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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.
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Chapter 1: Unknown Threats

	Early May on Hy Brasil. Lughnasadh holiday in Magh Meall

	Marion has been a Princess of the Aés Sidhe Court for sixteen months but is still resident in Dalrinath. On the Inamok world only Megra and her closest Councillors know. Few in Magh Meall know she’s a human Halfling.

	“You’re worried about Marion?” said Flinn at breakfast in their house at Caherbeg near the Palace.

	Alice looked at Angus. “Don’t gobble, there is no rush. No lessons today.” Not in front of Angus.

	What about an arrangement? suggested Flinn.

	“You two are telepathing!” exclaimed Angus. “You told me it’s rude in company. Anyway I’m gobbling because Brendan will be here soon to go riding.”

	“So it is,” admitted Alice. “Brendan will wait.”

	Angus finished his breakfast and rushed out to the stables.

	“He’s really guessing?” suggested Flinn.

	“Probably not, though he’d not be able to eavesdrop. I am worried about Marion. She’s a danger to human males and thus herself with that Glamour.”

	“Why not an arranged marriage with someone Fay? It would be expected if she was a Fay Halfling or entirely Fay.”

	“That would certainly stop her getting betrothed to humans. It would need to be a Fay or Fay Halfling. There are no other human Halflings. Also she might not believe it’s more like a dating agency and in no sense a forced marriage. Actually I can’t imagine she’d like the idea at all, though it’s hard to tell, she’s unreadable.”

	“Have a ball here,” suggested Flinn.

	“She’s to go to Queen Áine’s Midsummer Night’s Ball and also the Faerie Midsummer Night’s Ball now that she’s perfected the flower fairy aspect. It’s a pity she was too poor at it last year. Unfortunately you can’t come to the latter. We could have a ball earlier. I’ll go plan it now.”

	“I’ll go riding far enough behind to give the boys some privacy,” said Flinn.

	Alice went to her private study and decided she’d look at plausible Fay Halflings first.

	It was nearly lunchtime when she went to meet her grandmother, Queen Oonagh.

	* * *

	“So are they all fine, Lahro?” asked Marion at the City Infirmary.

	“Who?”

	“The wives, I can’t believe it. Rebecca and Eibhlinn are expecting. It’s not so long since Ruth, Sorcha, Pamela, Judith and Órlaith had babies. Sorcha and Tony are Béibhinn’s Godparents. Órlaith thought—”

	“Better them than you!” exclaimed Lahro. “It was hardly wise you being the Godmother for Órlaith’s twins?”

	“Nothing bad happened. I am more human than Fay, but still Órlaith thought Sorcha and Tony would be best.”

	“What about Sorcha’s Nárblaith-Máire, Ruth’s Naomi, Pamela’s Fergus and Judith’s Siobhán?”

	“Oh, they are all gorgeous.”

	“I mean you’re not inadvisedly a godmother to any of them?” pressed Lahro.

	“No. Kevin and Órlaith are Nárblaith-Máire’s godparents. I’ve no idea if Fergus and Naomi have godparents, perhaps Pamela’s parents, Janie and Fergus, are Naomi’s godparents. All I know is that they are named after Pamela’s mother’s father and Ruth’s father’s mother. I’ve not been involved with my former school friends. It seems like a lot of babies?”

	“It’s not at all unreasonable and certainly not at the same time. It’s not catching. You do know how babies start?”

	“Yes, but is it normal?”

	“Of course it’s normal. Judith and Rebecca are perhaps a little late to the party due to marrying when older. Still, Judith has time for two or three more.”

	“It’s hardly likely though?”

	“It’s not that improbable. What about yourself?”

	“I’m a disaster at picking boyfriends, I feel like wearing a badge to warn them off. So am I well?”

	“You are in perfect health. Not even overweight.”

	“You’re kind, I’m plump rather than skinny though I’ve cut back on pastries, meat and wine. I can’t be eating up my own stock.”

	“You still don’t serve wine?”

	“No, just alcohol free herbal infusions, coffee and fruit juices, no guild fees. Why do I feel ill if I’m well?”

	“Maybe overwork and a reaction to the previous stresses. You’ve been through a lot and involved in too many business ventures. Is it six?”

	“Yes,” admitted Marion.

	“Also friends having babies is just the stage of life you are at. People often have a baby when they get married, but the stress you’ve had was finding a body in your garden, ending your betrothal, the Anand investigation and death, starting up the agricultural co-operatives, the house renovations, the tearoom, the speciality shop, becoming a junior partner in Pádraigin ni Raghnaid’s wholesale and transport business, the kidnapping of four of your staff and Harry’s accident?”

