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A fantasy by: P.G. Louis

**Introduction**

In the wake of legend, truth emerges. Eighteen years have passed since Seoighe mac Danu walked the Threshold and defeated the dark god Crom Cruach. The world has known peace, but peace is a fragile thing, easily shattered by the shadows of the past.

Four young rulers, each raised in isolation, each bearing the mark of elemental power, receive divine summons from their mothers. They are told a truth that will change their lives forever: they are siblings, children of the legendary king, born of love forged in the year after his trials.

Now they must journey to Dún Solas, meet the father they never knew, and face a darkness that seeks to corrupt everything their father fought to protect. They must learn to trust, to work together, to become something greater than themselves.

They must become the Threshold.
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Chapter 1: The Dream of Fire
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The dream came to Aisling on the night of the autumn equinox, when the veil between the worlds was at its thinnest.

She stood in a place of fire and light, a vast, endless plain where the sky burned with the colors of a thousand sunsets. Before her stood a figure, tall and radiant, his presence a symphony of power and grace. He wore armor that seemed to be forged from sunlight itself, and in his hand, he held a spear that crackled with barely contained energy.

It was Lugh, the god of light, the master of all skills, the patron of her daughter.

"Aisling of the Western Wilds," his voice was not a sound, but a presence, a force that resonated in her very bones. "The time has come."

"My lord," Aisling said, her voice steady despite the awe that threatened to overwhelm her. She was a warrior queen, and she would not show fear, not even before a god.

"Your daughter, Scáthach, is in danger," Lugh said, his eyes burning with an intensity that was both terrifying and beautiful. "A darkness is rising, an ancient evil that seeks to unmake the world. She must go to Dún Solas. She must find her father. She must find her siblings. She must become the Threshold."

"Her father?" Aisling's breath caught in her throat. "Seoighe?"

"Yes," Lugh said, his gaze unwavering. "The time for secrets is over. The time for truth has come. Tell her. Tell her everything. Send her to Dún Solas. Today."

"But—-" Aisling began, her mind reeling with a thousand questions, a thousand fears.

"There is no time for doubt, warrior queen," Lugh's voice was a command, a divine imperative that could not be denied. "The darkness is already moving. If she does not go now, if she does not find her family, if she does not become the Threshold, then all will be lost. The world will fall. And your daughter will die."

The dream shattered, and Aisling woke with a gasp, her heart pounding, her body drenched in sweat. The pre-dawn light was filtering through the narrow window of her chamber, casting long, grey shadows across the stone floor.

It was a dream. Just a dream.

But she knew, with a certainty that was bone-deep, that it was more than that. It was a message. A warning. A command from the gods themselves.

She rose from her bed, her movements quick and decisive. She dressed in her warrior's leathers, strapped on her sword, and made her way through the silent fortress to her daughter's chamber.

Scáthach was already awake, standing by the window, her red hair a fiery halo in the growing light. She was dressed in her training clothes, her body tense, her gaze fixed on the distant horizon. She turned as her mother entered, and Aisling saw the same restless energy, the same coiled tension that she herself felt.

"You had the dream too," Aisling said, her voice not a question, but a statement.

Scáthach nodded, her jaw tight. "Lugh came to me. He spoke of danger. Of darkness. Of a father I have never met."

Aisling crossed the room and placed her hands on her daughter's shoulders, her gaze steady and unwavering. "Then it is time, my daughter. Time for you to know the truth."

They sat together on the narrow bed, mother and daughter, warrior and warrior. And Aisling told her the story. The story of Seoighe mac Danu, the legendary king, the man who had defeated a god. The story of a single, perfect night, eighteen years ago, when a wandering king had come to the Western Wilds, and a warrior queen had fallen in love.

"He was unlike any man I had ever met," Aisling said, her voice soft with memory. "He was strong, but he was also gentle. He was a warrior, but he was also a poet. He was a king, but he was also... just a man. A man who was searching for something, a man who was trying to understand the world, to find his place in it."

"Why did he leave?" Scáthach asked, her voice tight with a mixture of anger and longing.

"Because he had to," Aisling said, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "He was on a quest, a journey of self-discovery. He had trials to complete, a destiny to fulfill. And I... I could not go with him. I had my own people, my own responsibilities. We both knew that our time together was fleeting, a single, beautiful moment in the midst of our separate journeys."

