
Table of Contents

Burn for Me Forever (The Last Immortal, #7)

Chapter One — The Hunt Begins in Blackthorn Forest

Chapter Two — Shadows and Sparks

Chapter Three — A Dangerous Alliance

Chapter Four — The Heart of the Forest

Chapter Five — Flames of Trust

Chapter Six — Whispers of Desire

Chapter Seven — Trials of Fire

Chapter Eight — Flames of Confession

Chapter Nine — Shadows of the Past

Chapter Ten — Heart of Fire

Chapter Eleven — Flames That Bind

Chapter Twelve — Burn for Me Forever


Burn for Me Forever

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One — The Hunt Begins in Blackthorn Forest
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Mist clung to the gnarled trees like a living thing, curling around trunks and branches, hiding secrets in every shadow. Blackthorn Forest was alive with whispers—of predators, of prey, of ancient magic buried beneath the roots.

Nick Ravner moved silently among the trees, every sense sharpened. The forest had been his refuge for centuries, his exile, and his kingdom. Yet tonight, it felt different. The air was thick with tension, the scent of danger carried on the wind.

A rustle to his left. He crouched, eyes narrowing. A human.

John Alaric.

The hunter’s movements were deliberate, measured, but there was no mistaking the intent. John’s hand hovered near the hilt of his silver dagger, his dark eyes scanning the shadows with lethal precision. Nick could feel the hatred emanating off him in waves. A killer sent to end what Nick had fought to protect.

“You shouldn’t be here,” Nick growled, stepping from the shadows. The forest seemed to hold its breath as their eyes locked.

John flinched slightly but did not lower his guard. “And you shouldn’t be hiding in these woods,” he said evenly, voice low but strong. “The order doesn’t tolerate monsters.”

Nick snorted, teeth flashing faintly in the dim light. “Monster? You’re looking at a vampire, not a monster. And I am far from alone in this forest.”

John’s jaw tightened. “Then we’ll see about that.”

The tension snapped, and the forest itself seemed to respond. Leaves rustled, branches cracked underfoot, and a distant howl pierced the night. They were two predators circling each other, bound by instinct, hatred, and a dangerous, undeniable curiosity.

As Nick stepped closer, the air between them pulsed with unspoken words—anger, desire, and something neither could yet name. Their eyes met, and for a brief heartbeat, both knew that this encounter would change everything.

Neither would admit it aloud, but the hunt had already begun. And so had the fire.
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Chapter Two — Shadows and Sparks
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The moon was high, casting a silver haze over Blackthorn Forest. Mist curled around Nick’s ankles as he moved, senses alert to every whisper of movement. He could feel John nearby—human, but precise, trained, and dangerous.

“You’re fast,” John’s voice echoed suddenly from the shadows, calm yet edged with challenge. “Too fast for a human, but maybe... not for a monster.”

Nick’s lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile. “You’ve been trained to hunt me,” he said, eyes glinting gold in the moonlight. “But are you ready to face what I am?”

John stepped into the clearing, dagger in hand, but his gaze didn’t waver. There was fire there, a mixture of fear, hatred... and something else Nick couldn’t yet place. Desire. The forest seemed to thrum in response, the mist thickening as if alive.

They circled each other like wolves, predator and prey blurred. Every movement was a test, every glance a spark.

“You think you’re in control,” Nick murmured, voice low, almost teasing. “But the forest has rules, hunter. And I know them all.”

John’s dark eyes narrowed. “I don’t fear you,” he said firmly, though his pulse betrayed him. “I fear what I might feel... if I let my guard down.”

That admission, though unsaid aloud, ignited something inside Nick. Desire, sharp and dangerous, flared like a torch in the darkness. For the first time in centuries, he felt a challenge that wasn’t just physical—a mind, a heart, daring him to engage, daring him to surrender.

A sudden movement—a shadow darting between trees—reminded them that the forest was alive, hungry, and watching. Their shared glance was sharp, charged, and unspoken. Enemies? Yes. Predators? Yes. But something else hung between them—a spark that would not be denied.

Nick took a cautious step closer. “Careful,” he whispered. “You’re playing with fire.”

John’s lips twitched in a faint, defiant smile. “Then burn me,” he said, voice steady, eyes daring.

And in that instant, the forest seemed to lean closer, the mist thickening, shadows twisting, the tension between them pulsing like a living heartbeat. The hunt had begun, but neither could deny the sparks that threatened to ignite a wildfire neither was prepared to contain.
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Chapter Three — A Dangerous Alliance
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The forest grew darker as the night deepened, mist curling thickly around ancient oaks and jagged roots. The distant howl of a predator echoed, a warning from the wild that even seasoned hunters like John could not ignore.

Nick emerged from the shadows, golden eyes sharp, muscles coiled. “We have a bigger problem,” he said, voice low but urgent. “There’s another... something older, hungrier, moving through the forest. You won’t last alone.”

