
Table of Contents

The Heart That Returned (The Last Immortal, #4)

Chapter One — The Storm at Blackcliff Manor

Chapter Two — Whispers in the Halls

Chapter Three — Secrets Among the Pages

Chapter Four — The Flame Behind the Shadows

Chapter Five — The Secret That Burned

Chapter Six — The Bond That Ignites

Chapter Seven — Shadows Among the Storm

Chapter Eight — The First Strike

Chapter Nine — Revelations in the Dark

Chapter Ten — The Storm Within

Chapter Eleven — The Final Secret

Chapter Twelve — The Heart United


The Heart That Returned

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One — The Storm at Blackcliff Manor
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The wind tore across the cliffs, carrying salt and the promise of a coming storm. Rowan’s coat flapped violently as he ascended the narrow, winding path leading to Blackcliff Manor. The ancient estate loomed above him, dark stone walls slick with rain, windows glowing faintly like watchful eyes.

He shivered, partly from the chill, partly from the uneasy thrill that had taken root the moment he saw the manor on the horizon. Histories, legends, and half-forgotten tales of its former inhabitants had drawn him here—and now he wondered if some stories were better left buried.

Rowan’s boots clattered against the cobblestones as he reached the grand oak doors. They opened before he could knock, revealing a shadowed figure framed by the stormlight. Tall, impossibly poised, eyes glinting like molten gold even in the dim hall, the man regarded him with an intensity that made Rowan’s pulse spike.

“You must be Rowan,” the figure said, voice smooth, low, and commanding. “I’ve been expecting you.”

“I... yes,” Rowan stammered, his scholarly confidence faltering in the face of the vampire before him. “I received your letter regarding the manuscripts.”

The man’s lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile. “Then you know the rules,” he said, stepping aside. “No touching anything until the... arrangement is understood. And do not be foolish enough to wander the manor alone.”

Rowan stepped in, heart hammering, aware that every instinct screamed caution. The air was thick, charged, as though the manor itself were aware of the newcomer—and the centuries-old presence that waited inside.

“You’ll find the manuscripts in the east wing,” the man continued, voice a whisper yet carrying weight like thunder. “And Rowan... be careful where your curiosity takes you. Some hearts do not return once lost.”

The words sent a chill through Rowan’s spine. He looked up, and in the shadows of the grand hall, the golden eyes followed him. Watching. Waiting.

For the first time in his life, Rowan wondered if the legends were not just stories.

And if the heart he might find in this storm-lashed manor could survive the return.
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Chapter Two — Whispers in the Halls
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The east wing was colder than Rowan had expected, as if the manor itself exhaled a warning with every step he took. Dust motes floated in the air, catching the dim light of stormy afternoon windows. The manuscripts lay on a massive oak table, bound in cracked leather, their edges yellowed with age.

Rowan approached cautiously, fingers itching to touch the ancient pages, but something—a pull he couldn’t name—made him pause. A chill brushed the back of his neck, and when he turned, the hall was empty... or so he thought.

“You should not wander here alone,” a voice murmured from the shadows, smooth and low, carrying both warning and something else... something more dangerous.

Rowan’s pulse quickened. “Eamon?” His voice trembled slightly, betraying both caution and fascination.

From the darkness, Eamon stepped into a shaft of pale light, his eyes glowing gold, the stormlight catching the sharp planes of his face. He moved with a predatory grace, calm and controlled, but every inch of him radiated power that made Rowan’s skin tingle.

“You feel it too,” Eamon said, voice soft yet commanding, “the manor... it knows you are here. It senses your curiosity, your presence, your heartbeat.”

Rowan swallowed, aware of the tension rising in his chest. “I... I’m just here to study the manuscripts,” he said, though his words felt inadequate, hollow against the pull of Eamon’s gaze.

Eamon’s lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile. “Curiosity can be perilous... especially when it awakens what has been waiting centuries to be found.”

The storm outside rattled the windows, thunder rolling over the cliffs. Rowan’s attention flicked to the shadows—shapes twisting as if alive. One moment they were just corners of the hall; the next, they seemed to lean closer, whispering secrets of the past.

“You will need guidance,” Eamon continued, stepping closer, voice a silky threat. “The manuscripts are not just history—they are keys. Keys to what was lost... and what may return. But beware, Rowan. Some doors, once opened, cannot be closed.”

Rowan’s breath hitched, drawn to the golden eyes that held centuries of knowledge, power, and something dangerously intimate. “And if I... if I open them?”

Eamon’s gaze softened, yet the warning remained. “Then your heart may return... but changed forever.”

Rowan felt the pull in his chest, the tension coiling tighter. Knowledge, danger, and desire entwined, and he knew: Blackcliff Manor was far more than a place of study. It was a living, breathing test—and Eamon was both its guardian and its temptation.
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Chapter Three — Secrets Among the Pages
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The east wing was silent now, save for the distant howl of wind and the occasional creak of ancient floorboards. Rowan knelt by the oak table, carefully opening the manuscripts. Each page smelled of centuries past—musty parchment, faded ink, the faint trace of something metallic, like blood.