	“Finally the co-ops have good managers so I don’t need to be running to Deas Ceat or Ard Chaorach every other week!”

	“I heard good things about Eibhlinn and Damhnait.”

	“Yes, they are good and Émer will take over the kitchen management when Marcus gets a more suitable job.”

	“David?”

	“I was never actually in love with David.”

	“So why not take a break, you have apartments in Hulremokineer and Hy Brasil?”

	“I don’t find Hulremokineer very relaxing. Food is a problem and the magic blowing off the sea makes me tired.”

	“Food isn’t a problem on Hy Brasil?”

	“I’m enough Fay that it’s not a problem; it’s secret here, but I’ve told Empress Megra, her close advisors, and some close friends and family here about being a human Halfling. I’m human enough to be treated as human and Fay enough to be treated as Fay. Hy Brasil has a similar range of food to Old Earth, which is a far greater variety of human food than here. I’ll risk getting fat now that I’m not rushing about!”

	“Take up exercise. Do they have stuff like the Guards do?”

	“Princess Eilis mentioned something, also I’m obliged to get a horse. I imagine that will be sore, I’ve not ridden for years. Actually Megra also suggested I should take an extended break on Hy Brasil.”

	* * *

	Stefan studied the report on Anand again, sometimes called Nainsí or Anu, the self styled Morrígan. He was concerned about the possibility of blood feud. Apart from those in the Five Courts, she’d known Morien well. Probably that wasn’t a problem. Anand had taken up with Carmán after being replaced in the Morrígna by Neamhain and then she was shunned by everyone. Unlike Anand, Carmán died long ago. Would Carmán’s sons take revenge for Anand? Their mother’s last friend. Also who was Luke and was he a Magus or Fay? Was he an ally of Anand? How did Macha of Dunceath fit in? She was certainly Fay and they’d eventually catch her.

	Stefan, as Minister for Security for the Five Courts, knew his access to the Ard Rígan was unique. Still, it didn’t make complaining any easier.

	“I don’t say this lightly,” he explained, “but I feel slighted. I’ve lost Niamh, Flinn, Morwenna, Finn, Chrissie, Fergus and Sally from my senior staff. Also other more junior people. Eilis is empire building!”

	“Eilis only has Flinn, Niamh and Chrissie from that lot,” insisted High Queen Oonagh. “She’s giving Kate some experience, so obviously Niamh had to go. People can’t be having two masters and you’ve no need to spy on Eilis. You can’t be keeping Flinn and Chrissie for the same reason. You know why Morwenna and Finn had be demoted?”

	“Yes, they’d got a bit over focused on one group of demi-humans and the remaining Dwarves. So they are taking turns just doing observation and reports on Donald MacPherson.”

	“You and they nearly had my great-granddaughter killed,” insisted Oonagh. “You only had Sally and Fergus while the threat level was high. They are back doing Home Affairs. There are no threats now. No Dwarves on Earth either. Luke Iascaire seems to have vanished and I have confidence you’ll soon catch Macha of Dunceath.”

	“I need more staff to search the Tropics where she’s gone. I’d need huge resources to find Luke Iascaire. That’s maybe impossible if he is not making any trouble. What about Carmán’s sons? Carmán was a friend of Anand. Maybe Luke will contact them?”

	“Morwenna, Finn and Beavan still work for you part time.”

	“They are also mentoring Susan, Reggie and Duncan.”

	“Reactivate Flinn’s parents, Edana and Orran,” offered Oonagh. “Perhaps I can arrange that you have Beavan full time.”

	“They are fine for maybe Queen Áine’s Court,” mused Stefan. “It’s Earth that worries me.”

	“Is there a specific threat that worries you?”

	“We thought the Morrígan was dead.”

	“Please call her Anand. That was only her own self serving title. There are also no other lamia currently as Carmán died thousands of years ago.”

	“We didn’t even know that Anand had become a lamia,” insisted Stefan. “What about Carmán’s children?”

	“There has been no word of them for nearly three thousand years. Why worry now?”

	“Wouldn’t you like to be sure? Have some people experienced with Earth search for them?”

	“You’ve Manannán and his lot.”

	“They are more use once you’ve found a threat,” argued Stefan.

	Oonagh turned round her laptop. “What about Bernard or Brian the Exile?”

	“One or the other?” Stefan studied her screen. “Bernard’s not been to Earth for ages. What’s Brian been up to?”

	“Procurement.”

	“Your personal Earth imports!”

	“How are Keith and Anne working out?”

	“I don’t think they are suitable to do a search for Luke or Carmán’s sons, so I’m recalling them as we have Morwenna, Finn, Beavan and George taking turns watching Donald McPherson.”

