

    
        
          Eternal Flame

        

        
        
          Soul Trade, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Dakota Sky

        

        
          Published by Dakota Sky, 2025.

        

    



    
        
          Eternal Flame

        

        
        
          Soul Trade, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Dakota Sky

        

        
          Published by Dakota Sky, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ETERNAL FLAME

    

    
      First edition. April 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Dakota Sky.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230598855

    

    
    
      Written by Dakota Sky.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ETERNAL FLAME

    

    
      First edition. April 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Dakota Sky.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230598855

    

    
    
      Written by Dakota Sky.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

Table of Contents

Chapter 1 - Evelyn

Chapter 2 - Evelyn

Chapter 3 – Evelyn

Chapter 4 - Evelyn

Chapter 5 - Evelyn

Chapter 6 - Evelyn

Chapter 7 - Evelyn

Chapter 8 - Evelyn

Chapter 9 - Evelyn

Chapter 10 - Evelyn

Chapter 11 - Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 12 - Evelyn

Chapter 13 - Evelyn

Chapter 14 - Evelyn

Chapter 15 - Elizabeth Kelly

Chapter 16 – Elizabeth Kelly

Chapter 17 - Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 18 - Evelyn

Chapter 19 - Evelyn

Chapter 20 - Evelyn

Chapter 21 - Evelyn

Chapter 22 - Evelyn

Chapter 23 - Evelyn

Chapter 24 - Evelyn

Chapter 25 - Evelyn

Chapter 26 - Evelyn

Chapter 27 - Evelyn

Chapter 28 - Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 29 - Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 30 - Evelyn

Chapter 31 - Evelyn

Chapter 32 - Evelyn

Chapter 33 - Evelyn

Chapter 34 - Evelyn

Chapter 35 - Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 36 - Evelyn

Chapter 37 – Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 38 – Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 39 – Dr. Jane Caldwell

Chapter 40 - Evelyn

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1 - Evelyn
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Evelyn opened the door and cut through the smoky bar filled with the musty smell of old testosterone. 

Sailors left and right turned to stare as she continued through the murky field of their leftover dreams and tall tales.  This is the place, she thought as she glanced out the window again. The over-crowded parking lot was filled with middle aged crisis-mobiles.

She exhaled a nervous breath to steady herself as she continued sauntering away from the bar and toward the booths in the corner.

Tonight, she had made herself into a life size pin up doll, complete with a vintage sweep of blonde hair, peeking garter belt and nude stockings. She slowly inhaled through the trappings of the corset she was wearing underneath her borrowed black and white striped dress.

The clink of her bright red stilettos added to the rhythm of the crooning voice that was coming from the jukebox nearby. She had intentionally dressed as the epitome of every sailor’s dream, a buxom cartoon goddess who’d come to life off the side of a B-24 bomber.  

Someone from the bar called out to her.

Evelyn discreetly shook her head-mostly to herself, a reminder to stay focused. 

She could feel all the eyes that were trailing her movements...a few oblivious, extremely young girls ogled her from their station by the dart board.

Noted.

Obviously the first course of tonight’s dinner here at the Salty Dog watering hole was supposed to be those sweet girls who had no idea just what they were getting into. And Evelyn knew that if she were not careful, she would become the main course.

Right.

She smiled softly to herself. The key to walking through places on a hit like this one was knowing that the less people that she acknowledged seeing, the more people would see her-and with tonight’s target, she needed to be seen more than ever. 

Evelyn felt that familiar tingle at the base of her spine and her heart skipped. It was only a matter of time now. Her eyes casually scanned the pub looking for the target. There he was on the edge of the bar, smug and confident with his typical scotch on the rocks in hand, arms splayed.

A few guys stood around him and he had one of the young girls resting on his knee. Evelyn rolled her eyes. How perfectly predictable. Now all she had to do was wait.

She slid into a worn leathery booth next to the bar as she counted out the minutes as she waited for Gabriel. She took her time, letting her eyes wander while trying to appear preoccupied and absent-minded.

