
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          All Coming Back

        

        
        
          Soul Trade, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Dakota Sky

        

        
          Published by Dakota Sky, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      ALL COMING BACK

    

    
      First edition. April 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Dakota Sky.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227431165

    

    
    
      Written by Dakota Sky.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter 1 - Helene
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“Isn’t required Soul Identification a human rights violation?”, Helene asked, exasperated. Everything about this process is exhausting: the questions, lines, and processes of newly regulated airport protocol, she thought, shifting her baby to the other hip. 

The young check-in agent glanced up, undeterred. Her perfect high- pony and bored look were punctuated by a loud popping from her pink bubble gum. The agent didn’t respond to Helene but asked, “What is your name and what is the nature of your relationship to the child you are holding?”, in surprisingly quick succession. 

Helene inhaled deeply as she attempted to steady her nerves, “My name is Helene. This is my baby and that is my husband,” she gestured to the chiseled striking man two security lines over, “Now please allow us to come through and join him so we can catch our flight.” Helene cringed inwardly as her voice rose. She ducked her head, knowing that even when using a quick murmur, her voice would carry far enough to affect the men around her. 

She lowered her eyes along with her head as security guards popped their heads up from inspecting other people to find the source of what she had been told was a “melodious” voice. It is just a voice, she thought to herself, and what an embarrassing display. 

Helene crouched down, scooping handfuls of baby things into her backpack as she clutched Per to her chest, his chubby fists playing with locks of her hair as the attendants and security guards remained almost frozen, watching her. 

The least they could do would be to stop staring and help me gather the items from my bag, she thought, shuffling and juggling to collect her things that the security team had loosely strewn across the conveyor belt. Stop staring and help me, her inner voice pleaded as she continued to frantically gather her things while holding her baby and trying to blend in with the crowd. 

Nobody moved to assist her, which was frustrating but also a relief; she had no desire for any more unwanted attention. 

Of course they did not offer help, they never did. They, whoever they were and wherever she was, always opted to stand still and near as they openly gaped at her. Helene cringed inwardly remembering what Aunt Veronyka taught her: keep your voice down in public, you know that our accent might make some people act differently. Besides, Helene knew that some men were not accustomed to any kind of outbursts from women, even if they were justified. In her experience most men would chalk up any display of emotion as an overreaction, immediately undermining any regard for what she was experiencing in favor of staying comfortable from their thrones of judgement.  

Helene moved to stand quietly in line, rubbing her son’s back, and trying to avoid the official’s searching eyes. She was accustomed to stares, but the response from these officials felt different-predatorial.  Maybe they are acting this way because I lost control of my voice...I never should have raised it, I know better, she thought and then shook her head to herself. 

No: don’t worry about your outburst, they are not really listening to your words anyway... they never do. She was accustomed to people watching her instead of listening and then garbling words in their responses and asking more questions. Then she would have to spend more time explaining herself, prolonging the awkwardness of those kinds of moments, and that only led to more frustration. 

Sometimes she would get angry. 

Do not let this feeling escalate Helene, just breathe, stay clipped in your words-curt but polite. 

She forced the frustration to evaporate in her exhale, a strategy she had learned early in life to help her through moments like these. Helene had always had to be forceful to be heard. People claimed that she was beautiful-dangerously so, but Helene could not understand their ridiculous behavior. I have hair, like any other, she thought, eyes, mouth, arms...a heart...just like everyone else. I am just like everyone else. It was a comforting mantra she used as a grounding mechanism, even as she was growing up. It was probably strange that she had to stay grounded as a child, but acknowledging the continuity of her own resilience comforted her, nonetheless.

As a girl she had skipped proudly through her small village, excited to dress prettily for holidays and eager to make happy memories. Everything in her world was cozy, her life had been a field of warm yellows. But then after the death of her parents, she heard the ladies milling around outside after service, whispering eyes shifting toward her, their hushed tones carrying jealous secrets, “Too beautiful...a temptation... naturally sinful...lustful.” 

