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  To: my dad.


  A quiet man.


  A fierce warrior.
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  THE EVERNEATH.




  

    

      

        

          

            History books call it the Underworld. Or even hell. But I know it’s neither. It is really called the Everneath, and it’s not a place for the dead.

            It’s a place for the Everliving—beings who have discovered the secret to eternal life. It’s a place for their Forfeits—the humans who give up everything to nourish

            the Everliving. It’s the world caught between this one and the next, a layer between Earth and hell. I know because I was a Forfeit. I would give anything to change this.
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  PROLOGUE




  TWO WEEKS AGO




  I was picturing his face—a boy with floppy brown hair and brown eyes—when the Feed ended.




  At first I didn’t know what had happened. I didn’t know where I was or why it was so dark. I knew only that the pain inside me—the feeling that I was being drained from the

  inside out—had subsided, and now everything was numb. Maybe I no longer existed.




  “It’s over,” Cole whispered in my ear.




  I wanted to answer, but my mouth wasn’t working.




  “Nikki, try to open your eyes.”




  That was why it was dark. My eyes were closed. I’d been squeezing them shut for I don’t know how long. The muscles around them had forgotten how to relax, so it was some time before

  I could pry them open.




  When I did, they stung, like a fresh wound exposed to cool air. After a hundred years they had forgotten how to produce tears.




  It was still dark all around us, but as I worked on my eyes, the black forms that had bound me to Cole began to peel away, as if an oil slick were lifting from my skin.




  I could see.




  I looked at my arm, from my shoulder down to the elbow, and a little lower, to where it disappeared behind Cole’s back. My skin was so pale. Almost blue. I was wearing a black tank top. I

  tried to remember putting it on but came up with nothing.




  “Nikki. Try to stand up.”




  I shook my head, surprised that I could move my head at all. The Shades, with their black, fluid forms, had cocooned us so tight for so long. Cole’s head was next to mine, his chin resting

  on my shoulder, his blond hair touching my cheek.




  “You can take your time.”




  “Mmm,” I said. It was all I could manage.




  I started with small movements, flexing my fingers and my toes, shocking my hibernating muscles awake. Cole did the same. I could feel his fingertips pressing into my back, restarting the

  circulation.




  I worked up to my knees, my legs, my elbows, making small movements against Cole’s body. But where I tried to separate my legs from his, the skin stung. It was as if we had been sewn

  together, and I was ripping us apart.




  I groaned in pain and pulled him tight against me again.




  He let me. “I know it’s going to be hard, Nik. We’ll just take it slow, okay?”




  I nodded, and he held me for a few long minutes before we tried to separate again. This time, he rubbed the affected skin as we went, and I had a brief memory flash of a woman ripping a Band-Aid

  off my knee, and then rubbing it to ease the pain.




  But when I tried to focus on the image, it slipped away and I was in the dark again.




  I shook and reached for Cole, but this time he grabbed my wrists, gently and firmly.




  “Nik, I’m sorry. The Shades say the Feed is over. I know it feels weird, but we have to get used to it.”




  I wasn’t sure I believed him. Without his embrace, my body felt empty and hollow, as though we were one person, divided. Except it wasn’t an even division. He had taken away

  everything that made me . . . me. And I would only be me again when I was next to him. I wasn’t sure my body would survive on its own anymore. I was no longer whole.




  Even though I was trembling, I sat up. My legs dangled over the stone ledge of our alcove and I looked around. We were in a giant cavern, the walls of which were filled with hundreds of alcoves

  just like the one we were in, but they were all empty.




  Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew we were the last ones to start the Feed, so we were the only ones left. Stairs built into the rock zigzagged up the walls, leading to the alcoves above

  us. The ground was covered in a sea of black sludge that swelled and pulsed like a lake in a storm.




  More Shades. Hundreds of them. Maybe thousands.




  “They’re stretching out too,” Cole said from behind me. They should be. The Shades had been wrapped around us for the entire century, unmoving, funneling my own energy directly

  into Cole.




  Cole.




  I turned my head until I could see him in my peripheral vision, deeper inside the alcove. His was the only voice I’d heard for the past hundred years. The only name I knew anymore. He

  rubbed his eyes, trying to pry them open with his fingers. “This part never gets easier,” he said.




  I faced forward again, looking out over the dark ground. I had this niggling feeling that I was forgetting something very important. The more I tried to figure out what it was, the more my heart

  pounded. If I could just remember, my heart wouldn’t explode.




  And then it hit me. When I’d opened my eyes, I’d forgotten the face. His face. That’s what it was.




  I closed my eyes again, and there he was. Hair that flopped forward in a tangled mess. Big brown eyes that could search me out in any crowd. Callused hands that could lead me anywhere.




  I couldn’t remember the name that went with the face. I’d lost it years ago.




  “Nik?”




