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This book is dedicated to Derek Chivers

When you left, the world lost a talented writer and a beautiful human. Thank you for always being a bright light in the writing community.

Always,

Jessa Russp*

*I hope the misspelling of my last name—this time intentional, haha—makes you smile wherever you are.
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All’s fair in love and war... when a Reaper comes knocking on your door.
When Soul Collector Toby James met Eleanor Van Ruysdael, his second chance, his world, and his heart were thrown into chaos. He fell hard and fast, forsaking his unearthly responsibilities and laying it all on the line for the girl who showed him that only the strongest people risk their lives for the ones they love.
After months of turmoil, Ever and Toby are finally in a good place. Well, they were. But then she made a deal to save him and all Hell broke loose. 

Literally.
And as usual, fate has other plans for Ever and Toby. In this epic third and final installment of The Ever Trilogy, both souls are on the line, and it’s a race against time to see if they can save themselves, the ones they love—and each other.
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Prologue
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Toby

After years of collecting souls without even a moment’s pause, I’d collected the one soul I swore I’d never harvest. The one soul I’d promised to protect. 

Against my will and without my permission.

I’d learned at a very young age that every action has a reaction, every choice a consequence. 

Good or bad, I’d learned to prepare. I’d made mistakes, sure, countless mistakes. But every single one of them had an outcome. 

Sometimes a consequence is trivial, may even go unnoticed. You can skip a rock across the surface of a lake, and though ripples may spread out over the water, very little is disturbed beneath the surface. That same rock, however, if loosed from the top of a snow-covered mountain, can cause an avalanche that decimates the town below. 

Ariadne Stone was my avalanche.

I made a choice the day I decided I’d follow Ariadne anywhere. In my desperation to get out of my situation, logic clouded by my hunger for freedom, my need to escape the confines of my childhood home and my dead-but-not-gone mother, I made a choice. 

Mom couldn’t leave me, but I could leave her. 

I chose a vindictive, soul-sucking Collector and her unspoken promise of freedom over the woman who would have given her life for me. I chose Ari over my mom and my little brother and that choice forever altered my course. I’d had no way of knowing at the time, no way of seeing what lay on the other side of that decision, but it was there, that outcome, waiting. My mother was sent on, my childhood home was sold, my brother was forced to fend for himself, and my life as I knew it was over. 

As a Soul Collector, I learned the ropes quickly. I also learned Ari was my kryptonite, and anything she touched turned to ash, so I steered clear of her as much as I could. 

Well, as much as I could while working for her prick of a father.

Then Ever Van Ruysdael came along and lit up my world, mending every broken piece of me until all that was left was love. With Ever in my life, I’d let go of my hate for Ari and my circumstances, released the regret that had darkened every day of my life since my mother left this world. I chose to focus on Ever, on us, and then Ari came back. 

She made a choice the day she Branded Ever’s soul. Be it out of spite or anger, or purely selfish stupidity, that choice forever altered the outcome of Ever’s life. And in turn, mine. In Ari’s jealousy, in her ignorance, she created the avalanche that tore through our lives. 

Ever made a choice the day she decided to trust a Seeker more than her own boyfriend. She made a choice, brashly and without much thought, when she transferred her soul into my body.

I had yet to discover what that choice meant for us, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was headed for me. That awareness you get when someone is watching you, like a sensation on your skin that has no explanation and can only be one thing: a subconscious warning system. Mine was on high alert. 

My body was the vessel that now protected Ever’s soul, her very life, and it was only a matter of time before someone came to collect. Transferring her Branded soul to my body was a quick fix, nothing more, and though we’d been able to remain somewhat cut off from the world at Louis and Cora’s place on Lake Washington, the clock ticked swiftly by and we couldn’t remain here forever. 

Although, staying at the home of two of the remaining Original Soul Collectors did have its perks. At the top of the list? Their house was protected, so Ever’s soul remained safe... but we couldn’t stay inside indefinitely and, eventually, Samuel—the dude responsible for telling my girl how to reverse-succubus her way into my body—wouldn’t be the only hired henchman sent to find us. Each moment that passed meant more time for word to spread about Ever’s Soul Brand, which meant more hungry Collectors, Seekers, and Reapers would be after us. We’d be in a world of flaming-hot dog shit any day now. 
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[image: ]


Toby

After the longest and strangest week of our lives, we were no closer to figuring a way out of the mess we were in than the day it happened. 