As a child the weight of such an accusation stung but did not scar, Helene hardly understood what their words meant but she knew enough to know that what they were saying was bad, and that it was directed at her. Over time, those whispers continued- voices rising, others joining, repeated accusations flung at her back and sometimes her face. Their almost lyrical taunting became heavy and internalized after years of wearing her down, their mumbles began following her home. 

Aunt Veronyka had held her as she cried, each tear adding more of a slump to Helene’s shoulders that had begun drooping. She began to walk with her eyes down and her voice silent on her walks through the village. Do not listen to them, Aunt Veronyka had whispered as she cried, do not let their inability to understand you change who you are.  An errant tear slipped down Helene’s cheek as she came out of the memory, she brushed it clumsily as she shook her head, hands shifting the position of her baby again, and pulling her thoughts back to the present moment.

Helene was directed to move forward in line. Her eyes lifted to another uniformed agent. His expressionless eyes slanted toward her as he droned, “We understand you are in a hurry,” his manner dripped with false pleasantries, “it is our job to make sure that everyone who is boarding the flight has had their soul scan completed before traveling internationally. It is not only our job, Miss, it’s the law.”

Helene nodded, shifting her attention ahead to watch as Finn was led into yet another, further away line for his soul scan. She glared suspiciously back at the security members who seemed to be doing everything in their power to keep their small family from getting on their flight together and on time. Their explanations, this process, it felt like an unexpected, intrusive nuisance before boarding. 

Why are the guards separating us?

The baby squirmed, so Helene gently bobbed up and down, softly cooing while keeping her eyes on his father’s towering form.

Look at me Finn, she mentally cried out at his retreating form. 

His head turned, winking back at her with his sparkling blue eyes-their merriment simmering with a glint of annoyance.  

This was not a part of our travel plan, she thought. I am ready to be back in our home country where people have the freedom to choose not to soul identify. 

Finn glanced back and this time held her gaze. An agent spoke to him and he turned away again, frustration poured into his mechanical motions even as he responded with what Helene knew would be cool politeness to the guards. 

She knew Finn was tired from this escapade. This evasive soul scanning policy seemed almost too ridiculous to have been implemented so quickly. Soul Scans, the Soul Trade, past lives...even thinking of it was exhausting. Helene and Finn had plenty to deal with already in the present, why complicate matters with things from the past?

Ever since meeting at university, they had difficulty being apart, preferring to spend more time in each other’s company than separated. Thank heaven his military service was already complete when they found each other. And thank goodness for refreshing moments like the ones they had just experienced on the island. 

Their vacation had been lovely but now they both just wanted to go home. 

She bounced Per on her hip and nuzzled his nose. He probably wanted to go home, too, as much as a baby could want such a thing. 

An attendant gestured toward Finn; he nodded to the guard and strode confidently into the Soul Scanner.

Helene faced the line in front of her, continuing to softly bounce Per whispering “shush,” more to soothe herself than him. Per blew bubbles, giggled, and gummed his fingers. Her demeanor melted, snuggling up to her adorable baby. She tickled his belly, happy for this moment. When Per smiled it was as though everything in her world stood still suspended in quiet happiness. 

She was grateful for the other families waiting in line in front and back of her; some had toddlers or older little ones, but they all had a common purpose: to be finished with their scans and in their way. Helene started moving slightly forward as more airport officials pressed closer to her with their wandering eyes. A shiver of disgust moved up her spine as they leaned toward one another, their eyes training up and down her body as their forms slanted together, looking toward her and commenting quietly to each other with an oily, flippant laughter that made her increasingly uncomfortable.

Where is Finn? 

She turned her head left and right, searching. 

Still in the scanner.  She craned her neck; only the outline of his muscular form was visible.  

I did not think the scan was supposed to take this long. 

Everything she had seen in the news or read about in the newspaper said that the scan was a simple process. This does not seem simple to me; she thought to herself as her stomach rolled from hearing pieces of the lewd whispered comments the airport officials were making about her. 