  Cole shifted so that he was sitting beside me. He had shaken off the shroud of a deep sleep. “Nik, look at me.” There was a strange urgency to his voice. I twisted my head to look at

  him and was struck by how attractive he still was. I had been in his arms, but I hadn’t seen his face for a century. It was the same. His blond hair framed his dark eyes—eyes that were

  wide open now, in surprise. His gaze roved over my face, my body. “How did you do it?”




  “Do what?” My voice sounded strange. I wasn’t really paying attention to what he was saying because I was thinking about being wrapped up with him again. Being whole again. I

  started to lean toward him, but he put his hands on my shoulders and studied me.




  “You . . . you’re still the same Nikki. You survived.” He cupped my face in his hands, and then turned it left and right, as if he couldn’t believe what he was

  seeing. “I found you.”




  “What do you mean?”




  He shook his head with a strange smile on his lips. “I mean, I’ve searched for you—for someone like you—for thousands of years.” He tilted his head back and gazed

  up, as if he were thanking the cavern ceiling for something. He clasped my hands so tightly it hurt. “You have no idea what this means. This. Never. Happens. Nik, you don’t have to go

  to the Tunnels. You can stay with me. Become an Everliving.”




  He jumped off the ledge and stood on the ground, the Shades there making way for his feet. He reached out his hand. “Come with me, Nik.”




  I looked at his hand, and then up at his face. “Where?”




  “Out of here.” He gestured to the giant cavern. “You can live forever like me, and you won’t have to go to the Tunnels.” His face involuntarily grew hard. It seemed

  even immortals were scared of the Tunnels.




  I reached for his hand, then hesitated as I remembered that face. The one with the brown eyes. The boy with the hands that fit mine just right. I’m not sure how, but I knew if I went with

  Cole, I’d never see that face again. The boy with that face was not an Everliving.




  He was a human, and he was on the Surface. Where I’d left him. I knew it like I knew I needed air to live.




  “No,” I said. I pushed away from him and stood up on my own. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew I had another choice. “I’m going home.”




  The Shades at Cole’s feet whipped into a frenzy at this. “Wait,” Cole said, the realization of what I’d said sinking in. “Wait! She doesn’t know what

  she’s saying!”




  But they didn’t change course. One Shade rose from the whirlpool and, in front of my eyes, morphed into the shape of a dagger, driving itself into my shoulder. It felt like a hot poker,

  searing through my flesh. As I screamed, other Shades gathered round. They snatched me up, and in a whirlwind of black, I flew through the air as the sound of Cole’s voice grew faint behind

  me, shouting my name.




  I landed with a thwump on a surface that was cold and hard, the side of my face smashed against what looked like industrial tile floor. I could smell ammonia, and it was so strong it made

  my eyes water.




  Where am I?




  I wasn’t in the Everneath anymore; the light was too bright, the odors too strong.




  I rolled over onto my back and found myself staring into fluorescent lights that weren’t lit, yet I had to shield my eyes. I looked around. On my right, a mop leaned against the wall in

  the corner, next to a brown wooden door with a NO ADMITTANCE sign. On my left were rows and rows of potato chips and candy, a couple of soda fountains, and a counter with a

  cash register.




  It was a store—a convenience store, probably—and despite the brightness of the place, it was the middle of the night. I realized how dark the Feed cavern must’ve been if even

  the middle of the night was too bright for me here.




  I shifted, and a sharp pain shot through my shoulder, still tender from where the Shade had stabbed me.




  I closed my eyes and pictured the boy with the brown hair, and as I took in my first really deep breath of Surface air, a name to match the face came to me. A name I’d been trying to cling

  to for a century.




  “Jack.”




  





  ONE




  NOW




  Park City High School.




  Five and a half months of my Return left.




  It was too soon.




  But, really, I’d been gone for a hundred years. Everything about my old life would feel like it was coming at me too soon. Especially high school. I stepped through the doors of Park City

  High and nearly choked on the smell of fresh paint. I glanced around. None of the other students seemed to be affected by it, but it made my eyes water.




  The halls of the high school looked the same, reminding me that aboveground—far above the Everneath—only six months had passed while I was away. Time moves differently in the

  Everneath. One hundred years to me was just months on the Surface. Everything was the same. And everything was different.




  A banner hung above the entrance to the upper-class hall. PARK CITY HIGH: HOME OF THE MINERS. Right then a few large boys dressed in football

  jerseys and jeans ran under the sign, jumping and high-fiving the Miner’s chisel as they went.




  Junior year. A waste of time in one respect, considering I’d never make it to the end of the year, let alone graduation. I only had six months before the Tunnels came for me.




  But I needed to be here. Needed to glimpse, for a moment, the life I had before. The year I should’ve had. To see Jack one last time, despite how we left things. To see my family

  again.




  This was my chance to say good-bye. It was a chance I didn’t get last time.