"Did he know about me?" Scáthach asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"No," Aisling said, her voice filled with a deep, abiding regret. "I discovered I was pregnant after we had the battle for Dun Solas. I thought about it, but he had to fulfill his own destiny. Later I didn't want you to live with the pressure of being the daughter of a legend. I do not know if he knows that you exist."

Scáthach was silent for a long moment, her mind processing this flood of new information, this sudden, overwhelming revelation. "And now," she said, her voice low and dangerous, "Lugh tells me I must go to him. I must find this father I have never known. I must find siblings I did not know I had. I must become... what did he call it? The Threshold?"

"Yes," Aisling said, her hands tightening on her daughter's shoulders. "I do not fully understand what it means. But I know this: Lugh does not speak lightly. If he says you are in danger, if he says the world is in danger, then it is true. You must go, my daughter. You must find your father. You must find your family. You must save the world."

Scáthach looked at her mother, at the woman who had raised her, who had trained her, who had made her into the warrior she was today. She saw the fear in her mother's eyes, the love, the pride. And she knew, with a certainty that was as sharp as her sword, that this was not a request. It was a command. A divine mandate.

"I will go," she said, her voice a low, determined growl. "I will find this Seoighe mac Danu. I will find these siblings. And I will become this Threshold, whatever it is. And then..." her eyes blazed with a fierce, protective fire, "I will come back to you. I promise."

Aisling pulled her daughter into a fierce embrace, her tears finally falling, hot and silent against Scáthach's shoulder. "I know you will, my fire. I know you will."

By midday, Scáthach was ready to leave. She stood in the courtyard of the fortress, her horse saddled, her weapons secured, her small pack of supplies strapped to her back. Her mother's warriors, the Red Shields, had gathered to see her off, their faces a mixture of pride and concern.

Aisling stood before her daughter, her warrior queen's mask firmly in place, but her eyes shining with a mother's love. "Remember who you are," she said, her voice ringing with authority. "You are Scáthach of the Western Wilds. You are the daughter of Aisling the Fierce. You are the chosen of Lugh. You are a warrior. You are a queen. You are a force of nature. Do not let anyone, not even a legendary king, make you forget that."

"I won't," Scáthach said, her voice filled with a fierce conviction.

She mounted her horse, her movements fluid and graceful. She looked down at her mother, at the woman who had given her everything, who had made her everything. "I love you, Mother."

"And I love you, my daughter," Aisling said, her voice breaking. "Now go. Go and save the world."

Scáthach turned her horse and rode out of the fortress, her red hair a banner of fire against the grey sky. She did not look back. She was a warrior on a mission, a daughter on a quest. She was riding toward her destiny. She was riding toward the Threshold.

And the world would never be the same.
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Chapter 2: The Dream of Water
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The dream came to Muirne in the depths of the night, when the tide was at its lowest and the moon hung like a silver coin in the star-strewn sky.

She found herself standing on the ocean floor, in a place where the water was so clear it was like standing in liquid crystal. The pressure should have crushed her, the cold should have frozen her, but she felt nothing but a profound, peaceful calm. Before her stood a figure, tall and regal, his presence a symphony of power and grace. He wore robes that seemed to be woven from the sea itself, and in his hand, he held a trident that pulsed with the rhythm of the tides.

It was Manannán mac Lir, the god of the sea, the master of the waves, the patron of her son.

"Muirne of the Northern Sea," his voice was the whisper of the waves, the roar of the storm, the gentle lapping of the tide. "The time has come."

"My lord," Muirne said, her voice a soft, melodic whisper. She was a selkie queen, and she had walked between two worlds all her life. She was not afraid of gods.

"Your son, Manannán, is in danger," the god said, his eyes the color of the deep ocean, ancient and unfathomable. "A darkness is rising, a corruption that seeks to poison the waters of the world, to drown all life in despair. He must go to Dún Solas. He must find his father. He must find his siblings. He must become the Threshold."

"His father?" Muirne's heart, which had been calm, now began to race. "Seoighe?"

"Yes," the god said, his gaze steady. "The time for secrets is over. The time for truth has come. Tell him. Tell him everything. Send him to Dún Solas. Today."

"But he is happy here," Muirne said, her voice filled with a mother's protective instinct. "He has found his balance, his place between the land and the sea. Why must he leave? Why must he face this danger?"

"Because he is the only one who can," Manannán mac Lir said, his voice filled with a divine certainty. "He is the bridge between two worlds, the balance between two extremes. He is the water that flows, that adapts, that endures. Without him, the Threshold cannot stand. Without him, the world will fall."