Helene thought she had read somewhere that babies and their mothers were usually excused from the scanning process, so she was not quite sure why she was still standing in a line. Still, she was flanked by families with young children, so maybe she had misunderstood. 

A raspy voice jolted her from her thoughts, “Please proceed to the scanner on the left,” the attendant gestured toward the left.  

Helene hesitated, confused-she was still unsure about how safe the Soul Scanning process would be for Per and she wasn’t sure what rights she had to refuse to self-identify. 

She did not move forward but stood firm with Per on her hip, “Please, sir, I do not want to hurt my baby.” 

The guard gestured again to the scanner, “The scanner on the left is a newer model designed to read the imprints of infants, their mothers, and pregnant women. You have to go in there if you want to get on your plane, Miss. We must remain compliant with international law regarding the Soul Trade.”

Her brow furrowed. A soul scan for children? She had never heard of that before; she was just learning that people were now openly discussing the Soul Trade. Although the dark market for stealing and selling souls was a frequent topic for news reporters and gossip columnists, she had never heard anyone speak of it in passing-and in public? And now the airport personnel claimed that they were trying to regulate that underground trade with policy? Absurd. 

Suddenly the airport seemed quiet. There were hundreds of people standing in lines and waiting but the level of silence in the crowded setting felt off; something was wrong. 

Of course, something is wrong, all of this is wrong, she thought to herself, and when did the government start requiring soul scans on babies? 

Helene was under the impression that infants had not yet developed to the point of having fixed souls. She had read and reread the ample literature given to her during pregnancy explaining that her soul would be undulating around her body for several months after having Per in a phenomenon previously known as the postpartum period. Doctors recommended fresh food followed by plenty of sunshine, exercise, and time with friends. She had followed all those steps to keep her soul safely attached to her body. 

However, she was also warned that stressful situations might jar her memories of the past leading to vivid dreams of former lives. 

Although she had had some very interesting dreams when she was pregnant, nothing indicated her life in the past...there had been nothing with a “soul memory”, no very strong sense of connection to a place or a person that seemed out of the ordinary, nothing like that had ever happened to her.

They had made it into the country without a soul scan and although the policy had changed, she couldn’t help but wonder at the quick turnaround that happened to enact the legislation. 

The guard spoke again, “This way, Miss, into the scanner with you and your son.”

She nodded absently and stepped gingerly forward, still waiting for Finn to emerge on the other side of his scanner.  

She knew that there was no point in arguing with the guard, or anyone else for that matter. Yes, she and Finn had attended college here, and yes, they owned a vacation home here, but she was also painfully aware that they were still guests in this country. 

She reluctantly entered the scanner, still clutching Per. 

The clinical smell of the encased cell evoked perfectly braided feelings of alarm and sterility for Helene. The door locked and the small room immediately started to warm in a way that was noticeable but not uncomfortable. She held Per close and craned her neck, looking for Finn. 

He was not out of his soul scan yet.

Somewhere outside an alarm pierced the air, then a sharp robotic voice announced to the world, “Soul identified, Erik the Red.”

Helene closed her eyes, please do not let it be Finn, please do not let it be Finn she chanted in her mind like an incantation, an ancient prayer.  

Helene knew that people who had been identified to have the souls of a historically significant figure were known to disappear, even in public settings. Erik the Red was a famous Viking explorer and if that sound came from his scanner...Finn will be taken, too.

No, no, no. 

Fear flooded her mind, overwhelming all other senses. She squeezed her eyes shut, please do not let them take him away, she opened her eyes to the tense scene of Finn emerging from the other side of the scanner with a steeled look on his face. 

No, no, no please not this, she thought pleadingly. We did not want anything to do with the Soul Trade-or the past-we just want to go home! 

Finn jerked his head back and forth, looking for Helene in the crowd as three guards approached him. 

She watched, feeling helpless inside the scanner clutching Per. She could not make out their words; it looked like they were saying something to him emphatically and indicating forward with their arms.