	“So that leaves Brian. He’s very used to blending in on Earth, he’s been there since before the War and my Master of Procurement for the Queen’s Pantry since 976 AD. He’s never lived anywhere else.”

	“I’ll take Brian. I’ll need a second operative.”

	“Ask Marion.”

	Stefan laughed. “You aren’t serious?”

	“You claim there are no identified threats. I claim there are no threats.”

	“She’s human and not even living here!”

	“A human Halfling with more Glamour than most pure Fay,” insisted Oonagh. “She is a detective and I think you’ll find she’ll be here and restless. Obviously don’t actually ask her. I’ll have Eilis introduce her to Brian at her ball.”

	“You’ve something in mind?”

	“It will be a good idea to see what Carmán’s lads are doing. There might only be two now.”

	“You do know something!”

	“Patience, Stefan.”

	“Will Marion be at the ball Eilis is giving?”

	“It’s really for Marion’s benefit as practice for the Queen Áine’s Midsummer Night’s Ball and the Faerie Midsummer Night’s Ball. Marion, Eilis and Flinn are going to Áine’s. It’s a pity she wasn’t good enough at the flower fairies for Faerie last year. I suspect Queen Áine is inviting her due to Eilis asking, perhaps in case Queen Titania revokes Marion’s invitation again.”

	“The Faerie Ball is only for people with Faerie magic that can do flower fairies all night?”

	“Indeed I’ll be at Áine’s ball, but I’ve never even visited Faerie. Roibeárd insists Marion is enough Faerie and is good enough now at the flower fairies and King Oberon persuaded Queen Titania.”

	“What about ICBMs?” asked Stefan.

	“That’s a bit of shift of topic?”

	“We are talking about threats.”

	“I know the Dwarves don’t like us, but not that badly, besides they’ve no materials for nuclear warheads.”

	“Conventional explosives with accurate delivery would be a problem.”

	“Talk to Princess Eilis about it. Are you looking for an increased defence budget?”

	“No, just a few more covert staff.”

	* * *

	“We’ve had this discussion before, Stefan,” insisted Alice.

	Kate watched Lady Deirdre. Deirdre was supposedly Stefan’s Deputy, though Kate thought Deirdre had once been in charge. The Aés Sidhe politics confused her.

	“Not with me personally.”

	“Manannán and his people report exclusively to you, Stefan.”

	“In as much as they report to anyone,” muttered Deirdre. “The last report you gave us was on the launch of Friendship 9. They are up to 15 now?”

	“The 13, 14 and 15 almost certainly carried the three continental geostationary TV satellites,” explained Alice. She passed over newspapers. “You can keep them.”

	“The Elmarineer Reporter?” exclaimed Stefan, “Why not Hulremokineer papers?”

	“It’s more orientated to economic and technology news,” said Alice. “Kate?”

	“Um, we don’t know how many of the earlier launches were a success or even carried a payload. We speculate that all satellites before Cosmic Friendship 13 are in polar orbits, maybe only 300km. Ostensibly weather satellites. See the image on page 4 with the weather report?”

	“Yes, I suppose they might even have cameras and optics as good as ours?” replied Stefan.

	“We, um, managed to buy some Inamok smartphones,” explained Kate. “We sacrificed one. The chip geometry is much larger than ours or Earth’s at about 37nm, but very high quality. They probably don’t have still or video cameras quite as high resolution as ours, though that’s only based on analysing the phone’s camera. They are likely to overtake Earth soon on technology and science. Almost nothing is a direct copy. The display is rather mad as the LCD uses a single large silicon chip as the substrate. Good for direct sunlight but not so evenly lit as the transmissive TFT LCDs used on Earth.”

	“They barely had electricity ten years ago!” exclaimed Stefan. “I’m still staggered by the laptop Marion had, even though it had a plasma display.”

	“They had the science and in some areas surpassed Earth today, thousands of years ago,” explained Alice. “Ironically the Portals to Earth made the Inamok cautious about revealing what they knew and had to the humans in Magh Meall. The end of those Portals and the acknowledgement of the Inamok Empire by the humans has led to a rapid shift. Then the Dwarves have dramatically helped.”

	“Also they have the different kinds of magic,” added Kate. “The human magi have Fay magic, there is the Baltie mage style magic, the Inamok have specialist wizard and scrying magic. The Dwarves’ Earth magic is interesting. We gave the Dwarves access to all our science and technology thinking they weren’t much interested.”

	“Marion remarked that they use mages and wizards to adapt the masks for the chips,” added Alice.

	“It seems the Dwarf objections to technology were nuanced,” remarked Deirdre.