No, this didn’t just happen; that would imply neither of us had any control over the situation. 

“I thought we were past this,” Ever whispered inside my mind. 

We were. I sighed, giving my head a quick shake. We are. 

I was finally accustomed to the inner dialogue we shared, though it hadn’t been the easiest thing to get used to, having her voice in my head twenty-four-seven. But we didn’t really have much of a choice, so we’d had to accept the weirdness of being so connected to one another and my complete lack of privacy. 

Complete lack of privacy.

Living inside me had given Ever an All-Access Pass to the Toby James show, and there was nothing she didn’t know about me now. I was an open book. Every thought, every memory, every embarrassing moment was on full display. She’d discovered every answer to every question she’d ever wondered. She’d seen every secret, every lie, every mistake I’d ever made. She’d been witness to every embarrassing moment, every regret...

On the bright side, I would never have to convince her of my love for her, as that too was on full display. 

Somehow, in spite of it all, I didn’t totally hate having my girlfriend inside my head all the time. That’s not to say I wasn’t beyond ready to figure this shit out and have my girlfriend in my arms again instead. 

But with the Seeker missing in action since the night it all went down, wishing for Ever to be in my arms again felt more and more futile with every passing moment.

“He’ll come back,” she said. 

Right. I was way past thinking the Seeker was even remotely on our side. And the worst part? He’d never told her what the catch was or how to get out of this situation. What would the outcome be? We knew a soul could be transferred into someone else’s body—obviously—but what would happen once that soul was transferred back? 

It was anyone’s guess. 

Ever sighed loudly, sending a wave of sensation across my chest. Warm, slightly tingly, and a bit on the unpleasant side. Not as unpleasant as anger, or even in the same zip code, but uncomfortable nonetheless. I grimaced as the feeling intensified. 

You can be irritated with me all you want, I told her, but I’m not the one who leapt before I looked. 

Ever growled.

“Did you just growl at me?” I laughed, sitting up straighter.

“Talking to yourself again?” Trey popped his head up over the back of the couch to stare at me. 

I flipped him off and he went back to gaming. He knew damn well I wasn’t talking to myself, but he got a kick out of giving me shit every time I accidentally spoke to Ever out loud instead of within the confines of our shared headspace. 

The scent of freshly brewed coffee teased my senses, luring me out of my makeshift bed on the futon against the wall. I stepped into the bathroom, then closed the door behind me and turned on the shower. Ever had managed to figure out a way to disappear during the more, um, private moments, which was a check in the plus column, for sure. Who wants to bring their chick into the bathroom with them? Not me, thanks. 

I began to pull my shirt over my head—

My chest heated so rapidly that I had to pull in a breath... I’d forgotten to warn my girl. The simple act of turning on the shower should have been a pretty good indication of my plans, but she must have been lost in thought.

“Well, I’m not anymore.” She giggled. 

You’re welcome to stick around, I teased.

“You’re ridiculous.”

Consider it a standing invitation.

The temperature in my chest spiked, beginning to blur around the edges, almost becoming a soft tickle—the distinct sensation of a blushing girlfriend. I loved that feeling, so I pushed my luck any chance I could. I dropped my shirt and turned toward the mirror to look myself over. Since she could see everything I could, I made it a point to really appreciate my reflection as often as possible. 

“Toby, jeez.”

I grinned, winking at myself in the mirror—at her—and my chest heated further. My breath caught in my throat. I dropped my gaze to my chest, running my hand over my skin. It always surprised me that a feeling this intense wasn’t a visible, glowing red orb. 

I take that as a yes? I tried, knowing the answer without even asking. 

“No, Toby. It feels... super weird to even consider watching you shower.”

But you have considered it. I pressed my lips together and met my own gaze in the mirror, cocking one eyebrow. 

The warmth in my chest became slightly tingly around the edges. Embarrassment. 

My lips curled into a smile. Suit yourself. I’m happy just knowing you consider it. I stretched, then reached for my waistband. Better run off, babe; the pants are dropping in three, two, one...
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Toby

I couldn’t summon Samuel from inside the house—there was no way he’d be able to get past the protection Louis and Cora has placed on the home and its inhabitants—so I needed to go outside. At least out there no one would give me shit for conversing with the voice inside my head. 

