
File One: The Legionary

THE GATEKEEPER’S FILES SERIES

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

File One: The Legionary

Part of The Gatekeeper’s Files Series

Copyright © 2025 TJ Sweeney All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Developmental assistance provided by ChatGPT. All final creative content © TJ Sweeney.

ISBN-13: 979-8-9958382-0-3

Cover design by: TJ Sweeney

Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309

Printed in the United States of America

Published by Palm Tree Press, Honolulu, Hawai’i.

First Edition

[image: ]

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Dedication

For my soulmate

who reminds me that real-world soul recognition

is both quiet and unmistakable.

And for the friends, readers, and ancestors

who walk the road with me.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Author’s Note

Welcome to The Gatekeeper’s File.

This novella is the first glimpse into a much larger tapestry of past lives, soul bonds, missed connections, and the long arc of reunion. Each file reveals one lifetime in the evolving relationship between two souls—sometimes near, sometimes far, always pulled toward each other by something older than memory.

File One takes us back to the Roman frontier:

a legionary,

an auxiliary,

a winter forged in iron,

and the first spark of something that will echo across centuries.

You’ll hear from the Gatekeeper—the archivist of lifetimes—whose voice threads through these stories with cosmic exasperation, humor, and reluctant affection.

If you enjoy this world, make sure to join the journey all the way to File Two.

Their next life... gets complicated.

Until then—

may the roads you walk bring you exactly where you’re meant to be.
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GATEKEEPER’S PROLOGUE
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Look, I don’t make the rules—I only report them.

Yes, every soul has a mate.
No, they are not assigned.
No, they are not guaranteed to find each other.
And absolutely not—before you ask—they don’t receive a cosmic itinerary that says:
“Thursday, 3:14 p.m. — meet your beloved behind the olive press.”

(to the trainee),
Stop taking notes like that. It was an example, not an exam question.
Now, before we begin today’s file review, a reminder:
You are here to observe, not interfere.
No nudging.
No whispering into the mortal subconscious.
And for the love of the First Archivist, do not try to rearrange anyone’s destiny stamps again.
Your probationary review was... memorable.
Right.

Settle in.
We’ve got a particularly stubborn pair this cycle — promising, but chronically allergic to timing.
Let’s begin.

Every soul has a mate.

The bond starts the moment two souls first meet and decide—consciously or not—to connect.

Whether they ever realize they’re soulmates?

Not guaranteed. Happens less often than you’d think.

Every lifetime is a choice.

A choice to reconnect—or not.

A choice to travel together or drift off into their own eddies for a while.

Because life is not point A to point B.

Life is a river—wide, winding, unpredictable.

Time and space?

Just different currents.

Souls slide between them easier than you slide into bad decisions.

When souls meet and choose one another, they move forward in tandem.

When a lifetime ends, they surface again in the next.

No, they don’t appear in every life together, but they do more often than not.

And the closer they get in one lifetime—the deeper the love, the loyalty, the sacrifice—the easier recognition becomes in the next.

Strong connections leave marks.

Cosmic fingerprints.

(Not actual fingerprints. Stay with me.)

Souls don’t carry facts from life to life.

No names, no dates, no “Remember when we lived in Bavaria in 1542?”

They carry feelings.

Emotional memory.

That’s why someone new can feel familiar, comforting, or—sorry—infuriating.

Recognition is almost always asymmetrical at first.

One soul goes, “Huh, that’s odd,”

and the other is just living their life, oblivious as a toddler with a crayon.

Free will overrides everything.

Yes, even the soulmate bond.

They can choose each other, reject each other, or miss each other entirely.

No one is forced into anything.

Not my department. I don’t want that paperwork.

Sometimes, if a life ends badly—or if one soul avoids the connection—the bond can go quiet for a bit.

But don’t panic.

Silence is not erasure.

A bond can always re-awaken.

Also, in case you’re wondering:

Soulmates don’t always show up as lovers.

They can be friends, siblings, rivals, parent and child—whatever form gives the two of them the next stage of growth they signed up for... allegedly.

Vows, promises, big emotional moments—those things echo.

Not magical contracts, just... momentum.

A strong “Wait for me next time” tends to carry.

And even when they don’t meet, their paths usually skim the edges of each other’s lives—

same town, same class, same street, same sunrise on the same morning.

Reunion points exist.

They’re drawn toward them like moths to a cosmic streetlamp.

Missing each other isn’t failure.

Just a delay.

They’ll circle back around eventually.

And if you’re worried about gender, culture, or whatever body they end up in next time—don’t.

Souls don’t care.

Connections adapt.

Lifetimes together can build toward realization, but even that isn’t guaranteed.

And once the truth is remembered—once the souls recognize what they are to each other—

that recognition usually carries forward into every lifetime that follows.

Now there.

You’ve got the basics.

Don’t lose it this time.

That’s all there is. No questions.

Here we go.
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Chapter One — The Road to Aquincum
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The road to Aquincum shimmered under the late-summer sun. Heat rose from the packed earth in wavering lines that blurred the horizon. Marcus Varro adjusted his pack, sweat rolling down the back of his neck beneath the weight of his cloak. Dust clung to his sandals, to his tunic, to every inch of exposed skin. His throat tasted like sand.

The air tasted of heat and travel.