	“I’ve seen the Artistic Progress Committee archives years ago when they still had the Portals, before I was exiled,” said Alice. “They are very comprehensive. They photographed material so as to distribute copies to each of the four archives and any study committees. The Kranokin made the printing plates, so the Inamok got a copy of everything. The Tuath Dé had monochrome photography on glass plates a hundred years ago for them, which was the end of the sixteenth century on Earth due to time slip. I’ve no idea how long ago the Inamok had photo-lithographic printing.”

	“We’ll know if the Dwarves are making ICBMs?” pressed Stefan.

	“They do want their own weather satellites and feel their own spaceports might be misconstrued. I’ve spoken to Lady Sally. She has Fergus figuring out how the Dwarves would pay for the launches. Seven satellites on each of the five worlds.”

	“They’ve not offered any suggestion?”

	“They are prepared to pay in Inamok notes,” said Alice. “So we could barter with the Inamok.”

	“There isn’t anything we want off each other?” suggested Deirdre.

	“That’s certainly a difficulty,” admitted Alice. “The Dwarves are adamant about paying the commercial rate. The Inamok have Baltie silk but won’t export it. The honey and dairy products of Magh Meall are very good but they won’t export those either.”

	“That’s meaningless!” exclaimed Stephan. “There is no commercial rate because our space programs are state owned and everything in orbit is state owned by each of the five courts.”

	Kate looked at her phone screen; “What about fine art, wines and um…”

	“We’ll discuss it with Empress Megra,” suggested Alice. “Or you could authorise the Dwarves to launch here and on the other four worlds?”

	“I’m sure people would think I’ve gone soft!” exclaimed Stefan.

	“We’ll let you and Sally know if we have any ideas?” suggested Deirdre.

	
Chapter 2: Alice and Megra

	May

	Not all Fay Courts are ruled by Queens

	There are the Faerie, Elves and the five Sidhe Courts. Faerie has a King and Queen, though the Queen is in control. Elfland is ruled by King Reileanthos. The Alba Sìth are ruled by King Fergus, King Myriddian rules An Siabhra. Queen Niamh of the Golden hair, a daughter of Fand and Manannán, rules the Daoine Maithe. The Sluagh Sidhe, famous for the Fairy Host and the Wild Hunt are ruled by golden haired Queen Áine, a daughter of Manannán and twin of Macha of the horses also called Grian. Most powerful are the Aés Sidhe, ruled by Queen Oonagh, also Ard Rígan (High Queen) of all five Sidhe Courts

	—Sorcha ni Leith

	“So what’s the plan, Alice?” asked Kate.

	“We’ll take Niamh and let Chrissie manage the Ministry. Flinn is unravelling the interaction between the Dwarves on the other worlds and the host Courts, you’ve learnt about the other Sidhe Courts?”

	“Yes, I was surprised that Queen Niamh and Queen Áine are closely related to you. We don’t mention the twins, one of whom is your real father?”

	“Indeed,” agreed Alice. “We’ll visit them all officially. Obviously I’ve been to the courts of Áine and Niamh purely as a guest.”

	“I remember Queen Niamh visiting you.”

	“She sometimes visits Manannán and Fand since they were rehabilitated. Anyway, the plan is to be frank. We’ll meet together and then separately, you’ll meet with Chief Councillor Fianel, Court Magician Florien and their deputies. They’ll have at least their apprentice deputies, Councillor Mitram and Magician Teroan.”

	Kate thought it a bit mental that they could eat and drink at any official meeting, but that otherwise she needed Niamh or Alice to authorise it. The conversation at the meal had seemed inconsequential. Kate realised that Alice had somehow steered the discussion to existential threats. Megra and her two advisors seemed amused. The things that worried the Inamok seemed to be the Demigods, the Fay, the local humans and the humans from Earth, what the Tuath Dé called the Old World.

	“There aren’t likely to be any more rogue Fay lurking here?” asked Empress Megra.

	“The only one unaccounted for like Anand is Aoifé ni Bodb Derg, third wife of King Lir,” insisted Alice. “She was trapped in the human world as a big black bird. She couldn’t open Portals even before that.”

	“It’s a pity the Portals between here and the human world weren’t better policed,” said Megra.

	“Well—”

	No, Kate, insisted Alice telepathically, don’t explain. “Is there any problem with Marion staying with us for an extended period of time?”

	“Why now?” asked Megra. “I mean I expected this last year.”

	“She was determined to work at her businesses, hence only short visits. I think she has been overdoing it working on her business ventures. She’s had a lot of changes, the British young people following her, the end of her betrothal, watching Anand’s suicide, losing all the Familiars, being recognised as a human Halfling, a full member of Teach Mhanannán, a Princess, kidnapping and other things.”