Finn shook his head and pointed back toward the direction of Helene and Per in the Soul Scanner. 

He moved toward them, but the uniformed men responded angrily, grabbing his arms. 

Helene grasped the baby toward herself, cuddling him closer as she tried to read their mouths, but she was still not quite being able to make out what they were saying. 

A sudden series of lights and clicks inside the scanner indicated that something was happening.  

Enough of this foolishness, I need to get to Finn. 

Helene frantically grabbed at the door handle, trying to open it-she pushed and turned, pushed, and turned. The door did not move, and the outside guards and officials made sharp hand motions urging her to hold still. 

Boom! Boom! Boom!

The surrounding Soul Scanners began exploding in rapid succession as Helene grew increasingly frantic, she dropped to the floor of the scanner and nested Per’s body inside the shell she made with her head, chest, and arms. 

Everything that had seemed orderly in the columns of people and security outside their tiny cell melted into mayhem. People were running and screaming as large puffs of smoke exploded around them. 

As the smoke cleared it exposed burning fires where Soul Scanners had been.

The people moved, revealing that the cells around Helene and Per had become hollow husks of destroyed electrical parts, the screens now showed only ones and zeros. 

For the moment, Helene and Per were unharmed-their Soul Scanner had not been destroyed but as the smell of burning wires wafted in from the outside, it flared her already heightened fear. 

Her head jerked around, searching, where is Finn? Surely, they won’t take him away for long!

Her fear and the erratically moving crowd combined with the absence of Finn overwhelmed her senses. She banged on the side of the scanner, but now no one was watching her. Airport officials, guards, and attendants had drawn their weapons as orders were being shouted; there were too many voices, too much confusion. 

It seemed as though the danger outside had passed but civil disorder reigned, playing with Helene’s heightened maternal instincts. 

Her thoughts raced imagining the tiny cell that they were trapped in bursting into flames leaving her precious baby a casualty. Everything inside her screamed for her to escape, hide, and keep Per safe.  

Desperately she shouted at the walls as she continued clawing around for a handle, for a button, for anything to get them out. 

Adrenaline rushed through her veins as the urge to run coursed through her legs making her remember their strength. She tried lunging back and forth to topple the machine to the floor, she tried kicking it then she punched the glass as hard as she could. 

Still their soul scanning cell remained motionless and warm as another small alarm sounded and a robotic voice from somewhere inside the knobs and devices declared, “Soul identified, Helen of Troy. Soul identified, Leif Eriksson. Proceed to the closest security guard for further instruction.” 

First Finn and now this? 

Per moved his arms, jolting her will to process everything...

She closed her eyes, wanting her thoughts to settle but she couldn’t concentrate, too much was happening. Feverishly she searched the crowd again; people were running, guards were scrambling to maintain order, it seemed as if no one had heard the alarm from their scan. 

She shook her head in shock and fear as a small print out with strange etchings emerged from the box in front of her-the markings of their soul identities to keep for their records. And now that we have been identified, for them as well, I'm sure, she thought. 

She ripped the paper out with trembling hands, shaking her head-this is too much. Past lives are not a priority-not now, not ever. The blinking child in her arms was a priority, her husband was a priority. 

Where are you Finn? She cried out in her mind, willing him to emerge from whatever place he had been taken. 

Still, everything blurred into a muddled awareness of people running, guards yelling, families moving. Helene stood alone holding Per with this newfound, unwanted knowledge. He blinked up at her, looking into her eyes, reaching to her face. 

Per whimpered. 

He knows something is wrong, she thought, putting his cheek to hers as she whispered, “It’s alright baby. Mommy is here. Shhhhh. Shhhhh. Don’t cry. Mommy is here.”

Through the fog of thoughts flooding her head, the fear changed, its sharp edges overwhelming her senses-taking her contorted thoughts and aligning them with her need to protect Per. 

She deeply inhaled; now is not the time to panic. 

