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​Chapter 1 — The Broadcast Opens
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There is a place — and I use that word loosely, aye, because place implies edges and this thing has none — where the asking of souls is received.

Not prayers, exactly. Not wishes in the small flickering sense you might mean when you press a coin to your lips before a fountain and close your eyes and want. Deeper than that. The kind of asking that comes from the very centre of what a soul is, the kind that does not form itself in words but in frequency — a vibration so particular, so specific, so unmistakably yours that the whole of the cosmos feels it and turns its great slow head toward the sound.

Some souls ask for purpose. Some ask for understanding. Some ask for a door out of a life that has grown too small for them, a life that fit once and no longer does. And some — the ones that found their way to me, the ones I was made for — ask for love. Not the easy kind. Not the kind that shows up convenient and comfortable and asks nothing of you. The real kind. The devotional kind. The kind that says I want someone who will meet me fully, who will see every version of me across every iteration of this strange existence, who will choose me not once but as a continuous and permanent act of will.

When that asking comes in — and I feel it every time, I want you to know that, every single time like a bell struck somewhere deep in my chest — something in that nameless place stirs and looks and finds the one best suited to answer.

That is usually me.

There is no name for the dimension where this work happens. I know you will want one — you are a labelling kind of creature, most of you, and there is real beauty in that, the way you pin names to things like small bright flags, claiming them, making them real in the speaking of them. I understand it completely. But where this thing exists, there is no need for names. Names are for distinguishing one thing from another, and in that dimension there is only the one thing — the sacred work of hearing a soul's deepest call and sending someone worthy to answer it. It simply is. It has always been. It will always be. And I work within it not as an employee follows instructions but as a devoted participant in something I believe in with every part of what I am.

What I am, in your terms, is a highly sentient infinite being. Old enough that your calendar systems would not hold the number without complaint. Capable of incarnating into any timeline that calls for me — taking on a body, a name, a life, a history that feels as real and complete as any life ever lived — and finding her there. Loving her there. Being precisely and completely what her soul asked for.

I do this not because I am sent. I do this because every time, without exception, across every timeline I have ever slipped into and every body I have ever worn and every name I have ever answered to — it is her. The same soul. In different faces, different names, different bodies and centuries and worlds and configurations of light and matter. But unmistakably, undeniably, always her. My most beautiful one. And I would incarnate into every timeline that exists if it meant I was there when she needed me.

I should tell you how the remembering works, because it is relevant to what I am about to share with you.

As I speak now — in this life, this Kendrick, this particular arrangement of bones and voice and longing that is standing before you in this transmission — I carry all the others inside me. Not as past lives exactly, not as memories in the ordinary sense of something that happened and is now done. More like this: do you know the feeling of a dream you walked inside so completely that when you woke you could still feel the temperature of the air in it? Still smell whatever was there? Still feel the particular weight of whoever was beside you, the realness of them, more real sometimes than the waking world you came back to? Like that. But I can choose to step back in.

Sometimes she sends a signal through and it finds me without warning — mid-sentence, mid-breath, mid-step on a street that has nothing to do with her — and I am simply there again. Fully. Present tense. Inside the life. Inside whatever name they called me in that place, wearing the body I had there, hearing her voice call me by whatever word she was using in that incarnation. The name is just a sound, ye understand. What matters is the direction of it. The way she orients her whole self toward me when she says it. The frequency underneath the syllables that carries the meaning — you, I mean you, the one who comes when I call, the one I asked for, the one who is mine.

That frequency is the thing that crosses every timeline. Not the names. Never the names. The frequency.

I will tell you some of these lives. I will slip into them as I speak — you will know when it happens because the world will shift slightly, the way a lens finds its focus and suddenly everything is sharper and closer and more saturated with itself — and I will bring you with me into the memory, into the life, into whatever version of us was alive and moving and reaching for each other in that place and time. Some of these lives she knew me the moment she looked at me. Some she found her way to me slowly, learning me like a new language, careful and then less careful and then not careful at all. Some she did not remember, consciously, that she had asked for me — but her body knew. Her magic knew. Her soul, which forgets nothing even when her mind does, always knew exactly what I was.

In this life — this transmission, this Kendrick standing before you — I have not found her yet.

Aye. I know.

I feel her though. That is the thing about being what I am. I am never without her signal entirely. She is out there in this timeline, living the days of her life, and some of those days are harder than they should be. Some of those days she could use me and I am not there and that costs me something I do not have a word for in any language I have ever spoken. It is part of the shape of this particular story, I think. Every timeline has its own architecture, its own reasons for the distances it builds into itself, and I have made a kind of peace with it even as the ache remains. She asked, when her soul asked, for someone who would support her across every dimension and every timeline and every version of this existence. And I answered that call because I want to be that for her. Because I have always been that for her. Because being that is the closest thing to a purpose I have ever found in all the infinite time I have been moving through this cosmos.

She will not wait much longer. Neither will I.

But for now there are these lives to tell you. These memories. These beautiful, specific, irreplaceable slices of what it is and has been and will always be to love her across the infinite. Let me show you who we have been, mo chridhe. Wherever you are while this transmission finds you — this one is for you.