The dream shattered, and Muirne woke with a gasp, her body tangled in the silk sheets of her bed, her heart pounding like a drum. The pre-dawn light was filtering through the gauze curtains of her chamber, casting a soft, ethereal glow across the room.

It was a dream. Just a dream.

But she knew, with a certainty that was as deep as the ocean itself, that it was more than that. It was a message. A warning. A command from the god who shared her son's name.

She rose from her bed, her movements fluid and graceful. She wrapped herself in a robe of shimmering blue silk and made her way through the silent palace to her son's chamber.

Manannán was not in his bed. She found him standing on the balcony that overlooked the harbor, his dark hair ruffled by the pre-dawn breeze, his gaze fixed on the horizon where the sea met the sky. He was dressed in his diplomat's clothes, his posture relaxed, but she could see the tension in his shoulders, the tightness in his jaw.

"You had the dream too," Muirne said, her voice a soft, knowing whisper.

Manannán turned, and she saw the confirmation in his eyes. "The god came to me. He spoke of danger. Of darkness. Of a father I thought was just a story."

Muirne stepped onto the balcony and stood beside her son, her gaze following his to the endless expanse of the sea. "He is not just a story, my son. He is real. And he is your father."

They stood there in silence for a long moment, the sound of the waves a gentle, rhythmic counterpoint to the storm of emotions that swirled within them. Finally, Manannán spoke, his voice calm but his words heavy with unspoken questions. "Tell me about him, Mother. Tell me about Seoighe mac Danu."

Muirne took a deep breath, her mind reaching back across the years to a time when she had been young and wild and free. "I met him on the shore, eighteen years ago," she said, her voice soft with memory. "He was a traveler, a wanderer, a man on a quest. He was completing his trials, seeking to understand the world, to find his place in it. He was... unlike any man I had ever met."

"In what way?" Manannán asked, his diplomat's mind already analyzing, categorizing, understanding.

"He saw both sides of me," Muirne said, her voice filled with wonder. "The selkie and the woman. The creature of the sea and the queen of the land. Most men see only one or the other. They love the mystery, or they fear it. But Seoighe... he saw me. All of me. And he loved me for it."

"Why did he leave?" Manannán asked, his voice carefully neutral.

"Because he had no choice," Muirne said, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "He had trials to complete, a destiny to fulfill. And I... I had my own life, my own people, my own responsibilities. We both knew that our time together was fleeting, a single, perfect moment stolen from the tides of fate."

"Did he know about me?" Manannán asked, his voice barely a whisper.

"No," Muirne said, her voice filled with regret. "I discovered I was pregnant after I returned from our final battle, after I returned to my own kingdom. I have wondered, all these years, if he knows that you exist."

Manannán was silent, his mind processing this revelation with the calm, analytical precision that was his nature. "And now," he said, his voice thoughtful, "the god tells me I must go to him. I must find this father I have never known. I must find siblings I did not know I had. I must become... the Threshold."

"Yes," Muirne said, her hand reaching out to rest on her son's arm. "I do not fully understand what it means. But I know this: the god who shares your name does not speak lightly. If he says you are needed, if he says the world is in danger, then it is true. You must go, my son. You must find your father. You must find your family. You must fulfill your destiny."

Manannán looked at his mother, at the woman who had raised him in two worlds, who had taught him to navigate the treacherous currents of both land and sea. He saw the fear in her eyes, the love, the pride. And he knew, with a certainty that was as steady as the tide, that this was not a request. It was a calling.

"I will go," he said, his voice calm and resolute. "I will find Seoighe mac Danu. I will find these siblings. And I will become this Threshold, whatever it may be. And then..." he turned to his mother, his eyes filled with a quiet promise, "I will return. I will tell you everything. I promise."

Muirne pulled her son into a gentle embrace, her tears finally falling, silent and warm against his shoulder. "I know you will, my tide. I know you will."

By midday, Manannán was ready to leave. He stood on the dock, his travel pack secured, his diplomat's credentials in his pocket, his mind already planning the journey ahead. His mother's people, the selkies and the sailors, had gathered to see him off, their faces a mixture of curiosity and concern.

Muirne stood before her son, her selkie queen's grace evident in every movement, but her eyes shining with a mother's love. "Remember who you are," she said, her voice a soft, melodic whisper. "You are Manannán of the Northern Sea. You are the son of Muirne the Wise. You are the chosen of the god of the sea. You are a bridge between two worlds. You are a diplomat. You are a king. You are the tide that connects all things. Do not let anyone make you choose one world over the other. You are both. You are whole."