  I scanned the hallway, searching for his face, but looked down quickly after catching a few questioning stares. I knew he was here somewhere in the building. The thought gave me goose bumps.




  At least I had enough emotions left inside me to even get goose bumps. Blushes and chills didn’t take much—I’d recovered them about a week ago, along with all of my memories.

  But it was the stronger emotions, the ones that produced laughter and tears, that eluded me still.




  I glanced down at my schedule. First-period English literature. As I checked the room numbers at the tops of the doors, curious whispers floated along the hall behind me, hanging in the air

  above my head.




  Isn’t that Nikki Beckett? She looks awful. . . .




  Is she still using?




  Has to be. . . . What else would do that to a person?




  Poor Jack.




  Does he know she’s back? Does he know she’s strung out?




  When I found the right room, I clutched my books to my chest, lowered my head, and walked through the door.




  Someone—probably the new English teacher—called from near the front of the classroom. “Miss Beckett, is it?”




  Hearing my own last name did strange things to my heart. Made it beat a little faster. A little harder. It had been so long since I’d had a last name. For a hundred years, Cole had called

  me only by my first name. It was how the Everliving treated their Forfeits—if you didn’t have a last name, you didn’t have a life outside the Everneath. Nothing to want to come

  back to. Maybe that was why he was so surprised that I chose to Return.




  I stopped just inside the doorway and lifted my head toward the teacher, keeping a few strands of hair in front of my eyes as I nodded in response.




  “Welcome.” She hesitated as she took in my appearance. People did that a lot. My dad told me it was because I looked like a malnourished animal, ready to sprint. I’d lost a lot

  of weight, and my dark hair no longer held any curls. “The principal told me to expect you. I’m Mrs. Stone. I see you have the textbook.”




  I nodded again.




  “There’s an empty chair in the back there, and here’s a supplemental book on mythology.” She pointed toward the rear of the classroom, but I kept my gaze on her.

  “You’ll have to work hard to catch up with the rest of the class.”




  I turned and shuffled down the middle row until I reached the empty place at the back. Once seated, I took out my notebook and pencil and leaned forward over my desk so my hair created a curtain

  on either side of my face.




  I could do this.




  But I could taste the curiosity in the air. Literally. Cole used to tell me that the Everneath would change me—make me more in tune with the emotions of others because I was so empty of my

  own. Now that I was back, I could “taste” emotions hanging around me.




  Certain emotions were stronger than others, and would hit me when I wasn’t ready. Like when my dad told me he was so happy I was back and that he didn’t blame me, but his

  disappointment in the air tasted as strong as a clump of salt.




  It wasn’t so easy to identify most of them, except when an entire group was feeling the same thing.




  Like now. Thirty people in a room, all curious.




  But as the class settled in for the lecture, one emotion, separate from the curiosity, floated to the top of the rest. I couldn’t figure out what it was. It would’ve been easier if

  I’d been prepared.




  “Hi,” a familiar voice said from the desk next to mine.




  I startled.




  It was him.




  Jack.




  The boy who had gotten me through hell.




  I wasn’t expecting him to be in my first class of the day. Here he was, my reason for Returning, but any words I used to know got caught in my throat. I wanted to run toward him and away

  from him at the same time, laugh and cry at the same time. Instead I froze.




  All this way, just to see him, and I’d never planned for what to do next.




  Jack’s voice sounded flat. Or more that he tried to make it sound flat. Maybe I was the only one who would’ve picked up on that.




  I kept my head down, took a deep breath, and picked the easiest of the words that were stuck in my throat. I exhaled as slowly as I could, and the word slipped out. “Hi.”




  The word had no accompanying voice to it. Just the escaping air behind my lips.




  He turned away from me to focus on Mrs. Stone. I wondered how I was going to get through the hour.




  I took notes furiously, transcribing every word Mrs. Stone said. Since my Return, my emaciated muscles made my hands shake, and I looked for ways to keep them busy. It was part

  of the reason I took up knitting. In the two weeks that had passed since I walked out of the Shop-n-Go and back through the door of my father’s home, I had knitted an entire wardrobe’s

  worth of clothes, a few dog sweaters for my neighbor, and a handful of toaster cozies.




  Mrs. Stone spoke animatedly about the role of the hero in mythology. When she asked the class for their favorite stories or figures from myths, several students raised their hands. A large kid

  in the back said, “Hercules.” Another boy, wearing a MATHLETES ARE ATHLETES TOO shirt, said, “Aphrodite.”




  People laughed. I didn’t know why. It seemed to be an inside joke and I was an outsider.




  Then a blond girl in the front row raised her hand and said, “Hades and Persephone.”