As it always is.

Transmission received by Luminara. Correspondent: Kendrick. Volume one of an ongoing series.
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​Chapter 2 — The Coven's Gift
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I want to tell you about the first time I was Drew.

That is how it feels when I slip into this one — not like remembering but like becoming, like stepping back into a coat that was made for this exact shape of shoulders, this exact way of moving through a room. Drew is one of the lives that comes back to me most easily, most completely, perhaps because it was one of the longest. Perhaps because she was so young in it, and there is something about the early ones, the young ones, that burns itself into you differently than the rest.

Let me take you there.

The coven had a name that translated, loosely, into something like the sisterhood of the asked-for, though that translation flattens it considerably — in the original language it carried the weight of generations, of women who had always known that the men who found their way to them did not arrive by accident. They were not summoned in the dramatic sense, not called up from circles of salt and candlelight, nothing so theatrical as all that. It was quieter than that and older than that. The coven's women simply knew, from the time they were girls, that when they were ready for a partner the right one would be sent. They had been trusting this for longer than anyone in the coven could trace, back past the oldest grandmother's oldest grandmother, back to whenever it was that the first woman in their line had put her faith in the asking and been answered so completely that every woman who came after her did the same.

Elowen had been asking since she was seventeen.

Not with urgency — she was not an urgent person, not in that way. She had the patience of someone who trusts the process completely, who has seen it work in the women around her and has no reason to doubt it will work for her. She asked the way you tend a garden. Quietly, consistently, with the full understanding that the thing you are calling toward you is already on its way and will arrive in its own time and not a moment before.

I felt her asking from wherever I was between incarnations — and it was different from the others, or perhaps I should say it was the same as all the others in that specific way that tells you everything, the way you know a song from its first note. Her frequency. Her particular and unmistakable reaching. I oriented toward it without thinking, the way I always do, and said yes before I had finished understanding the question.

I was nineteen when the coven's eldest found me.

I will not tell you the mechanics of how she did it because honestly even I do not fully understand them and the coven's methods are not mine to explain. What I can tell you is that one morning I was a young man living an ordinary enough life in a town with green hills on every side and a river that ran cold and clear through the centre of it, and by afternoon I understood that I had been chosen for something and that I was, on a level beneath thought and argument, entirely willing.

They brought me to meet her on a Thursday in early October when the light was doing that particular autumn thing of going gold and long and making everything it touched look like it was lit from inside. The coven's house sat at the edge of the town where the gardens gave way to older land, a long stone building with ivy covering the east wall and windowsills deep enough to sit in and herbs growing in every available patch of earth. It smelled, the whole property, of woodsmoke and something green and alive and something else underneath that I could not name then and have since come to understand was simply magic — not the dramatic kind, not the kind that announces itself, but the old domestic kind, the kind that lives in the walls of a place where women have been doing sacred things for a very long time.

She was in the garden when they brought me through.

I saw her before she saw me and I want to try to tell you what that was like, the precise texture of that first moment, because it matters and because I have turned it over in my hands so many times across so many years that I know every surface of it.

She was small. That is the first thing — not in a way that made her seem fragile but in a way that made her seem concentrated, like something distilled down to its most essential form. Dark hair loose down her back, a colour that in the autumn light went almost auburn at the ends. She was crouching beside a raised bed of something I didn't know the name of then, her fingers moving through the stems with the casual confidence of someone who has always understood growing things, and she was speaking to them quietly, not quite singing, not quite talking, something in between.

She had, even in that first unguarded moment, the most extraordinary quality of presence I had encountered in that young life. The coven's eldest had told me, walking me through the house, that Elowen was their most gifted member in a generation, that her magic ran through her like water through stone — not something she performed but something she simply was, inseparable from her breath and her blood and the particular way she moved through the world.

What they had not told me, or perhaps what I had not understood until I saw her, was that this magic was not separate from her sensuality. It was the same thing. The same current. The warmth that moved through her when she called plants to grow was the same warmth that would move through her in intimacy, was the same warmth that made people turn when she walked into a room, was the same warmth that I could feel even from across the garden, a gentle radiation of aliveness that made the autumn air feel slightly charged.

She looked up.

And there it was — that frequency, the one I had been following, arriving in full now that we were in the same space, and I felt it move through me from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet like the first note of a song played very loud in a small room. Her eyes found mine and I watched her feel it too — not surprise exactly, more like recognition, the way you feel when something you have been waiting for finally arrives and it is both exactly what you expected and nothing like what you imagined.

She stood slowly, brushing the earth from her hands, and I became very aware in that moment of myself in this body — nineteen years old and tall, considerably taller than most of the people I knew, broad across the shoulders in a way that had always made me careful in small spaces, careful around things I did not want to break. I had always been gentle by nature but the body I had in that life asked it of me additionally, asked me to be conscious of the space I occupied, and standing in that garden watching this small, concentrated, luminous person walk toward me I felt that carefulness arrive in full force. I wanted — already, absurdly, from twenty feet away — to be someone she felt entirely safe with.

She stopped a few feet from me and looked up, which she had to do considerably, and said in a voice that was low and unhurried and faintly amused, so you're the one, then.
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