Finn and I have discussed this, she thought, yes, it was one night when we had too much wine, long before Per was born, when the Soul Trade had just begun, but still- 

We had considered that this might happen at some point, and we developed a plan. 

I don’t agree with it at this moment because now I can’t imagine leaving Finn behind. 

I have to trust that he will find us, and he has to trust that we will move forward to safety without him. 

Per whimpered in her arms, startling her into action. 

She exhaled deeply and looked back into his eyes; they were scared, too, but also warm and trusting. 

She inhaled slowly and smiled back at him-his eyes blinked and the startled look changed into contentment. 

He sighed, and Helene sighed, too. 

If I don’t panic, then he won’t know to panic either. She intentionally took three steadying breaths to calm him as she tried to block out all that was happening around her.  

Per nestled into her chest and closed his eyes, drowsily sucking his fingers. 

She exhaled and felt the familiar release of her body when she knew that the baby was sleeping and happy. 

We need to get out of here and fast while remaining calm and unnoticed. 

Helene glanced outside, the mob that surrounded their scanner was still full of people who were hurt and afraid.

The rhythmic beeping inside their Soul Scanner stopped. 

Finn, where are you? She called out to him in her mind one last time as her eyes searched the crowd. She finally spotted his form, hunched over and coiled, on the verge of lashing out, struggling with some officials at the very edge of the terminal. 

Finn jerked his arms, attempting to escape the guards surrounding him. 

As they shoved Finn through an unmarked door, his eyes darted around looking for Helene. His sharpened stare met hers for a too-short moment, his eyes filled with the promises they had made to each other as his head lowered in a jolt of a nod-their secret sign to go forward with the plan. 

Finn, I love you-but I’m not ready for this to be happening, she thought. This was supposed to just be a plan, we were never actually going to have to do it! 

Tears filled her eyes as she nodded back, her gaze remained there, fixed on his. 

Then one of the guards jerked him forward-the door closed, and he was gone.
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Chapter 2 - Helene
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Two guards turned toward Helene and Per’s scanner. 

Helene knew that their movement indicated that they would be taken, too. 

Maybe that’s the safer option, they will take us to Finn, and we will all be together to navigate this inhumane experience. 

Their Soul Scanner unlocked, and the door opened. 

Helene hesitated. 

If I go with the guards I don’t know where they will take us, and they will be in control of our fates-but if I run...

More explosions sounded, now followed with gunshots-the guards turned and moved as one toward the sound of danger. 

Helene grabbed her backpack, swinging it onto her shoulders as she covered Per with her hoodie and zipped it quickly and efficiently.  She left Per’s head slightly outside the makeshift shield of cashmere and cotton. 

As she turned and ran, the crowd around her became a hydra of limbs and fear snaking its way around as she hurried through the random streams of emptiness that emerged from its frenzied pattern.

Someone cried out and fell to the ground then there were more screams. Terrible sounds came from the violent mob, but she continued pumping her legs, propelling them forward as her arms cradled Per’s sweet head.

She raced toward the open doors of the drop off zone. We left our rental here, maybe the keys are still inside it, she thought. That would make sense, right? It should still be here, it was only a few minutes ago when parallel parked it here. 

But everything was different then, she thought, Finn was here, we were sipping coffee casually and enjoying our last few moments in the sun. It had been shining then, the promise of a smooth day of travel before us. But then the sky, like the day, had changed...now there was only darkness and rolling thunder.

But she could not make herself move forward, away from where Finn had been taken. She stood there in the rain feeling pulled in so many directions. 

How could she just leave? 

Fat droplets fell haphazardly around her, drowning her thoughts. 

In the outside world, the rain evoked a stillness, a sharp contrast to the chaos that was happening back inside her consciousness. 

Blinking through the sheets of wetness, Helene weighed her choices and decided that there were two ways to honor the promise they had made to each other. 

She could stay here and hide in the zenith of this confusion, hoping to stay clear of the guards, sneaking around and trying to find Finn while keeping their baby quiet. 

