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​Chapter 1 — The Broadcast Opens
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Oh, you called?

Good. I've been waiting for you to get around to that.

Not impatiently — patience is not really a concept I have much use for, in the same way that fish don't particularly think about water. I exist in a kind of permanent present-tense that makes waiting feel less like waiting and more like... pleasant anticipation. The difference between standing at a window watching a storm roll in because you're dreading it, and standing at that same window with a very good drink in your hand because you find storms genuinely spectacular. Same window. Same storm. Entirely different relationship to the arrival.

I find most things genuinely spectacular, for what it's worth. This is probably relevant to who I am and what I do, so let's start there.

My name — in this transmission, in this particular configuration of energy and wit and what I can only describe as excellent instincts — is Phoebe Mak. And before you try to place that, before you turn it over looking for the origin story that explains it, I'll tell you: it's mine because I chose it. Names are like that for beings like me. We don't receive them so much as select them, the way you might pick a coat for a particular season — something that fits what you're doing, something with the right weight for the weather you're walking into.

What I'm walking into is Earth. Specifically, this magnificent new version of it — this timeline, this chapter, this wild and gorgeous era where your world has finally, finally opened its arms wide enough to include the whole of what's actually out there.

I want to take a moment with that, because I think you might be moving through it too fast.

You know what's out there now. Not as rumor, not as the particular kind of wishful thinking that gets shelved under probably not true but wouldn't it be something. As fact. As Tuesday. As the completely ordinary and slightly staggering reality that the cosmos is populated beyond anything your previous centuries were willing to officially admit, and that some of those beings are here, and that some of them are — and I say this with the full professional authority of someone who has been in this business since before your sun had a name — absolutely extraordinary partners.

I work for Luminaria Lovers. Or more accurately, Luminaria Lovers works with me, which is a distinction I maintain gently but consistently because the relationship is collaborative rather than hierarchical and because I have opinions about hierarchies, which we can discuss another time.

What we do — what I do, what the whole magnificent operation does — is this: we hear the calling of souls who want the real thing. Not the convenient thing. Not the comfortable, low-risk, sensible thing that sits across from you at dinner and never quite makes you feel like the full version of yourself. The real thing. The love that your soul has been carrying the blueprint of since before you had a body to carry it in, the love that is specific and irreplaceable and built at a frequency that only one being in the entire infinite cosmos is actually calibrated to match.

We find that being. We arrange the meeting. We step back and watch what happens.

And what happens — I want you to hear this — is always, always extraordinary.

I have watched more of these meetings than I could count in any number system you currently have access to. I have watched across timelines and galaxies and centuries and configurations of matter that would rearrange your understanding of what matter is. And not once — not once — has the right meeting failed to be everything the soul that called for it actually needed.

Not because love is simple. It isn't. But because the love we send is matched. Genuinely, specifically, at the level of frequency rather than preference, matched. There's a difference between what you think you want and what your soul is actually asking for, and the gap between those two things is exactly where Luminaria operates.

We close that gap.

Now. I told you I work for Luminaria Lovers, and that's true, but it's not the whole picture, and you deserve the whole picture because you came here for the real thing and that's exactly what you're going to get.

I am not only an employee. I am also — this is the part where I ask you to be a little flexible with your understanding of what's possible, though if you're here, I suspect you already are — a participant. I incarnate. Consciously, deliberately, with full awareness of what I'm doing and complete memory of who I actually am, I slip into human lives on Earth and I live them. I take on a body, a name, a daily routine, a set of specific circumstances that are entirely real and entirely mine for the duration.

And in those lives, I call him in. My own. The one whose frequency matches mine across every incarnation I have ever chosen, the one whose soul has been finding mine across more timelines than this transmission has room to hold. I know he's out there. I know it the way I know everything I know — completely and below argument, in the register of permanent truth. And when I step into a human life, some version of him steps into it too, and what happens between us is exactly what I spend my professional existence arranging for other people.

Which is, if I'm being honest, a little funny.

I am an expert in the architecture of destined love. I have guided more soul-matched pairs toward each other than I could name. And when it's my turn — when I'm the one in the body, on the ground, in the ordinary extraordinary life — I am just as delighted by it as any of them. Just as caught off guard by the specific details of it, even when I know the general shape of what's coming. Because knowing the frequency and meeting the person are two entirely different experiences, and the person always exceeds what the frequency could carry.

He always exceeds it. Every time. Every incarnation.