	“She’s kept being a Princess secret and only recently told some people she trusts about being a human Halfling really to explain her ability to visit,” explained Megra. “We’ve not published the details of Anand’s death and appearance either. That’s what prompted her to be released from the Familiars?”

	“It was a mutual bondage and in time would be risky for an Enchantress,” insisted Alice.

	“She’s still human and not Fay?” pressed Megra.

	“She’s more human than Fay,” insisted Alice. “She’ll grow old and die. She only heals a little faster than most humans and can’t regenerate lost body parts like a Fay or a Fay Halfling can.”

	“I think the original law for Fay residents should apply,” mused Megra. “She loses citizenship and residency if away continuously for more than an Inamok year. I’ll discuss it with her, Florien and Fianel.”

	
Chapter 3: Taking a Break

	May

	At a certain age everyone is having babies?

	The approaches used by demographers and by epidemiologists for studying the fecundity of couples have converged, whereas they were historically divergent. Demography traditionally focused on fertility

	—Marianne O’Sullivan

	“I’m also escaping from being surrounded by babies and a few more pregnancies, Alice,” explained Marion. “Does that make me a refugee?”

	“No, but I can sort two things: a horse, martial arts and gymnastics lessons from Chrissie.”

	“That’s three.”

	“Two really,” insisted Alice.

	“Can you sort me a maid?”

	“A Fay Lady’s Maid?” exclaimed Alice.

	“No other sort will work here?”

	“That’s true. I’ll see what’s possible, Marion.”

	“You aren’t going to give me a tour?”

	“Angus and I can go riding with you. It’s the Midsummer season in six weeks time for the Faerie and Queen Áine’s court. Not the same night. I’ll be at both, but Flinn will only be at Áine’s ball. You are now definitely good enough at the flower fairies. I’m giving a ball before that in two day’s time. You can find some under-employed noble at the ball to give you a tour. It’s the first I’ve given apart from your coming of age on the Inamok World.”

	“I have to do the full Fay Princess style at any Fay ball?”

	“Me too, also Neamhain. You’ll not stand out too much as we might have about ten Princesses, the only difference from a Noble Lady is wearing a tiara or diadem. It’s not an official Court ball, so we can have some under age people, like Princess Kate, Lady Susan, Lord Reggie and Lord Duncan. Oonagh and Neamhain insist I have to be elitist and have only nobles.”

	“I’ll be the only person not entirely Fay?”

	“Not at all.”

	“Who?”

	“It wouldn’t be fair to say. Grian is technically a Fay Princess as well as being a Demigoddess.”

	“Surely she’s not coming?”

	“She might.”

	“Do I get to see the guest list?”

	“No, Marion, it’s my ball. Maybe when you know more people you can organise a ball. Now we need to meet Dan Canta. You need a medical. We’ll check now and again just to be sure you aren’t being affected by being here.”

	“The horse doctor that did my eye, setting broken bones and plastic surgery.”

	“He’s the sole Palace Doctor. Not that it keeps him busy.”

	“He can’t have much experience apart from my injuries?”

	“He did surgery and medicine for the Tuath Dé in Ireland and in those days he was called Dian Cécht. They thought he was a son of the Dagda.”

	“That’s not impossible?”

	“Possibly not in general terms. Dan is pure Elder Days Fay.”

	The small medical clinic on the second floor of the Royal wing of the Palace was used rather than the rather underutilised hospital in the city.

	“I had a medical recently in the Dalrinath Infirmary, Doctor Canta,” explained Marion.

	“Just call me Dan, Marion,” he said. “Doctor’s privilege. We do have more data to compare and better testing, though Eilis says the health care is good?”

	“You met two of the Baltie Mages.”

	“They were excellent. The problem is that the Tuath Dé and the few Skands are hardly representative humans. They even have common ancestors, though the Skands never intermarried with the Fay.”

	“You have the data now from the DNA tests of my staff and lackeys. How does that matter for my health?”

	“We can’t predict how your human and Fay DNA relates to your reaction to the environment here, or what it means for your physical characteristics such as acuity of vision, perception of colour, hearing, lung function, blood characteristics, reaction time, strength or how well your liver and kidneys work.”

	“Just like looking at Fay DNA tells you nothing about a person’s magic?”

	“Eilis has evaluated your magic. We’ll also get Neamhain to evaluate you. She’s good at that.”

	“Sorcha says so.”

	“She’s an example of what I mean. She’s not a typical human at all. She’s quite like human and Fay hybrids 3,000 years ago in Ireland. Eidann here will help me test you.”

	It didn’t take long. Marion laced on her ankle boots.

	“When do I get a copy of the results?”

	“You can have a copy tomorrow. It will be just the tests, no comments,” explained Dan.

	“I’m curious though. How much like a human or a Fay am I?”