Or, she could find a way back to the island and the sanctuary of their vacation home. 

The choice was obvious-she could not stay here at the airport; it was too risky. 

Finn would know to find me on the island, she thought. 

But with our souls identified how long can we stay safe, she wondered, how much do they know about where we came from? All our information should be easily available to the guards at the airport. If they wanted to find us easily then they could track everything.  

What is the right choice?

I don’t know, I don’t know...

Another scream sounded from behind, shattering Helene’s indecision and forcing her feet to move toward the open cars in front of her.  

She clutched Per closer to her chest and covered his head as her eyes surveyed the returned rental cars that were now unattended. 

Instead of their earlier rental, there were four black Jeeps sitting prettily in a row. 

I suppose I will have to use one of these instead, she thought, provided it works and can get us back to the island without causing us or anyone else harm. 

Through her frenzied desperation, the small voice of her conscience bleakly reminded her that she was rushing forward now, looking for a car to steal to get her son to safety, and that as a guest in this country, the consequences of such rash decision making could be dire. 

It doesn’t matter, she thought, nodding to herself. The gravity of the situation overrides the edge of guilt that I have. Yes-I am going to commit a crime. I am going to steal this Jeep, indefinitely, to protect Per. But it is what I have to do.

She rushed toward the first open door. A part of her still hesitated; stealing is wrong. But every part of what we just experienced in the airport was wrong, too, she thought, forced soul identification was wrong, separating our family was wrong!

Behind her, quickened footsteps and shouting seemed to be coming closer-the instinctual part of her brain roared to life again, pushing her forward.  

She ducked back into the open back door, keeping Per close.

The back seat was empty. 

This won’t keep Per safe; I need a car seat. 

She ran to the next Jeep in line and found keys on top of the dashboard. She glanced in the back, a car seat! 

Helene closed her eyes involuntarily in relief and fearful thanks. 

She positioned Per upright and secured the buckles around him though her fingers trembled frantically. She slammed the door shut and hurried to the driver’s side, still cognizant of the sounds of violence and mayhem coming from inside the airport.

She squeezed her eyes tight and took a breath as she tried to block out the rest of the world so she could concentrate only on getting away safely. 

Please let this work. 

The key turned and the engine roared to life. 

Helene fought to quell the voice of doubt that nudged at the edge of her consciousness as she cautiously guided the Jeep back onto the interstate.  

Maybe someone is following us. Her eyes trained themselves on the road in front of the stolen Jeep, then the rearview mirror, then the road, the mirror, the road...minutes passed. There were no lights, no sirens...there was nothing. 

To the world outside, the interstate, the community she was racing through, nothing at all had changed. 

But everything has happened, and everything has changed, she thought. The place we felt was a second home is no longer safe. Finn is gone and I’m a woman on the run. 

She laughed to herself, what would Finn think of her new life of crime? Helene stifled her smile, feeling suspicious of the calm that surrounded her.  

A wave of nausea washed over her as a new feeling pushed forward-relief? Caution? Guilt? 

We left Finn behind. 

She shook her head, no-I’m keeping our agreement, I’m saving Per, she thought, I shouldn’t feel guilty. 

But this is wrong. Everything about this situation is wrong. It is wrong that we were forced to soul identify. It is wrong that my husband has just been taken away. It is wrong that my son will have to grow up in fear of losing the one thing we start and end life with. 

She nodded to herself-still, it was wrong that I stole a Jeep. 

She turned right, slowly maneuvering the Jeep back to the island. A red light paused their progress. She forcefully kept her eyes forward not wanting to look left or right in fear that someone might look at her too closely and then know what she had done.  The light turned green, and all the cars around propelled her to move forward, undeterred. She pushed gently on the gas. 

Despite the fury of every moment that had led to this, she could hear Per already snoring softly from his car seat. He was there, safely secured and surrounded by the soft fabrics of her hoodie-his impromptu nest in the car seat held the promise of the haven that they were returning to. 

