
  
    [image: Blood Oath]
  



    
        
          Blood Oath

        

        
        
          Blood Clan, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Arya Karin

        

        
          Published by Arya Karin, 2018.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Arya Karin

	    

      
	    
          
	      Blood Clan

          
        
          
	          Blood Harem

          
        
          
	          Blood Oath

          
        
          
	          Blood Debt

          
        
          
	          Blood Clan Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Der Aufsteigende Wolf

          
        
          
	          Wolfsgeist

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Die Zodiakchroniken

          
        
          
	          Der Zodiak-Bund

          
        
          
	          Der Zodiak-Aufstieg

          
        
          
	          Der Zodiac Anspruch

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Incubus Desires

          
        
          
	          Craved

          
        
          
	          Hunted

          
        
          
	          Caged

          
        
          
	          Fated

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Les Chroniques du Zodiaque

          
        
          
	          L’Alliance du Zodiaque

          
        
          
	          L’ASCENSION DU ZODILQUE

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Never Islands

          
        
          
	          Beast

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Zodiac Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Zodiac Binding

          
        
          
	          Zodiac Rising

          
        
          
	          Zodiac Claiming

          
        
          
	          Zodiac Turning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wolf Bound

          
        
          
	          Wolf Bound

          
        
          
	          Wolf Moon

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wolf Moon Rising

          
        
          
	          WolfHeart

          
        
          
	          Wolf Soul (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Wolf Dream

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Goddess Seduction

          
        
          
	          Tempting My Stepbrother

          
        
          
	          Wolf Fated

          
        
          
	          Fight for Faery

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Arya Karin’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


  
    
      BLOOD OATH

      Blood Clan  - Book 2

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        ARYA KARIN

      

    

  


  
    
      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Blood Oath - Book 2

      This book license is for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you would like to share it with. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting copyright laws and the hard work of the author.

      Copyright © 2019 Arya Karin

      All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book, or portions thereof, in any form. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage or retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical without the express written permission of the author. The scanning, uploading, or distribution of this book via the Internet or via other means without permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic additions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Lynda stretched in bed, her legs tangled in the sheets, along with the sexy prince’s legs. Mihnea. God, he smelled good…like salty popcorn. He lay half-covered in the satin sheets on his bed. One little peek wouldn’t hurt, right? His dark hair was spiked on one side and even in his sleep, he had that sexy curl to the corners of his mouth. She leaned forward to kiss him awake when her stomach grumbled. Damn. Food wins out this time.

      What day is it? She must have slept for over sixteen hours because the vampire was awake as he had been when he forced her to bed to get some sleep after she’d been awake for days. She scooted to get her leg out from underneath his.

      “Stop wiggling,” he said. “You're making me regret my decision not to make love to you.”

      “Not my fault you made me take my clothes off.” She brushed a hand through her short hair and turned on her side. His erection stabbed her abs, making her cheeks flush. “Oh,” she breathed out.

      “Right.” He pushed away from her, but his gaze drifted down to her breasts.

      She swore they grew heavy with the weight from his stare. Her breath caught in her throat at his eyes dark with passion.

      “Maybe we should get something to eat or—”

      “I agree.” He cupped her breasts, running his thumb across the nipples.

      “Mihnea,” she moaned. God, she was already on fire for his touch. Craved it like a starving person did food.

      “Do you like that?” He massaged both her breasts, watching her.

      She bit her lip. “What about your vow?”

      An expression filled his eyes as they slightly pinched at the sides that she couldn't discern. Longing? Regret? Reservation?

      “Well, there are ways of bringing us pleasure that won't end up with you pregnant.”

      She rubbed her leg against his. “Like protection?” Would a condom even work with vamp sperm?

      After he bent his head and twirled his tongue on her nipple, he chuckled, “No, I wouldn't depend on something humans made to ensure both my brothers had a chance at making a baby with you.”

      He ducked down to her other breast. Within seconds, she writhed beneath him.

      “Please.” She grasped his penis and stroked him hard and firm.

      He shuddered and he moved closer to her.

      Her breaths sped up as he licked his lips as though she were a delicate candy. She wanted all three men, her princes. Without one of them, she felt incomplete or as though she were waiting for a final piece of the puzzle to click into place.

      “I understand.” She forced a smile. Mihnea, being the oldest, had always gotten the best and privilege his birth ranking gave him. His father, Vlad Dracula, had both doted and demanded so much from him.

      All she needed to do was get pregnant from either Pierre or Andrei, then she and Mihnea could be together fully. Or if she failed to conceive within a year, Dracula had promised to kill her. Just because her DNA showed the best signs of a match with the princes, didn’t guarantee that she’d be able to conceive. Half-vamp offspring were rare. She’d probably have better odds hunting for a four-leaf clover.

      God, she wasn't even engaged or anything and already her father-in-law-to-be was a terror up her ass.

      Mihnea brushed a hand against her chin, forcing her to look up at him. “There are other ways of bringing each other pleasure.”

      “What do you have in mind?”

      He chuckled low in his throat and desire whipped through her. His sex appeal was off the charts and mixed with a razor-sharp edge of danger. He was a vampire, a powerful one and he teased death with ease. Doubtful a nun or even a saint could resist him. She couldn't, and he'd barely touched her.

      “First time we kissed,” he traced her bottom lip with his thumb, “you stole my heart.”

      She pulled him down for a kiss, never wanting to stop. His tongue caressing hers and all thoughts about anything but him and how good it felt to kiss him, fled.

      Breathless, she pushed away from him as he nibbled on the side of her neck. Every so often the graze of his fangs across her skin sent shivers of delight and anticipation through her. What would it feel like if he bit her? Many said it was better than sex, but she’d never experienced it herself.