As he traced the faded script with his fingers, his pulse quickened. The writings were more than historical records; they were accounts of rituals, forbidden magic, and a name that kept appearing: Eamon.

He froze, heart thudding. “Impossible,” he whispered. His eyes lifted to the shadows where Eamon lingered, tall and still, watching him with an unreadable expression.

“You see it,” Eamon said softly, voice carrying the weight of centuries. “I have always been here... waiting. Bound to this place, to these secrets. And now... you have awakened them.”

Rowan’s hands trembled, both from fear and from something else—something he could not yet name. “You... you’ve been here... all this time?”

A faint, almost sad smile touched Eamon’s lips. “Longer than most mortals can imagine. And yet... I have watched hearts come and go. And now... yours returns.”

The words made Rowan shiver. There was something magnetic, almost forbidden, in the way Eamon spoke. Each glance, each subtle movement, drew him closer, despite the warning echoing in his mind.

“Why me?” Rowan asked, voice barely above a whisper. “Why now?”

Eamon stepped closer, closing the distance until the golden glow of his eyes reflected in Rowan’s. “Because you are the one who can see me... the one who can understand the truth buried in the shadows. And because... desire, once awakened, cannot be ignored.”

Rowan swallowed, feeling the tension coil tighter in his chest. The manuscripts suddenly seemed alive in his hands, almost reacting to the energy between them. Each word, each line, whispered hints of danger, power, and a past Rowan could barely comprehend.

Eamon’s fingers brushed Rowan’s hand as he reached for a page. Heat surged through him at the contact, unbidden, undeniable. “The manuscripts are more than knowledge,” Eamon murmured. “They are a map... of hearts, of power... and of what must return.”

Rowan’s breath hitched. “And if I follow this map?”

A shadow of a smile curved Eamon’s lips. “Then your heart will return... but not as it was. And perhaps... neither will mine.”

The storm outside rattled the windows once more, thunder echoing through the hall. Rowan’s gaze met Eamon’s, golden and intense, and for the first time, he realized that some secrets were not meant to be studied—they were meant to be felt, feared... and surrendered to.
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Chapter Four — The Flame Behind the Shadows
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Rowan’s fingers lingered over the delicate pages of the manuscripts, tracing words that seemed to shimmer in the dim candlelight. Every line spoke of love lost, hearts bound by ancient magic, and the price of awakening forces better left undisturbed. The air around him vibrated, as though the manor itself was aware of his every thought.

Eamon’s presence behind him was a constant, palpable warmth—an energy that pulled at Rowan’s pulse in ways both thrilling and terrifying. He could feel the vampire’s gaze tracing the curve of his shoulder, lingering near the nape of his neck.

“Some knowledge,” Eamon murmured, voice low and intimate, “cannot be read without consequence. You feel it, don’t you? The stirrings of what has waited centuries... and now calls to you.”

Rowan swallowed hard. “I... I feel it. But I don’t understand it. Is it... dangerous?”

“Everything worthwhile is,” Eamon said softly, stepping closer, the heat of his body radiating like an invisible fire. “But danger is also desire, temptation... the pull you cannot resist. You already feel it, Rowan. Admit it.”

Rowan’s pulse raced, a shiver coursing through him. “I... I can’t... not with you here.”

Eamon’s lips curved in a slow, dangerous smile. “Exactly.” His fingers brushed Rowan’s hand as he reached for a page, igniting a jolt of heat that shot straight to Rowan’s chest. “The manuscripts reveal what has been hidden—secrets of hearts returned, bonds that were broken, and curses that linger like shadows in a soul. You are part of this now. Part of the story.”

Rowan leaned closer, breath catching as the warmth of Eamon’s hand lingered against his. “And... my heart?”

Eamon’s gaze softened, molten and intense. “It has returned. But it will never be the same. Desire has awakened it... and the bond between us is undeniable. The moment we crossed paths, the flames of the past and the present intertwined. It is dangerous, yes... but it is also inevitable.”

The storm outside roared, wind rattling the windows, lightning flashing against the jagged cliffs. Rowan shivered, not from cold, but from the electric tension building between them. Every instinct screamed caution, yet every heartbeat pulled him closer, deeper into Eamon’s orbit.

“You must decide,” Eamon whispered, closing the space between them until Rowan could feel the warmth of his breath. “Do you embrace what has returned... or do you step away and risk losing it forever?”

Rowan’s fingers brushed the edge of Eamon’s coat, a forbidden touch that sent fire racing through him. “I... I want it,” he admitted, voice trembling with both fear and longing. “I want... you.”

Eamon’s golden eyes flared, molten and commanding, yet laced with a dangerous tenderness. “Then you shall have me... but know this, Rowan: once your heart returns fully, it cannot be unclaimed. And neither can mine.”

The shadows of Blackcliff Manor seemed to pulse with approval—or perhaps warning—as
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