  I couldn’t help flipping forward in the textbook to the story. I didn’t know why it would be anybody’s favorite. According to myth, Hades, the god of the Underworld, fell in

  love with Persephone, kidnapped her, and tried to make her his queen. When he tricked her into eating six pomegranate seeds, she was bound to the Underworld for six months out of every year.




  Kidnapping and imprisonment. It was a horrible myth. I wondered where her hero had been.




  Jack’s leg bounced up and down, distracting me. I wanted to reach over and put my hand on his knee and tell him everything would be okay.




  But that was impossible. I stared harder at my paper and tried not to think about Jack’s leg.




  The bell to end class startled me, and I dropped my pencil. It bounced on the floor, toward Jack’s desk. I froze. Maybe he hadn’t noticed. I’d wait and get it when the rest of

  the class left. I stayed perfectly still. The room cleared out, but I couldn’t sense any movement from the desk next to mine.




  Before I could stop myself, I looked up.




  He was there, motionless, holding my pencil in his hand, watching me. My eyes drank in the sight of him, even as my body fought the urge to bolt. His hair was the same rich brown color, but it

  was longer and shaggier than before. And his face had lost any signs of baby fat, making me think his mom had stopped forcing meatball sandwiches down his throat like she used to during football

  season.




  His eyes were exactly as I’d remembered, exactly as I’d pictured every day for the past hundred years. Chocolate. But there was one difference: a single steel post pierced one of his

  eyebrows.




  It wouldn’t have belonged on his face a year ago, but it somehow fit the face looking at me now. This face was edgier. This face had been through something.




  He was beautiful.




  I started to tremble. It took all of my strength, which wasn’t very much, not to run out the door.




  He’d obviously waited for me to look at him. Like his voice, his face held no easily identifiable emotion to pinpoint. No love, no hate. He held out my pencil for me.




  I reached over and grabbed it, my fingers brushing lightly against the palm of his hand. I could hear my own intake of breath. He didn’t flinch in the slightest. He didn’t draw his

  hand back.




  “Mr. Caputo? Miss Beckett?” Mrs. Stone called from the front of the classroom. “Are you waiting for something?”




  “No, Mrs. Stone,” Jack said, keeping his curious eyes on mine. “Just saying hi to an old . . . friend.”




  I gathered up my books and tried not to think about how it used to be.




  LAST YEAR




  September. Six months before the Feed.




  Six months before I went under.




  “Hey, Becks!” Jules, my best friend, called out to me from the end of the hallway. Most of the students clearing their lockers for the day turned to look. Jules had

  a way of grabbing attention. “You going to the game tonight?”




  I was about to answer, but another voice rang out from just behind me.




  “She’d better,” Jack said as he wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me back against him. I could smell the fresh leather on his letterman jacket as I crunched against

  it.




  “Why is that?” I asked, smiling and instantly warm in his arms. I still couldn’t get over the fact that Jack Caputo and I were . . . together. It was hard to think the word. We

  had been friends for so long. To be honest, he had been friends with me and I had been secretly pining for him since . . . well, since forever.




  But now he was here. It was my waist he held. It didn’t seem real.




  “I can’t carry the team to victory without you,” he said. “You’re my rabbit’s foot.”




  I craned my neck around to look at him. “I’ve always dreamed of some guy saying that to me.”




  He pressed his lips to the base of my neck, and heat rushed to my cheeks. “I love making you turn red,” he whispered.




  “It doesn’t take much. We’re in the middle of the hallway.”




  “You want to know what else I love?” His tone was playful.




  “No,” I said, but he wasn’t listening. He took his fingers and lightly trailed them up my spine, to the back of my neck. Instant goose bumps sprang up all over my body, and I

  shuddered.




  “That.”




  I could feel his smile against my ear. Jack was always smiling. It was what made him so likable.




  By this time, Jules had snaked her way through the throng of students. “Hello, Jack. I was in the middle of a conversation with Becks. Do you mind?” she said with a smirk.




  Right then a bunch of Jack’s teammates rounded the corner at the end of the hallway, stampeding toward us.




  “Uh-oh,” I said.




  Jack pushed me safely aside just before they tackled him, and Jules and I watched as what seemed like the entire football team heaped on top of their starting quarterback.




  “Dating Jack Caputo just might kill you one day.” Jules laughed. “You sure it’s worth it?”




  I didn’t answer, but I was sure. In the weeks following my mother’s death, I had spent nearly every morning sitting at her grave. Whispering to her, telling her about my day, like I

  used to each morning before she died. Jack came with me to the cemetery most days. He’d bring a book and read under a tree several headstones away, waiting quietly, as if what I was doing was

  totally normal.




  We hadn’t even been together then.




  It had been only five months since my mom died. Five months since a drunk driver hit her during her evening jog. Five months since the one person who knew all my dreams disappeared forever. Jack

  was the reason I was still standing.




  Yeah, I was sure he was worth it. The only thing I wasn’t sure about was why he was with me.