Helene sighed, feeling comforted by his sleep. 

Rain pattered softly on the windshield. Lazy thunder rumbled. Jazz music drifted up through the peaceful air inside the car. 

Stay vigilant. The thought whispered through her mind, taking hold. A dull reminder of their grim circumstance. She glanced back in the rearview mirror; it still did not look like they were being followed. 

How can I be sure? How can anyone ever be sure in a world like this? The anarchy of the airport-the adrenaline-the loss of order-the loss of my husband...shock...  

A low moan escaped her chest, and her hands shook as they fumbled to clutch at the wheel. What if I never see him again and Per and I will always have to run? The tears she had held at bay for so long started to flow, streaming twin rivulets of regret and self-doubt. 

He’s gone. Finn is gone. And I ran away. Why did I run away? And in a stolen car? That was foolish. Making that choice is putting our family in even more danger. 

“No!” Helene yelled, unwillingly into the quiet calm of the car. The forcefulness of her own voice jolted her back to attention. 

She risked a quick glance in the mirror-did I wake Per? No, he is still sleeping-thank goodness. She slanted a look in the side view mirror, taking deep breaths to steady her thoughts. 

No more of this, Helene...it isn’t the time. This is what I had to do. I could not trust the agents, with their shooting and violence. Of course, I had to run. Of course, I have to return to our beach house. This is the only place that Finn will know to find me. 

She nodded to herself; Finn and I have a plan. This is what we agreed on when the Soul Trade became public. We promised each other that if one of us were ever taken, then we would remain calm-remain safe-and have faith that we would be able to find each other again. 

But she had never imagined that they would be forced to Soul Identify-certainly not on their way back. Not from here, not from the place that they had at times tentatively called home. 

She watched the road narrow through the rain, its steady droplets making watercolors of the passing signs. Slowly her breathing became even. She listened, she watched, and she drove, trying not to think of anything at all. The passing trees and quiet road gave her time to reflect on one thing: the safety of their child. 

There is nothing else to think of, Helene, Per is safe. 

There was no evidence that they had been followed: there were no flashing lights, and no commotion. 

To the world outside their family this moment was part of another relaxing Sunday evening in a small beach town. 

Everything here seemed welcoming-the rain washing away and bringing life where it is needed. 

Still, here I am, fleeing with my sleeping baby-our family is broken-our privacy violated, the past lives of our souls identified, Helene thought. 

But we are safe. 

For now. 

She merged onto the interstate, going back to where they had come from, back to what she knew. 

Was she doing the right thing? What would anyone else do in her position? 

It does not matter, she thought-this is what I know to do, and I am doing it to the best of my ability. 

Finn had his soul identified as Erik the Red and although I don’t know where they took him, I am relatively certain he will be safe. Those with the souls of strong men and women of the past are typically not soul-swiped, but simply taken away to some secret location-at least that is the information being presented on the news. 

And I know Finn. He is the love of my life-it feels like he always has been. 

He will remain determined, as will I, she thought.

Just like before.

Years ago, after grieving the loss of her aunt, she finally began piecing together what her new life would become. 

She took her inheritance and the bones of the old island home she had been gifted and began building an idea for a new home on the island. 

When construction began, Finn had prided himself on facilitating the construction of a cleverly hidden suite, “For emergencies,” he said. I could not have imagined an emergency where something like that would be needed, she thought. But then, she had never imagined that she would be so grateful for his ingenuity. 

Building that hidden suite was his way of protecting us in case something like this ever happened. Her lips trembled as her thoughts moved to trivial matters like food...what will we eat to survive in hiding? She mentally inventoried the food that they kept stocked at the house, canned foods, cereals, juice, water, baking goods, and snacks. They should be safe for at least a few days. 

And after that? 

After that will have to wait...

She halted the Jeep at the last stop sign, squeezing her eyes tightly as she pushed the brake. Tears still threatened but she did not move her hands from the wheel. She looked up into the rearview mirror to reassure herself again-no one is following us.
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