The house was two stories, but the way it was laid out, when you pulled up in front, it appeared to be a single story. The front door opened up to the main level—the living room, kitchen, most of the bedrooms, etc. But toward the back of the kitchen, where the door to the deck was, a set of stairs led to the second story below. Louis had it set up as a media room of sorts. There was a main living area with a massive flat screen, a small office off to one side, then a bedroom, a full bath, and a few couches. I was supposed to share that bedroom with my girl, but instead, her body had been laid out on that bed in full stasis mode for a week now, and Ever thought it would be creepy as hell for me to sit over her body like a fire-breathing dragon guarding Sleeping Beauty—

“Because it is creepy.”

—so I was stuck couching it with my brother in the downstairs living room area, though he did far more gaming than sleeping. 

It was kind of cool, though, having this whole downstairs area to ourselves. The backdoor opened up to the backyard and the lake beyond, and I could easily slip outside for some peace and quiet without having to pass anyone else in the kitchen or any other main areas of the house. Being left alone around here was damn near impossible, with everyone trying to understand the repercussions of what we’d—er, what she’d done—and we were on constant display like rats in a lab. So anytime I could sneak outside for a few minutes of uninterrupted silence, I was thankful. 

If we were stuck here for some yet undiscovered amount of time, at least our digs were cool.

Trey didn’t even acknowledge me when I left the bathroom and passed him on my way outside. This kid and his obsession with Fortnite, I swear. I stepped out past the shadow of the deck and settled into a chair at the edge of the patio, then I closed my eyes and pictured Samuel. 

The Seeker had appeared to us multiple times during our journey to Seattle. First, he’d shown up in Mexico, then a few other stops along the way, but he’d disappeared after telling Ever how to hide her soul inside of me. He’d originally told her that his reason for helping her was because he wanted his life back, but he couldn't get that if he wasn’t here, so what was the deal? And why hadn’t more Seekers found us, or hell, even Collectors and Reapers? If the deal was that Ever’s soul held more power or whatever because of the Soul Brand, then why hadn’t anyone tried to collect it yet? 

This week had been relatively quiet, and while I was grateful, I grew warier with each tick of the clock. There had to be something more to this story, something I was missing. Hell, something we were all missing. Even the so-called Originals were stumped. 

Some help they were. Three Collectors who’d seen and done it all, lived through hundreds of collections, and yet... crickets. When we needed them, they were useless. 

What was so big about being an Original if you couldn’t reverse a Soul Brand? 

“Would a Reaper be able to reverse the Brand?” Ever asked.

They wouldn’t.

“Wouldn’t know how?”

No, like, they wouldn’t help us.

“Even if they could? Like, if they had the answers we don’t have?”

Yeah, babe. Reapers don’t just do shit for the sake of being kind.

She was quiet for a minute, so I asked, What’s going on in that head of yours?

“What’s so different about Reapers and Collectors?” Ever asked.

I nearly laughed out loud. Seriously? Well, for starters, I locate lost souls, help said souls move on when they have difficulty leaving this life. I guide them to wherever they go to be met by a Reaper or a Healer. 

“I know, but—”

But nothing. Reapers drag souls to Hell, Ever. I frowned. How were we even having this conversation? 

Ever had apparently been able to get Samuel to show up the night of the transfer just by thinking about him—something about how her soul “called” to him or whatever—but I wasn’t having the same results. 

Maybe because my soul wanted nothing to do with him.

But we needed answers, and it seemed that Samuel was the only one who could provide them. Ever wasn’t safe until all the cards were on the table, and as long as her pal the Seeker was missing in action, we had nothing. I didn’t like the feeling of going into anything blind, and I especially hated the hopelessness of knowing that Ever wasn’t safe.

“I’m safe as long as I’m here.” With her words came the familiar warmth of her love, spreading through my chest and reminding me our souls were so connected now that I could feel her every emotion.

“See? Safe.”

I snorted. Yeah, until Frederick or some other Reaper comes here to snatch both our souls. 

“Wait. What?” she asked, her voice hesitant. “What do you mean ‘both’?”

I was under no delusions about which directions our souls would head, should they be collected. 

“Toby.” Alarm lifted the pitch of her voice. 

I’d never said the words aloud, never even given them much thought because I’d been trying to protect her from this harsh reality, but really, she made this choice; shouldn’t she know the stakes? 

We didn’t have eternity together and I wasn’t about to spin it like some fairytale ever after bullshit. I was a Soul Collector; when I reached the end of my list of souls, I was on to other things and they didn’t involve golden streets and fluffy white wings. 

We had a lifetime together—at best—a physical, human lifetime, and now that lifetime was at stake. 