  





  TWO




  NOW




  Lunch. Five and a half months left.




  At lunchtime, my lunch sack and knitting needles in hand, I tried to weave my way through the crowded halls as fast as I could, searching for a

  quiet place to eat.




  I turned a corner and a small group of cheerleaders broke out into some random rally song. The noise ricocheted off the metal lockers and rang in my ears and in my brain.




  I ducked into an empty classroom and took a few deep breaths. It was hard for me to believe I had ever gone to school every day. How could anyone survive so many people in one place? Everything

  here was loud.




  Even in this room, electric morsels of energy reached me, triggering my hunger, reminding me of where I’d been and how much of my own energy had been stolen. I closed my eyes and allowed

  myself a moment to wish that I had my own emotions back, that I wasn’t so empty.




  I realized how much had changed. On the other side of a century, I had wanted to feel less, not more. Maybe most teenagers wouldn’t think like that, but when the drunk driver killed my

  mom, I wanted more than to stop feeling sad. I wanted to stop feeling. Period. I wanted it so bad that when Cole offered to make it happen, I went to the Everneath with him. Willingly.




  Now I knew what really happened when emotions were gone. Cole bought himself another hundred years of life by draining me, and in the abyss left over there was no peace. Only an emptiness that

  made me ache as if my insides had been scraped out.




  I peeked out into the hallway again. The crowds had thinned, but not enough. I wanted to go home. Or at least someplace quiet. But I’d promised my dad I would finish out the day.




  Last year, I’d left my dad in the heat of an argument. I threw despicable words at him and then walked out and never came back. This time, I was determined to do things better. I would not

  leave him, alone in a room, with echoes of the things I never should’ve said frozen in the air. I didn’t have control over much during my Return, but I could control how I would leave

  the people I loved.




  He asked me to stay in school, and so I stayed.




  When my heartbeat had regulated, I ventured out of the classroom and found the corner of the darkest hallway on the second floor. I wedged myself in the nook between a drinking fountain and the

  brick wall.




  Homecoming euphoria wafted through the halls. I could taste it.




  I focused on the wall beside the fountain. Blocked out everything else. The paint was peeling away. It had come loose in one large patch, perfectly intact, and was just hanging there.




  I wanted to rip it off, but I didn’t. If I left it alone, maybe it could somehow fall back into place without cracking.




  Last year, I’d counted down the days to the homecoming football game, crossing off the squares on my calendar. But last year was over a century ago.




  This year, I wouldn’t be wishing away time.




  I stared at the peeled paint. Nobody noticed me here. I’d found my spot.




  LAST YEAR




  Homecoming. Five months before the Feed.




  The clock counted down from thirty, and the student section chanted each number. Park City and Wasatch had been in-state football rivals for decades, and this year, with Jack

  at the helm, the Park City Miners had the chance to take the “Boulder” home for the first time in ten years.




  The Boulder was a piece of granite, brought down from the summit of nearby Mount Olympus, and it held more significance than any state trophy. Once, Kasey Wellington, the Park City tight end,

  had stolen the Boulder. His parents let him rot in jail for three days for shame. The only way to get the rock is to earn it.




  When the clock reached ten seconds, Jules grabbed my hand. “This is it!” she shouted over the roar of the crowd. Jack’s older brother, Will, was on the other side of me. He

  reached for my other hand, a proud smile on his face for his little brother. Then he offered me a swig of the silver flask he’d started carrying around in his coat ever since he’d

  turned twenty-one.




  I gave him a disapproving look, and he shrugged good-naturedly, took a sip, then shoved it back in his pocket.




  I wondered if Jack’s mom knew how much her other son was drinking.




  Seven seconds. In big moments like this, each of the five senses becomes more acute. I knew the smell of mowed grass and mud, and the chill of the icy rain on my skin, and the sound of Jules

  screaming in my ear, would be grafted onto my soul and become part of the irremovable things about me. The stuff that memories are made of.




  I breathed in.




  Three . . . two . . . one . . . The bleachers shook as hundreds of fans jumped. It was so loud I had to cover my ears. Then the mass exodus from the stands started. Jules and I joined the

  rest of the school, scaling the wall that divided the fans from the field. Throwing my legs over the top of the barrier, I turned around and started to lower myself to the turf below. Two strong

  hands grabbed my sides, lifting me off the wall.




  My feet didn’t even touch the ground. With his hands at my waist, Jack flipped me around so I was facing him and pulled me tight, my head above his, our noses inches from each other.




  His smile was dazzling. It always had been, but before, I was just admiring it from afar as he flashed it toward Lacey Greene or one of his other girlfriends.




  Tonight it was for me.




  “We did it, Becks!” He spun me around.




  “Congra—” I couldn’t get anything else out, because his lips were on mine. His mouth tasted faintly of salt. The eye black on his cheeks was no doubt smearing onto my

  face, but I didn’t care. We had this moment together, and I knew it would be over too quickly.




