
​After Hours 

​My Most Beautiful One

By Calida Quinn, A Luminara Transmission
FrankiVerse Media™
Franki Was Here DOT com

Table of Contents

Title Page

Kendrick | An Introduction | After Hours

Chapter 1 — The Broadcast Opens

Chapter 2 — The Coven's Gift

​Copyright © 2026 by FrankiVerse Media™

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in brief quotations for reviews.
FrankiVerse Media™ is a trademark of FrankiVerse Media, Inc.
Franki Was Here DOT com
All FrankiVerse interpretations, characters, portals, cosmic snacks, and multiversal critters are fictional and belong to the author, Calida Quinn.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​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
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