Nobody could have suspected that she was busy taking inventory of the scene. Nobody seemed to notice that she may have ulterior motives for being there and why should they-she had given them no indication that she was here as a spy for the Counter Movement, all they saw was that she seemed eager and easy...exactly what she wanted them to see. 

All the boys were in their dress whites tonight partly because they had to be but mostly because they knew that around here wearing that uniform was key to getting the kind of attention they seemed to be looking for.  Evelyn searched discreetly for anyone who might blow her cover-the target’s friends, his brothers in arms, anyone who knew her before...but there was no one that could identify her.  

Evelyn exhaled.

So far, so good.

Inhaling slowly, she turned her eyes training them on the target. Her heart pounded as the seconds dragged by and the tingling increased...

“Hello gorgeous, “Gabriel drawled as he appeared beside her in the booth. 

“Hello yourself,” she responded feeling confident about the mission but suddenly shy.  

Gabriel kissed her hand and slid in across from her. Always true to form Gabriel was wearing an Armani suit that complemented his chiseled features. The smile in his eyes shined back at her.

He was confident that tonight would go well but Evelyn was not so sure...not now anyway...

So much was riding on what she would be able to accomplish in the next few hours and she felt the full weight of its heaviness on her conscience.

Her mind ticked off the checklist of domino consequences that were relying on her little performance: securing the fate of the Others, finding the hiding place of the Funder, exposing their secret...

Gabriel’s eyes changed as he watched her, his gaze softened but kept that hidden twinkle that she knew was reserved only for her. He seemed to be silently reassuring her that all would be well.

He always seemed to know what she was thinking.

He can be the optimist and I will be the realist. 

Gabriel glanced outside and then nodded. That was the signal. 

It was time.

One more look in the mirror beside their booth affirmed what she already knew: she looked nothing like herself. That’s only fitting, she thought, tonight I’m supposed to be someone else.

Evelyn lit a match and pulled it to an unlit cigar she had drawn to her lips, just as they had rehearsed. Gabriel pulled her thoughts back to the table in a whisper, “Remember: he doesn’t know who you are, and he doesn’t know why you’re here.” 

She nodded as she concentrated on the tingle from where his lips had pressed to her hand. His comforting kiss was still resonating on her skin as she took another casual puff.

Evelyn was still not sure how she felt about what she had learned about her past lives and Gabriel’s role in them...the only thing that she knew with any amount of certainty was that she would never have a chance to sort through those feelings if she was not successful tonight-and she would never, ever smoke another cigar as long as she lived if she could help it. 

Evelyn sat quietly chewing on the cigar-staring at the target and wanting herself to remember all the objectives and checkpoints they had established. 

Her brain was leaden with details...so many people were depending on her.

As she watched the target at the bar, her thoughts floated into the past. In the old days she and the target would play a staring game when they were in public, she had always thought it was a way for them to connect in front of others, but now she understood everything differently. She used to believe that those staring contests meant that no matter where they were or what they were doing at some point they would lock eyes and have a very public, very private moment. Then she would melt into his chocolate eyes and imagine that he was looking all the way into her soul. But know she understood that wasn’t what was happening at all. 

He had whispered so many promises into her unsuspecting ears, “I’ll never leave you...We’ll always be together...I love you,” each line was another lie to get closer to Evelyn...she did not even realize that she had been the target before.

Then Gabriel showed up in her life and by then it was too late. 

Almost.

Her personal favorite lie had been “I’m so glad I’ve found you...” Evelyn shook her head to herself, steadying her thoughts. If only I had paid attention to what was hidden in those words.

She came back to the moment as Gabriel’s piercing gaze re-centered her thoughts.

She exhaled.

She had always been able to sense Gabriel’s presence. He knew her in a way that no one else did, which meant that she was caught, he knew where her thoughts had been.