	“Magically apart from the lack of fast self healing you are a Noble Fay. Certainly few Fay and no humans would have your Glamour and scrying ability. Plenty of Fay have less magic overall than you have, though I’m going by what Eilis said. You are right at the top of human experience for your body for strength and agility. Only athletes with your build would be faster, more agile and stronger. Apart from being naturally long sighted everything is excellent for a human. Unfortunately we don’t have results from other human Halflings. The only cloud is your biological age. Maybe it’s a consequence of being recognised as a Fay adult or all the magical healing you’ve had. Perhaps the magically assisted scar removal aged you. It wasn’t plastic surgery in the sense of human medicine. Maybe your use of Glamour.”

	“So I’m like thirty-four biologically?”

	“It’s not an exact science, or mage sense. We used both. You are a well preserved thirty-five to forty, Marion. Magically you’d easily be thirty-four now as it’s seventeen months since you were recognised.”

	“I’m human. We get old and die. At least I exercise and don’t smoke?”

	“Certainly while you can’t stop ageing, you can avoid things that accelerate it. At least you look like you are in your late twenties unless you are closely examined. You avoid sunshine?”

	“Sunblock is popular on Magh Meall. I’ve used it since I started the Magi College on Magh Meall.”

	“Perhaps you have too much sunblock or something lacking in your diet because you are a bit low in Vitamin D. That might accentuate feeling gloomy.”

	“The Mage thought I’d been working too hard. The ageing?”

	“Maybe being here will slow your ageing.”

	“Humans in Magh Meall live longer than on Earth.”

	“We think that’s partly genetic, diet and magic. You aren’t a Tuath Dé—”

	“I’m a human Halfling. Is that why my teeth are perfect?”

	“It’s possible. Your bones and tissues have healed from your injuries to the point where no-one would spot the damage. That’s Fay.”

	“Though very much slower. What about teeth?”

	“Fay grow new teeth. Likely you can’t, so be careful, Marion.”

	“I’ve always easily put on weight. I’ve only met one fat Fay.”

	“That was a curse! We’ll especially keep an eye on that, though I’ve not seen evidence of it. You are not a naturally skinny person. Do more exercise such as dancing and also I’ll send you diet suggestions. Don’t slim or fast as that’s unhealthy, but don’t get overweight either.”

	Marion thought that sounded difficult. “How do I know if I’m getting overweight?”

	“If you can’t button that dress. Did you never suspect you were a human Halfling?”

	“Not before Alice explained just after I recovered from the bogill injuries. Maybe Grian said something about Halflings. Though Tony had a couple of fillings in Ireland he was never ill. My mum and dad were quite healthy. Then in Magh Meall even the non-magical people are very healthy and have good teeth. The diet is probably better than Earth. Sugar is very much more expensive than honey or malt, neither of which is cheap, as it’s processed from root vegetables. There is Birch syrup and the Baltie syrup but they are also more expensive than honey. People complained about my Glamour and thought my scrying was exceptional. We never knew that Halflings existed. Just that some people were more magical. Alice said that when she first arrived the knowledge that magic in humans came from Fay ancestry had been suppressed.”

	“I can understand Manannán’s logic for organising that.”

	* * *

	Brian headed to his hotel room. Another pointless day watching Keith and Anne who worked for Stefan. His phone beeped with the text message alert.

	Mission ended, return soonest & see me. Mum

	Mum was code for High Queen Oonagh of the Five Courts of the Sidhe. He packed, checked out, left the hire car back and got a taxi to two streets away from the lock-up with the secret Portal in Cardiff.

	He got a more detailed message after he used the Portal. Unusually he was to meet Oonagh in the Palace. He usually met her at the Portal tower. A driver soon met him at the tower and Lady Sally met him at the palace. She took him up to meet Queen Oonagh. What could possibly be happening? Sally wouldn’t or couldn’t say. The layout hadn’t changed though the decor had since he’d last been at the Palace.

	“Relax, Brian,” urged Queen Oonagh. “I’d been planning to recall you anyway. I’m not so worried about what my people on Earth are up to right now and we have other people working in procurement.”

	“What about Keith and Anne?”

	“Stefan is recalling them shortly. He thinks they are unsuitable for general work and the specific job in Tewkesbury is obviously pointless.”

	“I’d agree. So it’s not just the mission that’s over?”

	“I’m abolishing the post of Master of Procurement for the Queen’s Pantry. You know Morwenna?”

	“I’m guessing everyone knows about the new roles of Finn and Morwenna, and why even though she is Stefan’s cousin. You told me at our last meeting.”