  After all, he was the hero. Soon his teammates would be carrying Jack off the field on their shoulders. I knew if I wanted to date the quarterback, I’d have to share him on a night like

  this.




  NOW




  My lunch nook.




  My knitting needles darted back and forth as they worked. My lunch sack sat untouched on the hard tile floor beside me. The drinking fountain next to my shoulder shuddered to

  life, cooling the water.




  I liked the white noise and solitude my nook gave me.




  “Nikki?”




  I paused the frantic knitting, but I didn’t look up. Maybe whoever it was didn’t mean me.




  “Becks?”




  Maybe not. Two feet appeared next to my lunch sack. How had she tracked me down?




  I looked up. The girl looking down at me hadn’t changed at all. She was still beautiful, her round face as cherubic as ever, her long blond hair falling in curling cascades over her

  shoulders. That hair always looked like a snapshot of a waterfall, as if it should be moving.




  She was uneasy. I could sense it.




  “Hi, Jules—Julianna,” I said.




  She smiled sympathetically and sank to the ground so she was facing me. I set my knitting down.




  “Jules,” she corrected. “You call me Jules.”




  I tapped the floor with my fingers, closing my eyes for a long blink. I felt one of the knitting needles being placed back in my hand, and when I opened my eyes, Jules set the ball of yarn in my

  lap. She fingered the flowers on the hat I’d nearly finished.




  “This is gorgeous, Becks,” she said. My nickname felt like warm coffee traveling down my throat, heating my insides. “When did you learn to knit?”




  “Two weeks ago.” My fingers automatically began their work again.




  “You always were a quick study.”




  I smiled. She used to hate the fact that school came easy to me.




  Right then the bell rang, ending the lunch hour. I shot up to my feet, startling Jules. I couldn’t help it. Everything seemed louder here.




  “Whoa, Becks. We still have five minutes,” she said.




  “Sorry. I just . . .” I didn’t know how to finish.




  Jules squeezed my hand. “It’s okay. I can only imagine what you’ve been through.”




  She didn’t say it, but it sounded like she believed the rumors that I’d run away and ended up in rehab. At least she wasn’t asking me for the full story. I’d rather

  people believed the rumors than have to try to explain that I’d been in some version of the Underworld for a hundred years. I didn’t need everyone thinking I was crazy, too.




  I didn’t speak to anyone else for the rest of the day.




  When I got home from school, my dad was in the living room with a woman in a gray suit he introduced as Mrs. Ellingson. She said she was there as my friend. I told her I didn’t need

  friends.




  She asked me to pee in a cup.




  Later that night my dad called me into his study. I knew whatever he wanted was serious, because the study was where all of our serious talks took place.




  He was finishing up an email when I went in, so I sat quietly and looked around. The room smelled like leather. The dark wood walls of the study were covered with pictures of his

  accomplishments. His graduation ceremony from law school. His inauguration as mayor of Park City. Cutting the ribbon for the renovation project at the Egyptian Theater on Main Street.




  There was only one family picture in the study, taken for our Christmas cards two years ago. My mom and dad sitting on a couch holding hands, me and my now ten-year-old brother, Tommy, standing

  behind them.




  Poor Tommy. He was happy I was back, but he didn’t know what to do with me. It took him a full week to realize I was in no condition to throw the baseball with him like I used to. He

  always seemed to be waiting for me to say something. Anything. And then he’d leave disappointed. I loved him, but I didn’t know how to fix all of the things that were broken in our

  family.




  My dad’s desk was scattered with papers, many of which showed bar graphs of the latest polling numbers for his reelection campaign. I wondered if the mess surrounding me affected those

  numbers, but I was afraid to ask.




  “How’s the campaign?” I said.




  He held up one finger, eyes still on the monitor. “Just . . . one . . . minute . . . and send.” He shut the laptop, and then clasped his hands together and placed them on his desk.

  “The campaign’s fine. It’s in Percy’s good hands. But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.”




  I didn’t think so.




  He shifted in his chair, and the taste in the air only confirmed what his body language was telling me. My dad was nervous.




  “Now that you’re back, I thought we could discuss expectations. Specifically, what I expect from you, and what you expect from me.”




  It couldn’t be a coincidence that the first time we talked like this came after a visit from Mrs. Ellingson. She’d probably given him a pamphlet titled “Defining Expectations:

  How to Reconnect with Your Strung-Out Teenage Daughter” or something like that. But I’d promised myself to make things easier on my dad, and if this was what he needed . . .




  “I’m listening,” I said.




  “Good. Here is what I expect from you. Number one: you will attend school, every day, and you will keep up on your studies. Agreed?”




  I nodded. “Yes.”




  “Number two: you will submit to random . . . testing from Mrs. Ellingson. Agreed?”