Gabriel cleared his throat and lowered his voice as he hurriedly whispered, “Remember-he’s leaving on a ship with those vials in less than twelve hours unless you can stop him. You’re the only one who can protect yourself and the Others.”

And you, she thought. 

Evelyn was the only person who could protect Gabriel, too, but he did not mention that part. He quirked a sideways, charming smile as they both acknowledged that unspoken omission.

Evelyn slowly nodded...she was not the only one who had been betrayed by the target...but she was the only one who knew the truth about what was happening then, and she was the only one who had been given the chance to act on it now.

Gabriel winked at her and she slowly rose from the booth...it was game time.

She stood up gracefully and sauntered away from the safety of the booth she had shared with Gabriel, moving right into the trap that they had laid for the target.

Evelyn knew she would be successful; she had to be. 

After all, tonight was not their first mission together, but they both knew it could be their last.
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Earlier...

“The truth is I’m absolutely in love with him and I think I might want to become Mrs. Ewan Thatcher,” Evelyn declared. Claire Ashton jerked her head up from the book she was reading, almost spilling her extra spicy Chai latte.  

Claire Ashton and Evelyn had a casual habit of coming to sit in the big squishy chairs at the local bookstore every day after working the evening shift at the local mom and pop seafood place. 

Working as a waitress was something that they had both fallen into accidentally. 

First Evelyn had been hired at the quaint tourist restaurant and then her best friend and roommate Claire Ashton had followed shortly thereafter. That was over a year ago and both had enjoyed the money that was to be made in sustainable tourism, by far the most profitable industry in the area outside of the medical field. 

The early nights were quick and busy, and working there kept them both enrolled in the university and away from the evil of student loans. Most places closed around nine or ten, anyway, so that meant demanding work early in the evening followed by slow trickle of customers after sundown, leading to an abrupt hard stop, usually around seven thirty or eight. Then it was time to clean and prep for the next day and finally, they could leave around nine. Every night they would change in the small, shadowy stalls of the employees’ only bathroom and then head out, heading to get fragrant lattes or teas at the Beach House café that was just inside downtown. 

Their after-hours café ritual provided them with a social outlet as much as one could expect from a college town café, anyway. And it gave them the illusion of enough sophistication to allow them to do their homework while looking relatively chic; Evelyn and Claire had long ago agreed that studying was no fun unless you could convince yourself you looked like they do in the movies: studying somewhere charming, staying attentive and serious, but somehow effortlessly cool.  

“Are you even listening to what you’re saying? You’ve never wanted to change your name and the last I checked you don’t know if you believe in marriage and now, you’re telling me you want to marry this guy?” Evelyn laughed back at her; Claire Ashton always had a way of putting things into perspective.

She and Claire Ashton had been best friends since they were in junior high. Life in their little town had been pleasant and easy with their big group of girlfriends. 

Of course, there had always been a sense of hardship tucked carefully into the corners of every household in their little community, but that was a truth that each of them graciously accepted as just a part of life. The coziness of their adolescence had allowed them to imagine that they had been raised in a well-off life in a worldly community. As far as they knew, they were living the dream... 

In those years they had enjoyed more than their fair share of good food, PG-style parties, and just enough happily-ever-after stories to go around.  

But when the Soul Trade started, everything in their world changed quickly after. While most students scurried about still feeling the excitement of high school on the horizon, Evelyn and her friends had sat back and lounged in the sun-wondering big thoughts about the newly established Soul Trade and trying to determine what that meant about their place in the world.

Why had it started? Why did it matter? And what did it mean for them as a group and as individuals? Should they be excited about high school still? Did the Soul Trade mean that they couldn’t go to college anymore? Should they go to college at all now? 

Evelyn wasn’t really sure about any of those things. Back then she thought that college would be this natural progression of learning. She had assumed that she would just attend classes without much direction, but she would somehow be successful. She had imagined that one morning she would wake up in a dorm room with some vaguely bizarre roommate or something and that some wise sage would arrive at their doorstep with a definitive course plan and life goal prepared for her to follow. 