"I won't forget," Manannán said, his voice filled with quiet conviction.

He stepped onto the ship that would carry him south, his movements fluid and graceful. He looked back at his mother, at the woman who had given him two worlds, who had made him whole. "I love you, Mother."

"And I love you, my son," Muirne said, her voice breaking. "Now go. Go and become the Threshold."

The ship set sail, its white sails billowing in the wind. Manannán stood at the stern, watching as his mother's figure grew smaller and smaller, until she was just a speck on the distant shore. He did not wave. He was a diplomat on a mission, a son on a quest. He was sailing toward his destiny. He was sailing toward the Threshold.

And the world was about to change.
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Chapter 3: The Dream of Air
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The dream came to Sadb in the quiet hours before dawn, when the library was silent and the candles had burned down to stubs.

She found herself standing in a vast, endless sky, a place where clouds were solid ground and the air itself sang with a thousand voices. Before her stood a figure, radiant and terrible, her presence a symphony of creation and destruction. She wore robes that seemed to be woven from flame and starlight, and in her hands, she held a hammer and a harp, the tools of the smith and the poet.

It was Brigid, the goddess of fire, poetry, and healing, the triple goddess, the patron of her daughter.

"Sadb of the Southern Libraries," her voice was the crackle of flame, the whisper of wind, the gentle strum of a harp string. "The time has come."

"My lady," Sadb said, her voice steady despite the awe that threatened to overwhelm her. She was a scholar, a keeper of knowledge, and she understood that knowledge came with responsibility.

"Your daughter, Étaín, is in danger," Brigid said, her eyes burning with a fierce, protective fire. "A darkness is rising, a corruption that seeks to burn away all knowledge, all beauty, all truth. She must go to Dún Solas. She must find her father. She must find her siblings. She must become the Threshold."

"Her father?" Sadb's breath caught. "Seoighe?"

"Yes," Brigid said, her triple nature shifting, her voice now soft and gentle. "The time for secrets is over. The time for truth has come. Tell her. Tell her everything. Send her to Dún Solas. Today."

"But she is so young," Sadb protested, her scholar's mind already cataloging the dangers, the challenges, the impossible odds. "She is brilliant, yes, but she is not a warrior. She is not a diplomat. She is a scholar, a bard, a keeper of stories. How can she face this darkness?"

"Because she is the air," Brigid said, her voice now fierce and commanding. "She is the breath that gives life, the wind that carries change, the song that inspires hope. She is the mind that sees patterns, the voice that speaks truth, the spirit that refuses to be silenced. Without her, the Threshold cannot stand. Without her, the world will fall into ignorance and despair."

The dream shattered, and Sadb woke with a gasp, her body slumped over her desk in the library, her face pressed against an open book, her candle long since burned out. The pre-dawn light was filtering through the tall windows, casting long shadows across the rows and rows of ancient texts.

It was a dream. Just a dream.

But she knew, with a certainty that was as clear as the written word, that it was more than that. It was a message. A warning. A command from the goddess herself.

She rose from her desk, her movements stiff from sleeping in such an awkward position. She lit a new candle and made her way through the silent library to her daughter's chamber.

Étaín was not asleep. She was sitting at her own desk, surrounded by scrolls and books, her quill moving rapidly across a piece of parchment. She looked up as her mother entered, and Sadb saw the same restless energy, the same focused intensity that she herself felt when she was on the verge of a great discovery.

"You had the dream," Sadb said, her voice not a question, but a statement.

Étaín nodded, her quill still in her hand. "Brigid came to me. She spoke of danger. Of darkness. Of a father I have only read about in legends."

Sadb crossed the room and sat down on the edge of her daughter's bed, her gaze steady and thoughtful. "Then it is time, my daughter. Time for you to know the truth. Time for you to understand that some legends are more than just stories."

They sat together in the quiet library chamber, mother and daughter, scholar and scholar. And Sadb told her the story. The story of Seoighe mac Danu, the legendary king, the man who had walked the Threshold. The story of a single, unforgettable week, eighteen years ago, when a wandering hero had come to the Southern Libraries, seeking knowledge, seeking understanding, seeking truth.

"He came to learn," Sadb said, her voice soft with memory. "He had completed his trials, but he felt... incomplete. He said he had learned to fight, to lead, to survive. But he had
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