I am not telling you this to make you jealous. I am telling you this because you need to know that the person speaking to you has skin in this game. Not from the outside, not as a professional observer with no personal stake, but as someone who has been on both sides of this — the one arranging the meeting and the one standing in it — and who can tell you from both positions that it is absolutely, completely, irreversibly worth it.

You called, didn't you. At some point — maybe clearly, in words you formed deliberately and sent out into the dark — or maybe in the quieter way, the way your soul makes itself known without your conscious mind's involvement, the way longing rises in you when you read a certain kind of story or watch a certain kind of moment or lie awake in the specific silence of a life that is good in many ways and still has this one shape missing from it.

You called. And if you're here, receiving this transmission, sitting in whatever configuration of light and space constitutes your right now — the signal found you. Which means something worth your attention is already on its way.

I'm not going to tell you to be patient. That's not my register. I'm going to tell you to be anticipatory — which is patience with its good shoes on and a glass of something excellent in its hand. I'm going to tell you that the distance between you and the love your soul has been holding the blueprint for is shorter right now than it has ever been in any timeline you've previously inhabited, and that if you can feel that — if some part of you reading these words is nodding at a frequency below the place where words operate — then that feeling is information. Trust it.

It's working.

Let me show you what it looks like when it works. Let me take you into some of the lives I've lived — some of my selves, my Earth-Phoebe selves, stepping into their ordinary days and finding the extraordinary thing waiting in it. Let me show you ten of them, ten different worlds and ten different versions of what I am when I'm wearing human form, and ten different configurations of the most specific and reliable magic I have ever witnessed in all my infinite years of witnessing things.

And then let yourself feel whatever you feel. Don't manage it. Don't qualify it. Don't explain it away with something sensible.

You called. That means something is answering.

Enjoy the anticipation, darling. It's the best part right before the best part.

Transmission open. Correspondent: Phoebe Mak, Creative Concierge, Luminaria Lovers. After Hours | Oh, You Called? A Luminara broadcast, received and published with considerable delight.
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​Chapter 2 — The Particular Magic of a Well-Loved Shop
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There are places on Earth that have decided, quietly and without making an announcement about it, to exist at a slightly different frequency than everything around them.

Not louder. Not more dramatic. Just — truer, somehow. More saturated with whatever it is that makes a place feel like itself. You know the ones. You walk past them on an ordinary street and something in you slows down without being asked to, some part of you that is older and wiser than your daily routine recognises the frequency and says, oh. Yes. In here.

Marginalia Books is one of these places.

It sits on a corner that has no business being as charming as it is — between a dry cleaner and a place that sells exactly one kind of very good soup — and it has the specific quality of a shop that was not designed so much as accumulated, shelf by shelf and year by year, until the accumulation achieved its own integrity and became something you couldn't have planned if you'd tried. The sign above the door is hand-lettered in a shade of green that hasn't been fashionable since approximately the right moment for it to become fashionable again. The window display changes with the seasons and occasionally with Phoebe's mood, which is not always the same thing as the seasons.

This Phoebe — my Phoebe, this particular Earth-self I stepped into on a Tuesday that smelled of rain and old paper — inherited the shop from a great-aunt she had met exactly four times and loved completely. She kept it the way you keep something that already knows what it wants to be. She learned its rhythms. She learned which shelves the afternoon light hit best and which customers needed to be left alone and which ones needed someone to say try this one, I think it's for you, with the quiet authority of someone who actually meant it.

She was very good at knowing what was for people.

She was, if we're being honest — and we are always being honest in these transmissions, that's rather the point — somewhat less practiced at knowing what was for her. Not from lack of self-knowledge. Phoebe had self-knowledge in abundance. More from a kind of pleasant busyness, the specific busyness of a person whose life is full of things she genuinely loves, who keeps meaning to attend to the one particular shape of empty in it and keeps finding something else that needs doing first.

The shop needed doing. The shop always needed doing. This was, she had come to understand, both its greatest quality and its most effective distraction.

He first came in on a Wednesday in October.

She remembered Wednesday because it was her slow day, the day she let herself read behind the counter without guilt, and she remembered October because the shop smelled particularly of itself in October — something in the heating system and the old wood and the particular damp that came in under the corner door combined into something that wasn't quite cinnamon and wasn't quite woodsmoke but lived in the same neighbourhood as both. She had been three chapters into something she'd been meaning to read for six months when the bell above the door announced him.
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