That’s what she had seen in the movies and read about in books so that must be real, right? 

Right! She thought college would be just like that and then she would be rewarded with a simple and easy solution to all her questions about life because the vagabond sage would just appear and give her a how-to guide for becoming a grown-up.  

That’s all she had wanted, really, a neat, gift-wrapped future delivered right to her doorstep. 

As expected, the answers never appeared, and the sage never came. Instead, Evelyn found herself with Claire Ashton at a state school about 200 miles from home, waitressing, and trying to do meaningful research in social psychology as she had worked tirelessly toward her degree. Evelyn’s big secret was threaded into that major -her life’s passion was tied up in a little bow, sitting quietly in the forefront of all the work she did without ever acknowledging why it mattered. 

And it did matter, her research was important. And she had the degree that she had earned still sitting in its all too important giant envelope on the glass table by her bed, waiting to be framed. In many ways, everything had happened so quickly in her life that she didn’t feel present in this moment. 

Her last dance performance had been surreal – the stage had used lighting and colors to create the illusion that they were under water, performing as old Hollywood synchronized swimmers. Their company had carefully pieced together their movements and alignment to reinforce the notion that they were underwater, and it had worked! Evelyn was incredibly proud not only of the choreography, but of the aesthetic they had created for the audience and for themselves in that moment. And now that performance was finished, and she would probably never dance again, that part of her life was over. Finished. Done. She wasn’t sure who she would be any more now that she was no longer a dancer. 

And that was why she needed to pivot. She just needed to allow herself to turn away from her life in performance art and move forward into what was coming next in her life. She was ready, she was going to march into the world and make a difference in the sustainability branch of the Peace Corps. She knew that in the past the Peace Corps had made some missteps but that had lead to a more symbiotic procedural model that emphasized relationship building and sustainability learned from the Indigenous people she would be working with. That would be her next adventure, and it would be enough. 

Unless she married Ewan; she was willing to walk away from everything for him. 

Evelyn cleared her throat, “Claire Ashton, do you think it’s too forward if I ask him if he sees us getting married?”

“No, I think you’re insane for even thinking any of these things! You just finished your last dance performance, graduated college, and finished your last night as a waitress,” Claire paused to take a sip of her coffee, “in a few weeks you’re going to be heading out of here and into the Peace Corps where you can learn from and help in places I’d never dream of resting my head. I do not think you should be worried about him right now.” 

“Ewan doesn’t want me to go into the Peace Corps; he thinks it’s too dangerous. He thinks I should be a teacher instead.” Claire Ashton’s eyebrows rose; her eyes grew to be as big as saucers. Evelyn had always wanted to be in the Peace Corps.  

Evelyn tapped her fingers on the side of her cup as she stumbled to continue, “...which I’m ok with, I’d be a good teacher...right? But listen, you think it’s too much for me to ask about the marriage thing?”

“Evelyn listen to what you’re saying! You’ve always wanted to be in the Peace Corps.” Claire huffed out a breath of frustration, “You know what, I think you’re too close to the situation! So much is changing so fast maybe you’re looking for a way to preserve the experience you’ve had here so you don’t have to move forward. You need a vacation. I need a vacation. We need a vacation!  When I get done moving my stuff back home on Sunday I’m coming right back here and we’re going on vacation.”

“I do not need a vacation! Look around us, we live on vacation!” Evelyn exclaimed. 

Claire Ashton shrugged. 

Evelyn blew out a breath she didn’t know she was holding. 

She knew Claire had a valid point; even though they had practically lived on the beach every day since they had started college here, she still needed to get out of her head, especially since dancing and waitressing was now a thing of the past. Their daily ritual was to go to the beach every day after school and before work, sometimes chanting, “summertime and the livin’s easy”. After class they would walk with purpose, intentionally making it to the parking lot before the other students who were slowly meandering out of their classes. Then they would change in the car and drive to the beach where they would splay themselves out like starfish in the sun to ease their cares away as they listened to the pounding of the waves. 

