’s sake that Alice knows what she’s doing,”

	“Marion certainly kept it secret from us!”

	~

	The snow had been swept away. The dark clouds had given way to a clear sky that morning by courtesy of Manannán’s weather magic. Lord Fergus performed the short ceremony at 11 am. As well as all those that had recognised Marion as family there were Queen Áine and Grian, also known as Macha of the horses, with their mother, Demigoddess Freyja. Most of the Court were there including Manannán and the former Warband. Geena recorded it for those on the Inamok world. Fergus bound Marion and Brian by the wrists with gold and silver threads, for royalty and nobility. Then they went to change, Marion out of the sky blue and gold dress and Brian out of the ancient style dark blue and silver robes.

	“Why are you looking at me like that, Marion?” asked Brian.

	“We could do it now, Alice and Flinn did.”

	Brian rolled his eyes. “I’d have thought you’d prefer a less hurried approach?”

	“Anytime in the next few days,” agreed Marion with a straight emotionless face. “I’ve no clients at present.”

	“You’re serious about me being a partner in your new detective agency here?”

	“The only one licensed to operate on nine worlds.”

	“Two or maybe six,” insisted Brian.

	“We can have all nine as goal. Maybe even some of the Demigod realms.”

	“I like a girl with ambition.”

	“It’s probably fantasy, Likely I’ll end up working for Alice.”

	“That wouldn’t be bad.”

	“I’ve gone off being a detective since the last job. That’s why I started the tearoom.”

	“Investigating Carmán’s sons?”

	“That’s not real detective work. Take me to the feast!”

	“Geena has to escort you in, but I’ll walk nearby. You and she aren’t going to do flower fairies with Alice?”

	“It wouldn’t be appropriate. Actually Grian will be gone. Morien and Roibeárd will not be at the feast either as it’s not appropriate.”

	Brian walked behind, he supposed Marion was right. He wondered was Geena’s appearance real, Faerie were tricky. She usually had the slightly curly black hair and pale skin. She was easily the shortest person here, though about average height for many European women other than Dutch and Scandinavian. He puzzled again as to how and why Marion had employed her.

	They danced with each other and everyone else. They drank and ate.

	Marion, he sent, are you trying to set a record?

	It’s a great party, I get the hint. We just slip off?

	“Yes,” agreed Brian.

	He led her out. He wasn’t surprised to see Geena follow.

	“I get the bathroom first!” insisted Marion.

	~

	Marion got up, washed and dressed without disturbing Brian. She crept into the lounge.

	Geena was watching TV with the sound off and subtitles.

	“Brian is sleeping still?” she suggested.

	“Either that or he’s good at faking it,” said Marion.

	“He’s not obviously a Halfling, but perhaps he has less endurance than a full Fay?” suggested Geena. “There is fresh coffee, though I wasn’t sure if it was you or Brian I heard.”

	Then Brian came in wearing a dressing gown. “Oh, you are up too, Geena.”

	“I made coffee for you, Brian,” said Geena.

	“I appreciate the offer. I’ll not presume on your help for anything.”

	“I’m sure we can both be courteous, think of me as a live-in cousin. Actually I am somewhat of a cousin.”

	“I appreciate that. I don’t pry. Marion is a very private person.” Brian wondered about Marion’s Faerie connection and how Geena was related. He presumed it might be via Alice’s adoption, like Morien and Roibeárd.

	“I’ll make breakfast,” said Geena, “porridge or a fry?”

	“I think the porridge is a better idea,” said Marion.

	“I’ll try your porridge,” added Brian.

	“Empress Megra may discover this,” remarked Marion. She sat on a stool.

	Brian was confused. “Empress Megra?”

	“Fay can only visit the Inamok world and only by arrangement. I’m sure you can visit but not live there. If I’m Fay for legal purposes because I’m a princess, then either I have to give up Inamok citizenship or give up being a princess. We did discuss it just after you offered.”

	“You can’t give up being a princess, Marion.”

	“That’s sweet of you.”

	“I mean, you have no option, nor does anyone else. Once a Princess, always a princess. It’s recognised, not bestowed. Nobility can be by favour, not royalty. Kate could be recognised because the Queen adopted her. Adoption can’t be undone. Being recognised can’t be undone. Reggie, Duncan and Susan ought to have been royal when they were adopted, that can’t be undone—”

	“It’s true also in Magh Meall that a Governor has the title of Prince or Princess for life, even if they resign or it’s temporary. So Sorcha has the Princess title for life.”

	“Nobility is separate here; someone could actually be Royal and not Noble. I know you and Geena think that exile is a possible route. I did too. I think that only applies to appointments by favour. Your adoption can’t be undone.”

	“So Tony and Sorcha could in theory be a Prince and Princess of our Court?” asked Marion.

	“No, because you need to be at least a Halfling.”

	“I think we need to visit Empress Megra.”

	“Time enough when the investigation is over, Marion,” said Brian. “I’ll think about it.”

	He rather suspected that Marion had decided sometime ago what she was going to do, before she even met him. Or else why accept the apartment? Likely she’d want a house now but couldn’t afford it. He rather suspected that her Fay family wanted her to give up the Inamok residency and citizenship but had said nothing.