	“I’d like you to take over Mentoring Duncan from Lord Beavan as he’s rather busy and isn’t so familiar with Duncan’s background. It may only be temporary as Stefan may have a project for you. It will give you an excuse to be in the Royal wing and meet princesses.”

	“Certainly it will save me looking for a place, um, how many princesses might I meet?”

	“My great-granddaughter is the most recent and recently an adult. Princess Marion ni Manannán. Princess Eilis, her mother, has her own house at both Palaces as she is married, but as a Minister is regularly in the palace. Then there is Kate, my heir.”

	“The other new girl you adopted strangely isn’t a princess?”

	“Reggie, Duncan and Susan are not princes and princess, a compromise due to their background. So royal Nobles. Susan is an almost princess. There is also Princess Neamhain married to Prince Donal in the Royal wing. My other two daughters live in Manannán’s village. Actually that’s why we are abandoning Caherknock. It’s not got the space to add more Royal housing. Princess Neamhain will have her own house here and we will extend the Royal accommodation of this palace so Manannán and all of his Warband can live here.”

	“What about you tell Duncan it’s a trial?” suggested Brian. “We might not get on.”

	“I think that’s unlikely,” insisted Oonagh.

	“You better tell me exactly how you came to adopt them.”

	So Oonagh told Brian the story of the last Quadrivium.

	[See Hero Genesis]

	“We should have stopped the Aliens a lot earlier,” mused Brian.

	“We didn’t know exactly what they were doing and you more than anyone understand the non-interference policy.”

	“You want me to get to know the princesses in the Palace and um, Susan?” asked Brian, slightly puzzled.

	“Bear in mind that Kate and Susan are underage and that Neamhain and Eilis are not so long married.”

	“It’s a long time since I knew Manannán, the Warband and Donal. So Neamhain and Donal finally got married in Magh Meall and Eilis was born there. I suppose the time slip was a problem?”

	“They all took the River Demigoddess’s sleep, like the warriors and maids in Inis Abhlach, for over 500 years. It’s only about 625 years ago on the Inamok world for the Tuath Dé though they left Earth 2,500 years ago. The time-slip was fixed some years ago. Donal married his first wife in Ireland after they woke. It was Mary’s second marriage though Donal had met her when she was a teenager before her first marriage, from which she had six daughters. Maybe he first met her in the 1890s, I’m not sure exactly when. Their daughter, Joan, was a Fay Halfling and Mary’s seventh daughter. Joan had the supposed gift of being able to hide her magic and choose mortality. Strangely history seemed to repeat, though it turns out to have been deliberate. Donal returned to Magh Meall. Joan married and also had six daughters, interestingly all barren except the last, Catherine. Then Joan’s husband died; he was murdered. A pair of rogue Noble Elder Fay twins were involved. One married Joan. One lived with her and one sired Eilis, Joan’s seventh daughter—”

	“A seventh daughter of a seventh daughter. Does it make a difference?”

	“Probably not.”

	“Who are the twins?”

	“We don’t mention their names. One is dead and one is exiled with Loki. Their parents were Prince Roibeárd of Faerie and Grian, also known as Macha of the Horses. Queen Áine, her purely Fay twin sister fostered them. The parents of Áine and Grian are Manannán and Freyja. Grian is very unusual. She’s a Demigoddess of the Vanir kind, but with a Fay body rather than the usual human flesh used in Asgard. Neamhain fostered Eilis, she and Donal were her guardians in Magh Meall. Then Joan died and they adopted her. It’s commonly accepted that Neamhain and Donal are her birth parents.”

	“She was still very young when adopted?” suggested Brian. “I’ve heard too that the Inamok world boosts Fay magic?” He was sure he knew who the twins were.

	“It’s more complicated than that, but certainly there are many more Tuath Dé magi than we expected after about twenty five generations.”

	“So Manannán is her great-grandfather twice over in reality, for all practical purposes she is Donal and Neamhain’s child, and it’s politically expedient that people assume that. Donal was her grandfather at birth. I know who the twins were. She’s part Faerie and likely has Demigod magic via Grian or Manannán?”

	“Not Manannán because really Lir isn’t his father. Indeed Eilis is very unusual and was deliberately created to be a sacrifice,” continued Oonagh. “However she’s safe now. You’ve a good head for detail, most people need a chart. Somehow Joan did something different with Catherine, her sixth daughter and Eilis’s half sister. I’ve left out details about Eilis and Catherine’s grandmother, Donal’s first wife and Catherine’s husband, Patrick. They had Tony and Marion, both magi like the Tuath Dé of old. So they were exiled to Magh Meall. Then a pair of Murky Elf brothers working for the remaining twin killed Patrick and Catherine. Galar and Fjalar.”

	“I’ve heard of them,” remarked Brian.