  It sounded like he was hesitant to use the actual word drug. Maybe if he didn’t say it, it couldn’t be true. “Agreed.”




  “Number three: I’ve arranged for you to do community service at the Road Home Soup Kitchen, starting next week. You will serve one lunch hour for every day you were gone.

  Clear?”




  “Clear,” I said.




  “The Trib is sending a photographer.”




  A photographer? To cover me slopping soup? Percy Jones, my dad’s campaign manager, had probably arranged it. “Okay,”




  I said.




  “Now your turn. What do you expect from me?”




  I smiled and answered as honestly as I could. “Nothing.”




  Apparently, that option wasn’t in the handbook, because my dad looked a little flustered. Before he could recover, I went over and kissed his head. “Good night.”




  As I walked away, I decided I would try to do everything I could to appease my dad in the little time I had left. I wished my mom were still alive. She would know how to comfort him now, and

  after I was gone.




  The lights in Tommy’s bedroom were off, so I crept down the hall to my room. I opened my door as quietly as I could and shut it behind me without turning on the

  light.




  I clicked on the lamp above my desk, illuminating the open English lit book. As I sat down, I thought about how I would be on display at the soup kitchen tomorrow.




  “Why are you doing this, Nik?” The deep voice came from inside my room, near my bed. I gasped and shot out of my chair.




  Cole.




  





  THREE




  NOW




  My room. Five and a half months left.




  He wasn’t supposed to be here. I wasn’t supposed to see him again.




  “Won’t you look at me?” he said.




  Cole’s voice. I’d know it anywhere. The sound of it took me back to those long days in the Everneath, where the only things that existed for me were Cole’s voice and his

  touch.




  I felt my pulse quicken all the way to my fingertips as a million questions flooded my head. Why was he here? What did he want?




  But before I could say anything, I started toward him. I didn’t even realize I was doing it until I had almost crossed the entire room and made it into his now open arms. His presence made

  me aware of the emptiness inside me, as if the only way we would have a complete soul would be if we were together. A couple more steps and I would feel whole.




  I froze.




  What was I doing? I couldn’t be near him again. I couldn’t let myself trust him again. Following him to the Everneath had been my choice, but he’d made me think he would help

  me.




  I hated him for letting me believe I had no other option.




  “Strange, isn’t it, Nik? The connection between us now.” He grimaced and cocked his head to one side, as if he were waiting for me to close the distance between us. When I

  stayed perfectly still, he added, “You don’t have to fight it.”




  Deliberately I placed one foot behind the other and backed up until I was sitting in my chair and gripping the sides to stay in place. I swiveled around so my back was to him and I was facing my

  desk again. I could think more clearly if I wasn’t looking at him.




  It scared me that I hadn’t noticed him. If it had been anyone else waiting there, I would’ve been able to sense extra emotions, but Cole survived on stolen ones. Those were harder to

  sniff out. I listened as his footsteps came closer.




  “You’re going to ignore me now?” He sighed.




  My hands started to shake, but somehow I had the presence of mind to open my book. Running would be pointless. If I could just get through this, then maybe he would leave me alone.




  I stayed completely still.




  “Mythology,” he commented, looking over my shoulder, reading from the top of the chapter. “I could help you with that, you know. If you’d let me.”




  “I’m sure you could,” I mumbled. “You were there.”




  “Ah, she speaks.”




  Reluctantly, I turned toward him, and he shifted the guitar that hung from his shoulder to his side. When Cole Stockton had first come to Park City more than a year ago to play at the Sundance

  Film Festival with his band—the Dead Elvises—the school buzzed with excitement. Especially since the second guitarist, Maxwell Bones, had been dating a senior at Park City High,

  Meredith Jenkins. I’d met Cole through Meredith.




  At the time, I thought he was mysterious and rebellious, but kind too. I knew better now. It was all part of the lie. Concerts were nourishment for Cole and his band. They could snack on the

  heightened emotions of a captive audience. It was an easy way to steal the energy he needed to survive between Feeds.




  “How did you get in here?” I said.




  “The window. The lock’s broken.” He brought his guitar forward then and picked through a haunting melody, as if adding mystery to the broken lock.




  “You shouldn’t be here.”




  Cole’s lip pulled up in the same smirk that had hundreds of teenage girls swooning last year. “She was the original breath of life, you know.”




  “Who?”




  “Isis.” He pointed to the open book behind me.




  “I thought Persephone was the first.”




  “She had a lot of different names. I used to tell you about Isis and Osiris. Don’t you remember? Or is it all gone?” He blew out a breath that smelled of ash, and then started

  to strum background chords. “Osiris was the first man who tried to straddle the line between the mortal and the immortal worlds. The first of the Everliving. The search for immortality nearly

  killed him.”




  He struck a minor chord.