Behind him stretched a long, ragged column of recruits—Umbrians, Sabines, Dacians, Transalpines, Belgic auxiliaries—men summoned from their home provinces for one final stint of mandatory service. Rome had demanded them for a year. Their towns had provided them. Now they were all being marched to the Danubian frontier where the governor apparently believed the army could still use more bodies.

Marcus had already survived his year of local militia duty. Spoletium’s vineyards, hills, and market streets had faded behind him in the distance. He should have felt relief to be nearing the end of his obligation.

Instead, the road ahead felt heavier than his pack.

A loud metallic clang jolted him from his thoughts.

A shield—

falling—

again.

Marcus turned just in time to see a tall, broad-shouldered man muttering violently in Gaulish as he scooped the shield from the dirt and wrestled it upright. His cloak was hitched awkwardly to one side, his pack was tied crookedly, his blanket roll slipping toward the ground, and the strap across his chest—Marcus winced—was twisted so badly it looked like a snake attempting to tie itself into a knot.

The man looked strong. Capable. And thoroughly miserable in the heat.

Marcus slowed his steps without thinking.

When the shield slipped again, Marcus stepped forward, caught it before it hit the ground, and extended it back.

“You planning to carry that all the way to Rome?” Marcus asked.

The man blinked, then let out a half-laugh. “Only to wherever they’re sending us.”

His accent was Belgic. His smile lopsided. His gratitude genuine.

Marcus offered the shield properly this time. The man took it with a nod. And in that small exchange something eased between them. Not recognition—not consciously—but the comfortable settling of two rhythms falling into pace.

They walked together from then on, without acknowledging it.

Two strides.

Two breaths.

A wordless agreement in the dust.

By midday the heat became a thick, shimmering curtain. Insects hummed. Recruits groaned. Packs shifted. Someone fainted. Someone else cursed the sun. But Marcus and the Belgic soldier kept pace side by side, sharing the shade whenever a roadside oak stretched across the road.

“My name is Aelius,” the man offered. “Aelius Brennus. From Tungrorum.”

“Marcus Varro. Spoletium.”

Aelius eyed Marcus’s carefully arranged pack. “You look prepared.”

Marcus eyed Aelius’s disastrous one. “You look... not.”

Aelius snorted. “Balance, then.”

They didn’t discuss why they remained side by side. They just did. But as the columns wound down the road toward the Danube, Marcus became aware that Aelius hadn’t wandered off to join other auxiliaries. Instead, he remained beside Marcus, keeping pace, sometimes speaking, sometimes quiet.

Something in their silence felt easy. Familiar.

As if they’d done this before.

When the sun finally slanted low behind the fortress palisades of Aquincum—huge, imposing, buzzing with late-summer activity—Marcus realized something quietly unsettling:

He was glad for Aelius’s company.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Aquincum announced itself long before they reached it—first by smell, then sound.

Inside the gates, chaos spread in every direction. Late-summer heat baked the training yards and intensified the metallic tang of heated iron. Smiths hammered until sparks flew. Cooks tossed barley into boiling pots. Centurions barked orders with no patience for the humidity.

When the fortress finally appeared—massive wooden palisades, tall watchtowers, banners flapping—Aelius exhaled in awe.

“Not as big as I imagined.”

“Big enough,” Marcus replied.

An optio stepped into their path and barked, “Legionaries left! Auxiliaries right! Move!”

Aelius gave Marcus a crooked grin. “Seems we part ways, Italus.”

Marcus felt an unexpected tightening in his chest.

“Try not to drop your shield,” he said.

“Try not to march too perfectly,” Aelius countered.

With that, the stream of men swept them apart.

Marcus marched toward the legionary barracks, where he was sorted, measured, issued gear, and shoved into formation. His training yard was a blur of shield-wall drills, spear-thrust patterns, and shouted corrections. He learned the cadence of commands, the weight of new armor, the sting of cool air biting through a tunic soaked with sweat.

Aelius was swept toward the auxiliary yards. While Marcus drilled under the relentless sun, he found his eyes drifting—again and again—to the far yard where Aelius was... being Aelius. Too loud. Too quick. Too friendly. Too enthusiastic. Dropping things. Encouraging others. Annoying his optio.

Marcus pretended not to watch.

Aelius pretended not to notice.

Neither succeeded.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Life in the fortress quickly shifted from blistering heat to cooler evenings as summer waned. Thunderstorms rolled in from the river. The smell of rain briefly washed the dust from the air before heat returned the next day.

By the second week, the mornings held a faint crispness.

By the fourth, leaves began showing hints of change.

Aquincum was preparing for autumn—and so were its soldiers.

Training intensified. Marcus adapted quickly—faster than most. He learned to anticipate commands before they came. He learned the discipline of a Roman legionary—methodical, steady, precise.

Aelius learned how to fall in the mud.

One particularly muddy morning, Marcus watched an auxiliary drill out of the corner of his eye as he tightened a shield strap. Aelius demonstrated a sword swing that was far too dramatic, lost footing, and unceremoniously face-planted into a puddle.

A roar of laughter echoed. Aelius stood, dripping, hair plastered to his head.

Marcus walked past and murmured, “You fall magnificently.”

Aelius flashed a grin. “If I must fall, I prefer to be remembered for it.”

Later that week, Aelius appeared at Marcus’s bench during a
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