	“One was later killed and the other exiled with Loki.”

	“So because of a mixture of consequences, magic and coincidence, Eilis then adopted Tony and Marion?”

	“Exactly, except Tony was married to a Tuath Dé Enchantress by then, Sorcha ni Leith, so Eilis adopted her too. Marion was a human Halfling from birth, though Eilis didn’t tell her. Even before the adoption her Glamour and magic meant she couldn’t safely work for any Tuath Dé employer. The Inamok can learn to resist Fay Glamour, so Marion became an Enchantress to the Empress and was struck off the Tuath Dé Magi guild. Perhaps her magic was still slowly developing due to the environment because she spent time outside of the Reservation, Magh Meall. The adoption also affected her magic and DNA, being younger than Sorcha and Tony. She thus was able to open a Portal, though she didn’t discover this till she was also adopted by Flinn and recognised as family by the rest of Teach Mhanannán, Lady Morien and Prince Roibeárd.”

	“Hence she was officially a noble and could be recognised as a Princess by blood when she came of age, that was recently?”

	“Over a year ago. Just before Marion tracked down Anand with the help of rooks. She’s given up the rook Familiars.”

	“I didn’t think that was possible?”

	“Eilis figured it out after Manannán foisted a wolf on her!”

	“I’d heard a rumour that Anand committed suicide?” suggested Brian.

	“She was very badly injured, blinded, and her Familiar, a magically enhanced hoodie crow she’d merged with, had died. She took a dose of hydrocyanic acid.”

	“The English called it prussic acid,” he remarked. “I’d wondered where she’d gone. She was an absolute menace and quite deranged. I know you feel it reflects on you because you fostered her.”

	“She just lost it when my other two elder daughters quite naturally wanted the Morrígna to include their youngest sister when she came of age.”

	“So anything else you want to tell me?”

	“Relax and beware of Marion’s Glamour. Also I’ll remove the geas on you to avoid intimacy with anyone?”

	“Yes.”

	“Do make sure you follow the etiquette guide.” Oonagh tapped him with her hazel stick.

	~

	Brian found his apartment in the royal wing. All his baggage and some items from storage had been delivered already.

	Brian felt quite honoured to be asked to Princess Eilis’s ball. While she was the youngest Minster and not that important, he’d only been to human dances in more than two thousand years, so wasn’t going to miss it. It was scheduled for the medium sized Court Ballroom and there was plenty of space. He’d never met Princess Eilis or her daughter Princess Marion, so wondered who else might be there. He set the invitation back on his desk. He called Duncan.

	“It’s Lord Brian mac Bressan,” he explained. “The Queen spoke to you?”

	“She did, you want to meet now?”

	“As soon as is convenient, though perhaps before Princess Eilis’s ball.”

	“You’re invited too?” exclaimed Duncan.

	“I just got the invitation, chiefly because I’ve only just moved into the Royal wing. I’ve spent almost all of the last three thousand years on Earth with only part of a day in the Palace occasionally since 976 AD.”

	“Come over now if it suits?” suggested Duncan. “You know where?”

	“Yes, I do. I’ll be right over.”

	Duncan insisted on making coffee.

	“So you’ve been here a few years now? The Queen told me your story in some detail as I’ve not been in Court much.”

	“We first visited about seven years ago, but we’ve lived here full time for about six years now. My memories of life on Earth feel like someone else’s memories, like an old black and white movie.”

	“Your accent is very good now,” said Brian. “So you know Princess Eilis well enough?”

	“Depends. Well enough for what? She’s deep. Like an onion you peel that never gets smaller. Though lots of people here are like that. She’s better at misdirection than anyone I’ve ever met.”

	“What about her daughter?”

	“I’ve met Princess Marion briefly. Princess Caitrin has met her more often. She’s a human that can somehow live here?”

	“A human Halfling, the only one still alive. There are a few of us Fay Halflings. It’s part of what qualifies me to be your mentor, more like advisor than a tutor. Certainly not your personal assistant or anything like that.”

	“Lord Beavan tended to major on tutoring and treating me as a teenager. Lady Niamh, Lord Finn and Lady Morwenna treat us more like adults, though I understand why I won’t be an adult till thirty-three.”

	“I’m used to regarding anyone eighteen or over as an adult,” explained Brian. “I’d be too lax actually with any Fay brought up here from birth.”

	“Likely then we’ll get on better than Beavan and I.”

	“So does Princess Eilis often give a ball?”

	“It’s the first here, though she gave one on the Inamok world for Marion’s coming of age.”

	“Were you there?”

	“No, it was really just closer family and those that recognised her as family, though Lady Chrissie, Lady Sally and Lord Fergus were there as
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