John’s dark eyes narrowed, every instinct screaming caution. “And why should I trust you? You’re the monster I was sent to kill.”

Nick’s lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile. “Because if you don’t, neither of us will survive the night. That’s the truth.”

John considered, eyes flicking toward the shadows that seemed to twist unnaturally. He could sense the danger Nick spoke of—something beyond human comprehension. Reluctantly, he nodded. “Fine. But this is temporary. And don’t think for a second that I’ve forgotten our... history.”

Nick’s gaze softened slightly, though the edge of danger remained. “Neither have I,” he said. “But right now, we survive together, or we die separately.”

The alliance was uneasy, each step through the forest tense with mistrust. Every rustle, every shifting shadow heightened the tension—not just from the lurking predator, but from the proximity between them. Hostility and desire battled in every glance, every brush of skin, every shared breath.

Suddenly, a shadow lunged from the darkness, faster than either of them could react. Nick moved instinctively, catching the creature in a fierce grip. John joined immediately, dagger flashing, strength and precision combining in a dangerous but effective partnership.

When the creature finally fell, the two of them stood chest to chest, breaths heavy, adrenaline surging. The heat of their bodies, the electricity in their hands, the intensity of their shared survival—it was undeniable.

“You work well with me,” Nick murmured, voice rough, eyes locked on John’s. “For someone who wants me dead, you’re surprisingly effective.”

John let out a short, incredulous laugh, though his pulse betrayed him. “Don’t let it go to your head,” he said, voice low, but the tension between them was a spark that could ignite at any moment.

Nick stepped closer, close enough for the heat of their bodies to mingle. “This alliance is temporary,” he said softly. “But what we feel... what we can’t deny... that might not be so fleeting.”

John swallowed hard, gaze dropping for a fraction of a second before meeting Nick’s again. “Then we burn... carefully,” he replied, voice steady despite the racing of his heart.

The forest around them seemed to lean in, mist swirling like smoke, shadows twisting like flames. Enemies they were, yes—but something far more dangerous had begun: the pull of desire, trust, and the inevitability of love in the darkness of Blackthorn Forest.
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Chapter Four — The Heart of the Forest
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Mist rolled thicker through the trees as Nick led John deeper into the forest, moving cautiously toward the heart of Blackthorn, where the ancient magic pulsed strongest. Every step seemed alive, the roots shifting subtly beneath their feet, as though the forest itself were testing them.

“You really think we’ll find answers here?” John asked, voice low, still cautious. The dagger at his hip glinted in the dim light, his posture tense.

Nick’s golden eyes scanned the dense shadows, muscles coiled. “We have no choice. The forest has a rhythm, a will... and it responds to those bound to it. Something is stirring, John. Something that knows you and me, that knows what we’re capable of... together or apart.”

John frowned, skepticism etched on his face, but he followed. Something in the way Nick moved—alert, commanding, yet strangely protective—stirred a curious tension he didn’t want to admit.

They reached a clearing, moonlight breaking through the canopy to illuminate a circle of ancient stones. Arcane runes shimmered faintly across their surfaces, pulsing in response to the magic in the air.

Nick stepped forward, hand hovering over the runes. “This is the heart of the forest,” he whispered. “It doesn’t lie. It will test us. Not just as enemies... but as... everything else.”

John’s pulse quickened. The energy radiating from the stones was overwhelming, tugging at something deep within him—desire, fear, curiosity. He glanced at Nick, noticing the tension in his jaw, the way the gold in his eyes seemed to burn brighter under the moonlight.

“Test us how?” John asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Nick’s lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile. “By forcing us to confront what we feel... whether we admit it or not.”

The air thickened as the forest shifted. Shadows moved like liquid around them, rustling leaves whispering secrets in a language older than either could understand. The energy was intoxicating, almost unbearable.

John took a step closer to Nick, compelled by something he couldn’t name. “Then... maybe it’s time we stop pretending,” he murmured. “I’ve tried to hate you, but... I can’t.”

Nick’s breath hitched, his guard faltering for the first time. “Neither can I,” he admitted, voice rough, low. Desire and tension rippled through the space between them. “You’re dangerous, John... in ways I can’t control.”

John’s hand brushed against Nick’s arm, electricity sparking at the touch. “And yet, here we are,” he said, daringly, his gaze locking with Nick’s.

For a moment, the forest fell silent, as if holding its breath. Shadows seemed to bend closer, mist swirling, energy pulsing in response to their proximity. Hatred, desire, distrust... all intertwined in a dangerous, magnetic dance.

Nick’s lips hovered near John’s ear. “Then maybe we burn... together,” he whispered, golden eyes blazing with heat and warning.

John’s pulse raced, adrenaline and desire entwining. “Together,” he echoed, letting go of the walls
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