“No.”

No what? I cocked an eyebrow. 

“I won’t accept that. Everything will work itself out.” 

She’d been saying this since Day One, but I’d started to wonder if she even believed her own words anymore. 

“I do.”

I smirked. Right.

We needed to call Samuel. And, by ‘call’, I meant think about him really hard, which, honestly, was pretty damn ridiculous, but we didn’t have a lot of room to be picky. That was all Ever had done the night she summoned him, the night she messed up both our lives. 

I inhaled a deep breath through my nose and pictured the Seeker, trying to get my soul to call to him. God, this was embarrassing.

The patio door slid closed behind me. “There you are.” Trey stepped out onto the porch. “What are you doing?”

I turned around to face him, shaking my head. “Not a whole hell of a lot, man.” 

His shirt du jour was less gamer geek and more movie lover today, an ode to a cult classic. Bright red, with a box of Chinese takeout on the front, and a bunch of maggots crawling out from the opening in the top of the takeout box. 

“My mom’s favorite movie,” Ever said.

“It’s a classic.”

Trey raised an eyebrow. “What’s a classic?”

“Sorry, man.” I tapped two fingers against my temple, then motioned toward his shirt. “Her mom loves that movie.”

Trey smiled. “I knew I liked Annabelle.”

“Ew. Tell him to stop looking all creepy like that when he talks about my mom.”

“Ever says to get that goofy grin off your face.” Sorry, babe, but your mom is hot.

“Oh my god. I am already quite aware of how hot you think my mom is, weirdo.” 

I shrugged. It’s not my fault you can see inside my brain. Those thoughts are usually meant to be private.

“Well, they’re not, so...” 

With a laugh, I started humming the tune of ‘Mrs. Robinson’ in my head to really get under my girl’s skin and joined Trey on his walk down to the dock. “My girlfriend’s pissed because we think her mom’s hot.”

Trey chuckled nervously, then kicked off his flip-flops and sat to dangle his feet in the water. I followed suit, sitting beside him. 

“Kinda weird she has full access to your spank bank.”

“Oh my god, Trey, gross.”

I laughed at Ever’s reaction. “Yeah. That’s one way of looking at it.”

“Please tell me my mom is not in your... you know.” 

I smirked, focusing on my brother.

Trey side-eyed me, then turned away, his brow furrowed. 

I watched him, waiting. 

He looked at me again, lips pursed.

“Out with it. What’s on your mind?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it, tossing a pebble and sending ripples out over the calm surface of the lake. 

“Trey. Speak.” 

He focused on the water. “Well, um...” He side-eyed me again, his hesitance bordering on annoying. “How do you, like...” He paused, shaking his head, a slight smile curling his lips. “You know.” 

I frowned. “I know, what?”

Trey tossed his blond hair out of his eyes. “For someone so smart, you’re pretty dumb.” He chuckled, gazing out across the lake. “You know, your spank bank... how do you—”

My mouth dropped open at the same time as Ever gasped in my head. 

Heat rushed my cheeks, matching the heat in my chest. This was not something I cared to discuss in front of my girlfriend. Or at all, for that matter. 

After I didn’t answer for a few beats, Trey glanced at me again. “Sorry, bro. I guess that’s kinda private, huh?” He grimaced.

“Jesus, Trey.” No tact, this kid. I shook my head. Well, that was awkward as hell. 

Ever remained quiet within my mind, and for once, I was cool with her silence.

An icy breeze kicked up, blowing my hair back from my eyes. My skin broke out in goosebumps, and I stood quickly, my muscles tensing for a fight. This was not your average mid-afternoon breeze coming in off Lake Washington, and the sinking feeling in my stomach set me instantly on edge. Trey stood beside me, his lean frame slightly hunched, his hands in fists. My little brother was never the scrapper out of the two of us, but I’d been kicking his ass long enough to know he could throw a decent punch. 

Even though we couldn’t fight a Seeker—since, you know, dude was a ghost—it pleased me to know Little Bro had my back.

With our backs to the lake, I scanned the area between us and the house, bracing for whatever came next. If that piercing chill in the air was Samuel, our prayers were answered and we could finally get this shit figured out. 

“It’s time to run, boy.” The words floated on the breeze, so soft I could barely hear them. 

“From who?” I dared to ask, searching for his watery form. “You?”

The Seeker laughed, still not showing himself. “Never me, boy,” he whispered in my ear, way too close for comfort.