They had plenty of time to get home from the beach and make a quick change for work, arriving at the restaurant right on time to prep for their shift. 

“Listen Evie, if you’re sure you’re in it for the long haul and you think he is too, then maybe you and the Handsome Toad need to have a heart to heart and see what he’s got in mind for the future.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right-maybe I’ll make supper for us tonight or something.” Ewan lived in a house on the bay with four other self-proclaimed “flyboys”.  

The house itself was a rustic piece of art-earthy and masculine, it practically breathed sandalwood and sweat. Being in that house with Ewan was Evelyn’s favorite part of the day-it was like coming home to the promise of a new life. 

She had never thought that love would be this way. And even though Ewan didn’t say “I love you” every day or even once a week, he felt it. 

She could tell. 

But in quiet moments when she allowed herself to really reflect on her life, she knew something was missing. Ewan hadn’t even come to her last performance, which yeah, it felt weird. If she really thought about it, she had always imagined she would have flowers in her life and romance, special dates and sparkly gifts given as surprises when she was least expecting it but now, she realized that those were probably unrealistic expectations. 

Ewan never brought flowers or asked about her day, he didn’t do surprises and he hardly held her hand. He also got angry when she called him “my love,” but maybe that was just a guy thing...

Still, every time she saw Ewan her stomach fluttered, and her heart threatened to beat its way out of her chest.  Or maybe that feeling was something else-less like butterflies and more like a defiant knock from her subconscious telling her that something was wrong. 

She shook her head, knowing that good relationships were about compromise. And that was okay-right? Compromise is a part of being in a healthy relationship, isn’t it?  

Yep. 

And Ewan had made her discover parts of herself that she never knew existed-for example, the part of her that felt like cooking...ever.

Evelyn was going to surprise him by cooking for him tonight, that way she could really shake things up! 

You’re not shaking things up, you’re giving up parts of yourself by staying with him. 

I don’t mind cooking! Cooking is a skill, it’s something I need to know how to do to be an adult, learning to cook is just a part of an adult relationship. 

That may be true, but what has he compromised on? 

Evelyn blinked away her runaway thoughts, trying to tame that train of anxiety that always seemed to follow when she thought too hard about her relationship with Ewan. She turned her thoughts instead toward getting excited about the prospect of a romantic evening, 

Evelyn stood and started gathering the field guides she had purchased on a whim, hoping to be more informed about the places she could be assigned to with the Peace Core. She moved with purpose, carefully arranging them one by one in her backpack so they would all fit.  Claire Ashton sighed, “Alright Suzie Homemaker but don’t forget you and Meika promised to help me pack boxes Saturday.”

“I know I did, I’ll remember. I’ll meet you at our apartment by ten or eleven tomorrow morning, ok? And I’ll remind Meika when I get home.” Evelyn slung her backpack around her shoulders and hurried out of the café to her car.  

It had been a slow night at the restaurant and even after a quick café visit, it was only seven thirty. Come to think of it, everything about her evening so far had felt off, there weren’t many customers her last night waitressing, the tips weren’t great and her send off had felt like an ellipsis and less like a period or exclamation point.  

The sun had only just begun to set so she wasn’t quite as paranoid about walking down the almost empty street alone.  

Evelyn was not an unusually suspicious person or anything, it was just that lately she had been having this feeling that someone was following her. First, she would get this cold, scary feeling that made her want to freeze on the spot. The certainty of evilness coming from that sensation made her stomach roll. 

But then the weirdest thing would happen, and it didn’t happen every time she got that sense of dread, but sometimes that bad feeling would just evaporate as quickly as it came, the awareness of danger would blow away and she would get a tingle at the base of her spine and then it would spread, warming her all over. It was the kind of feeling she got when someone was playing with her hair. 

Evelyn was pretty sure that was not the typical response that
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