  “Then along came Isis.” He walked over to my open book and ran his finger along a painting depicting a man, naked and lifeless on the ground, and a woman with wings hovering over

  him. “Isis breathed life back into Osiris.” He paused and looked at me. “Just as you did for me.”




  Cole made eternal life sound as simple as breathing, but I knew better.




  I slammed the book shut. “That painting looks nothing like what I went through in the Feed.”




  “If you think the Feed was bad, wait until the Tunnels come for you.”




  “It can’t be much worse.”




  He looked at me, his eyes boring into my own. “Yes, it can. I came here to show you. Something I should’ve done in the Caverns.”




  Before I could protest, he placed his hands on either side of my head and I felt something whoosh inside. Immediately my bedroom melted away. Everything around me went pitch-black. My chest was

  crushed, as if it were in a vise, and when I fought for breath, I inhaled a handful of dirt, and choked.




  Buried alive.




  I fought and clawed at the heavy dirt weighing down on me, until my fingertips felt air. I dug my way out and fell in a heap on muddy ground. But I wasn’t outside. I was in a long, dark

  tunnel with walls of coal, hundreds of pale hands sticking out, flailing. I tried to crawl away, but the hands grabbed my ankles, my legs, my arms, and dragged me back inside the walls.




  I opened my mouth to yell at Cole to make it stop, but the black rocks poured in, covering my tongue and pushing toward the back of my throat. The whole thing felt too real. The stones in my

  mouth cut the inside of my cheek, and I tasted blood. This was no vision. I was trapped.




  I screamed, but I couldn’t hear a sound until the nightmare had completely disappeared and I was back in my room with Cole, his hand over my mouth.




  I blinked, trying to reconcile what had just happened in my head. He gave me a look, like Are you done screaming? I nodded and he lifted his hand. The vision had left me lightheaded, and

  I started to sway. Cole caught me and held me close to him, my head on his chest. Where I should’ve heard his beating heart there was nothing.




  “Those are the Tunnels, Nik. Those are what you chose, over me.”




  The Tunnels. The Everneath’s final claim on every last drop of energy in a Forfeit. I knew they were bad, but Cole’s shared vision left no doubt.




  “Why are you here?” My voice sounded breathless.




  As if it should’ve been obvious, Cole said, “I came here to offer you eternal life. Again.”




  I pushed away from him. “I already made my choice.”




  “Yes, but it’s obviously the wrong choice. Return with me. To the Everneath. And we’ll live in the High Court. And you won’t be a battery in the Tunnels. You could be a

  queen.”




  “The Everneath has a High Court?”




  “Of course. It’s where Osiris and Isis ruled. Hades and Persephone. Every realm in every dimension has people who give orders and people who take orders. And I’m tired of

  taking orders, Nik.”




  I grimaced. “That has nothing to do with me.”




  He paused and let out a little sigh. “Then I’m saying it wrong, because it has everything to do with you. I want what Hades and Persephone had, and I can’t do it without you.

  The only time the queen of the Everneath has been overthrown is when an Everliving has found his perfect match. I’ve spent my whole life—and it’s a long one, trust

  me—looking for my perfect match, and it’s you. I knew you were different from the first moment I met you. The first moment you placed your hands on mine. You remember?”




  I nodded. It had been the night we first met.




  “Your cheeks turned red, and I was gone for you.” He shook his head, and his lip quirked up in a smile. “I know you felt it too. The connection between us. It started even

  before the Feed.”




  I looked away, because my cheeks were getting warm thinking about it, and I couldn’t let him see it. Remembering that night was pointless. I was a different person now. “It

  doesn’t matter what I felt then. I didn’t know who you really were.”




  I glanced up. He raised his eyebrows and said, “It wouldn’t have made a difference.”




  He held my gaze with eyes so intense I couldn’t look away. He was probably right. From the moment we met, I had been drawn to him. At the time, nothing would’ve changed my decision

  to go with him. I just hoped I was stronger now.




  I turned away, and then he pulled his guitar forward and picked a smooth, soft melody.




  “You’ve had plenty of Forfeits,” I said. “What exactly makes me different?”




  “I wish I knew. I really do.” He let out a deep breath and stood up as if he would leave. “Think about it. I’m offering immortality. You could be like me.”




  “Tell me one thing. If I went with you, became an Everliving, would I have to Feed off others the way you Fed off me?”




  He hesitated for a moment, then nodded.




  “I thought so. I would never do to someone else what you did to me. I’d rather be a battery in the Tunnels.” I tried to infuse my voice with authority, but the attempt made it

  crack.




  He smiled. “You don’t belong here. And you don’t belong in the Tunnels.” He leaned closer, swinging his guitar around to his back. “You saw what I just showed

  you.” I shivered as I remembered the vision. “We could go now, and leave it all behind. Look at you. This world will kill you.”
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