I spun to the right as a shiver tore down my spine. “Show yourself.”

“Give me back the life I seek, Collector.”

“Never.” 

“Toby.”

“What’s in it for me?” I asked, ignoring Ever’s voice in my mind.

“We made a deal.” Samuel’s form slowly appeared before me, blinking in and out like we had a bad connection. 

“The hell we did.”

Samuel leaned forward, his ghostly body taking shape, slowly becoming corporeal before my eyes, and suddenly the old dude was staring straight into my soul with eyes as black as night. “We made a deal,” he said, and I felt his breath on my face. 

“What the hell.” I took a step backward and he flashed back into ghost form. 

“You already have what you want, Tobias James.” Samuel extended his hands out from his sides. “The girl is safe.”

I scoffed. “Safe? How do you figure?”

“Has she not been protected all this time?”

I growled. “That’s bullshit and you know it. We can’t live like this forever!”

“Toby, please. Just give him his life back. I promised.”

“I didn’t,” I snapped. And do you realize what that could mean, babe? What if he’s a serial killer or something? 

“I...” She paused. “I didn’t think.”

No, you didn’t think. Stepping toward the Seeker, I squared my shoulders and looked him straight in the eye holes—or, at least, what I thought were his eye holes. It was hard to distinguish when his whole form not only swayed with the wind but continued to blink in and out. “Riddle me this, Samuel.”

The spirit tilted his wispy head.

I swallowed hard, then quickly glanced around to make sure no one had joined us on the deck. It was still just Trey and me, and this early on a Tuesday morning meant most people were at work or school or at least heading to one of those two places, so no one was within ear shot, though I took a quick glance around at the closest docks to be sure. 

Taking a deep breath, I leaned forward, lowered my voice, and asked Samuel the one question that had been on all of our minds since the transfer. 

“What’s the catch?”

Samuel’s form faded in and out. He reappeared, his head cocked to one side. “The girl knows.”

“What?” I asked, tensing. “What do you mean?” Of course Ever didn’t know. She would have told me—

“Toby...”

Ever’s voice was hesitant, soft...

“Holy shit.” The realization registered like a ton of bricks. I’d been so stupid. “You know.”

Trey focused on me. “What is it?”

Shaking my head, I dismissed his question with the flick of my wrist, then tapped on my temple. Anger pumped fast and steadily through my blood. I couldn’t sit still, so I started up toward the house. You know. 

“Toby, please—”

“Please nothing!” I stopped at the bottom step of the porch, spinning around to search for Samuel, but the guy was gone, confirming my assumption. My girlfriend had known the catch the whole damn time. She’d kept vital information from me.

“Ever,” I said, my voice hard like the ball of cement in my stomach. 

“Shit, bro,” Trey said, stepping beside me and searching my gaze. “You gotta give me something here. I’m only getting one side of this conversation.”

“Me too, it turns out.” I held his gaze, long and hard. Ever, I begged.

She whimpered and my heart broke. My heart broke right then and there because secrecy could only mean one thing: nothing good would come from this. Nothing.

I closed my eyes on a long blink and braced myself. Just tell me.

The wood creaked as someone stepped out onto the deck above, so I squinted against the glare of the early morning sun.

“Family meeting,” Ted announced. 

“You have family here I’m unaware of, bro?” I snapped. 

His timing was impeccable, as always. I couldn’t see his face with the way the sun shone around him, but his annoyance was evident in the way he abruptly turned around and stomped back inside like a toddler. I held my middle finger up toward the back door of the deck. We could all be annoyed toddlers together. 

“Toby—”

Are you going to tell me what you’ve been keeping from me?

Silence. 

I clenched my fists at my sides. You’re a liar. 

“What? No, Toby, I haven’t lied to you—”

But you haven’t told the truth.  
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Toby

Every muscle in my body buzzed with the subconscious—but undeniable—knowledge of something heading right for me. A freight train of information I wasn’t ready for, chugging along the tracks, coming at me full speed ahead. 

Bracing myself, I climbed the deck stairs and entered the kitchen with Trey on my heels. 

“Coffee ready?” I asked.

Cora handed me a steaming cup and I gave her a curt nod of thanks as I brought the mug to my nose and inhaled deeply.

“I miss coffee,” Ever whispered.

I took a long sip and really savored the coffee as it slid down my throat, making a show in my mind of how damn good coffee is. It was a petty thing to do, I know, but I was pissed.