	Brian decided to be direct. He couldn’t see how they could live on the Inamok world.

	“I can buy you a house without creating any obligation because we are married, Marion,” said Brian. “You don’t ever show much emotion and sometimes don’t say much.”

	“That’s why I didn’t want some sort of send off party when I visited with Geena. I don’t feel cut off. I can write or email any of them, scry with Florien, Teroan, Sorcha and Órlaith. Anyone here or there normally needs government permission to leave or enter the world.”

	“Though there seems to be a special arrangement between the Dwarves and Inamok?”

	“Some sort of association of Federations, a bit like the EU and the Euro. People do need like a visa.”

	“Realistically we aren’t going to live on the Inamok world. You are only considering visiting?”

	“I suppose so,” agreed Marion.

	“So I’ll buy a house here.”

	“You are sure about buying a house?”

	“Absolutely.”

	“How can you afford it?”

	“I’ve been on a stipend and expenses for over a thousand years. I’ve some Earth origin financial resources too, though those are harder to realise here.”

	“I accept, but we won’t worry about it till after the mission?”

	“Fine. Um, which mission?”

	“Sorting out the sons of Carmán.”

	“Let me know if you change your mind,” said Brian. “Likely it will need to be built?”

	“I’ll sketch out some ideas in the study. Maybe we can start shortly.”

	Marion came back less than half an hour later.

	“Can we start on this now?” she asked passing Brian a sketch.

	“It seems big?”

	“We only need one house, so it can be big,” remarked Marion. “I know now why the court didn’t move this winter and stayed in Caherbeg. Queen Oonagh was anticipating people would want more than the standard apartments. Manannán and all his associates are coming back to Court. No space for the four couples and two sisters at Caherknock. Queen Oonagh is ending the ancient tradition of the perpetual Summer Court. Caherknock will be stripped and repurposed. Badb and Macha have already moved into the Palace here. At least it makes our problem half as big.”

	“Hence you only need one house and not two.”

	“I don’t have much money. Alice says we need to find our own solution. Neamhain gave her the house here. She didn’t explain how the one at Caherknock was financed. She did give me the contacts for the architect and builder.”

	“Likely Flinn and his family paid for it. I have that obligation, though I’d said I want to buy you a house.”

	“You are still sure?”

	“Absolutely! Besides you gave up a lot by moving here and marrying me.”

	“I’m thinking that moving here was inevitable. I think I want our house to be a bit like a cross between a Norman square tower and something modern,” said Marion. “I want the marble floors too. I think two round towers at the front, slightly inset.” She passed him more sketches and some plans.

	“Terrazzo might be better than marble slabs,” said Brian. “It’s actually more practical and probably cheaper even here in Hy Brasil, though if real marble is cheaper you can have it instead. You’ll see terrazzo floors in Jerusalem. No gaps.”

	“A sort of Solar on the top floor and the main bedrooms below it.”

	“How many floors?”

	“Just four, but above below ground level garages, stables and cellars. Queen Oonagh says we can’t build higher except for one of the round towers either side of the bit that sticks out of the front.”

	“You’ve already discussed the idea. Not just now while you were updating your sketches?”

	“I guess there is too much material here.”

	“Marion, I don’t mind how long ago you planned this.”

	“Obviously we are not going to live in an apartment meant for young people and visitors. I had asked Alice and Queen Oonagh before we married after Kate explained what she understood about royal accommodation and women. I just didn’t have the money. As many basement floors as you want to spend money on. We’ll want a wine cellar. You’ll likely want a man cave to entertain Flinn in. Maybe Donal and Finn will be in our circle too with Neamhain and Morwenna. Alice will expect us to have horses and you’ll want a car?”

	“We’d be expected to have at least one horse each, though the Palace stables would be usual enough. It’s not mandatory though.”

	
Chapter 2: Inamok

	February 2022

	A man can’t serve two masters

	No man can serve two masters: for either he will hate the one, and love the other; or else he will be loyal to one, and despise the other…

	—Matthew 6:24

	“Hello!” called Marion, slamming her study door. “Do you fancy a little trip today?”

	“You don’t seem in any hurry to finish the investigation?”

	“We are unemployed then.”

	“Hardly penniless,” insisted Brian.

	“Besides I’ve been studying and writing up what we already found out.”

	“Executive summary, nothing to concern ourselves with, Marion,” added Brian.

	“I finished it. Apart from whatever Dain known as Calma, aliases Conrad or Konrad Cohen or Coniah Yehuda tells us.”

	“It’s odd that one is pretending to be Presbyterian, one Moslem and one Jewish.”

	“They might not be entirely pretending,” suggested Marion. She sat and took his wrist.

	Her hand was cold.

	“You’ve been scrying,” he said.

	“It was that time,” she explained. “I have permission for you. There will be a special temporary ID card at their side of the Portal. In the Citadel. At least no twenty to forty minute drive each way.”

	“They aren’t a nuclear threat, so the Portals are somewhere in the secured part of the Palace basement?”

	“Yes. I think we will be there for a couple of days. You’ve not started learning Common or Lárnian?”

	“I did before the mission started proper.”

	“You planned ahead?”

	““I’m to be Kate’s deputy with Niamh
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