My chest prickled with Ever’s frustration.

Do you want to tell me the truth? 

More silence. More prickly heat in my chest.

Yeah. That’s what I thought. I clenched my jaw.

Cora cleared her throat, so I looked up at her from across the breakfast bar. “Sorry.” 

“Don’t be. I just can’t get over how interesting it is that you are able to converse with her inside your mind.” Cora shook her head, watching me with captivation. “Fascinating.” 

My shoulders tensed. Fascinating? Really? Inhaling a deep breath through my nose, I bit back my retort, asking instead, “So? What’s this meeting all about?” The sooner it was over, the sooner I could get back to my conversation with my girlfriend. My secret-keeping, lying girlfriend. Ever couldn’t possibly continue to keep things from me now that I knew she was keeping things from me. Right?

If only the privacy invasion worked both ways. At least it would be fair...

Cora reached for the coffee pot and refilled her mug. “We’ve discovered some new information, and, well...” She glanced at Ever’s mom. 

“Ann-a-belle.” Ever stated her mom’s name slowly, really dragging it out for me.

Annabelle sniffled, wiping her eyes.

“Something’s wrong.” Ever’s voice was soft with concern.

Maybe she found out her daughter’s been keeping secrets. Seems to be going around.

“It’s not good news, Tobias,” Cora stated flatly.

“Okay,” I said. “How bad can it be?”

Ever’s mom stood quickly and left the kitchen. 

That bad, huh? Crossing my arms, I stood taller, bracing myself. 

“You might want to take a seat,” Cora said.

“I’m good.” 

“You recall who Frederick is, correct?” 

I gave a curt nod. “The Reaper. I know. He’s going to come for Ever.” If they called a family meeting right in the middle of me trying to figure out what Ever knew, to tell me shit I already knew, I was going to lose my mind. Frederick was a Reaper, which, under normal circumstances, wouldn’t really have anything to do with us. But these weren’t exactly normal circumstances, were they? Reapers and Collectors had separate jobs, separate lives. I located lost souls and sent them on. Reapers then took those souls and carried them to Hell in handbasket. And this dude chose that life. 

“We’ve spoken to some of our contacts over the last few days and concluded that Frederick is the Reaper who hired Samuel to lead Ever down this path.” Cora took a deep breath and stared down into her coffee mug as though the answers were there amid too much creamer and not-strong-enough coffee. “But, we’ve also learned a bit more.”

I waited, but it took every bit of self-control to do so patiently. My body buzzed with adrenaline and it was difficult to sit still. I needed to go grill my girlfriend for information, but instead I was wasting time while Cora slowly crawled toward a goddamn point. 

Cora met my gaze once more, sadness in her eyes. “When Ever sent her soul into your body, she...” Cora frowned. “Forgive me, but I don’t know how to ease this blow.”

I swallowed hard as my stomach hardened into stone. “Then don’t ease the blow. What is it? Just tell me.”

“Toby, I—”

What did you do, Ever?

“I didn’t want to tell you until we figured something else out. I swear, Toby, I—”

“When the two souls separate again, things between you two won’t be the same as they were before all of this started.”

“Look, son,” Ted began, pushing off the counter he’d been leaning against. For once I was happy for his interruption. “Let’s just rip off the Band-Aid, shall we?”

“Yes. Please.” For shit’s sake, man, how long could they possibly drag this out?

“Your relationship,” Ted said, overenunciating relationship like it was a foreign concept or something, “won’t be the same once her soul is returned to her body.” His lips twitched briefly, so fast I almost missed the movement, but I’d been working for this smug bastard for far too long to miss that obvious amusement in his eyes.​

My shoulders tensed, and an itchy feeling surfaced between my shoulder blades. A bomb was about to drop. “Why?” I pushed through clenched teeth. 

“She won’t have a clue who you are.”

Ever gasped. “What?” 

“What?” I repeated.

“The fine print goes like this: once a soul is transferred to another host, the connection between the soul and host will be magnified—”

“Yeah, I know that. What do you mean she won’t know who I am?” I probably shouldn’t have asked, but I needed to know. I tightened my fists at my sides as adrenaline and panic surged through me. My mind spun in all directions, chaotic and muddled with confusion. Our connection was amazing. Ever and I had been through so much in such a short time, and I had no doubt we could survive anything together.

“I wasn’t finished,” Ted said flatly. “The strengthened bond you two have no doubt created remains
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