      His hand skipped down from her breast to her sex. A gasp escaped her lips as he stroked her with small circles that soon had her grinding against his hand.

      “Tell me before you cum,” his husky voice whispered in her ear.

      Not waiting to ask permission, she grasped his cock and tightened her grip. Up and down she moved over the thick shaft. Thrills streamed through her as he grew harder and bigger in her hand.

      The energy of her orgasm building deep inside like a damn nearing the breaking point.

      “I-I’m close,” she managed to squeak out. Her vision tunneling until all she saw was him next to her, his brow furrowed as he waited for her to orgasm.

      He ran the tip of his tongue down her neck as his fingers entered her. His thumb brushed across her clit. His kisses trailed down across her collarbone. His nipping kisses seared into her soul. She arched into him as he kept his fingers pumping in and out. And his talented thumb massaged her swollen nub. Pleasure zipped through her, and she gripped his shoulders, holding on as the pressure built so hot and fast that it stole her breath away. She bucked against him, yearning for release, for him to fill her completely.

      “Are you cuming, my love?” he asked moving back up to her neck.

      “Oh, God, yes, yes, yes. Shit!”

      Her body buzzed with aching pleasure as he thrust his fingers deeper inside her. His other hand pinching a nipple that made her rise off the bed and her body tingle all over. Lust overtook her as pressure swelled up in her sex. Her air freezing in her lungs as the release shook her.

      Mihnea bit her on her neck and euphoria ripped through her with a scream. Her body convulsed and pulsed from where he gently sucked on her neck. His fingers banged into her bringing her closer to climax with each moment. Every muscle in her body tensed, then released in a tsunami of endorphins that had her limp and sinking into the bed.

      Mihnea moaned against her neck and his cum shot out against her stomach. But her entire body was buzzing with bliss. Gently, he removed his fangs from her neck and part of her mourned his loss of that intimacy. God, if he was this good without actually having sex, how about when they were able to really make love? He’d probably put her in a coma.

      For a long time, they held each other, basking in the afterglow of what they’d done together.

      All three men had made her orgasm. Something that she’d experienced too few times in her life. But these vampire princes were able to bring her pleasure so easily that she worried she might become addicted to sex…and them. And that was something she never thought to worry about. All her life, she’d kept love at a distance. Her mom had shown her the dangers of trusting someone with her heart.

      That’s why Lynda had started her matchmaking computer service to find partners for people who were on the same level as themselves. And she’d been fine pushing aside her love life and not getting too close to anyone.

      Until Andrei showed up in her office. Then her world turned upside down and now she had three vampire lovers.

      “You’re a goddess when you cum.” Mihnea grasped the edge of the blanket and wiped his cum off her stomach in slow strokes.

      Her body still hadn’t stopped vibrating inside from the pleasure and relief of her orgasm. “Oh?” And he’d cum too…was it from drinking her blood? “Does blood taste different when a woman orgasms?”

      “Yes.” He gazed up at her with his dark eyes. “Sweeter.”

      Her whole body heated and her fingers brushed the two puncture marks on her neck and a swirl of desire awakened anew.

      “You are going to make me regret my vow every single moment, aren’t you?” he asked in a voice that sent her gaze shooting down to his glorious cock that appeared even bigger than before. “Unless I make a woman cum multiple times, I feel as if I haven’t succeeded.”

      Fuck, his words alone were enough to make her climax again. This couldn’t be a mere man…vampire…or prince. He and his brothers had to be sex gods sent to tempt her to oblivion.

      One of her rules growing up had been never to lose her heart, never get too close and let someone in, or she’d get hurt like her mom and so many other people she’d seen over the years. And with Mihnea, Andrei, and Pierre, she’d already failed. Her love for them grew so fast and hard that she couldn’t stop it even if she tried. Already, she couldn’t imagine her life without them and that scared her more than Dracula holding her up by her throat and threatening to kill her.

      But it was too late to turn away now. She was the primary contender for bringing in a new race of half-vampires who could walk in the sun and rival the Russian vampire mob that had fought against Vlad and his sons for centuries.

      Fertility wasn’t a sure thing though. And if the year ended up with her being barren, how would she even walk away from these three amazing men? Even if Dracula allowed her to live, which she doubted. Her life would never be the same.

      But what if Dracula couldn’t wait and gathered the few remaining women with the special biology to have a half-vampire child and first one to get pregnant won? Lynda would lose not only her princes, but her heart.

      Already, she had fallen for each of them and it was too late to turn back now.
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      “I don't think I can move,” Lynda said laying on the bed with her eyes closed, basking in euphoria.

      Twice more, Mihnea had brought her to climax without actually fucking her. She opened her eyes to find him peering up at her from between her legs.

      The wicked grin on his face sent desire anew into her core. But she couldn't lay in bed all night while orgasms rocked her. She needed to check on Pierre and Andrei. Find out if they had located any of the women her computer program said had any percentage of mating with her three vampires. Hers.

      What if Dracula wasn’t patient and recruited the other women as well as her? She'd never been possessive or jealous before, but the thought of any of her men with another woman sent a spike of rage through her chest.

      She leaned over and kissed Mihnea. “You were amazing.”

      “So were you,” he said, lazily. “Go get some food, I can smell Pierre’s cooking.”

      “I am famished. May I have my clothes back now?” she asked.

      With a grumble, Mihnea pushed off the bed and returned with a pair of shorts and a tank top.

      “That's it? Where's the rest of my clothes?”

      He shrugged. “You going out there with my two brothers who are allowed to fuck you all they want...you'll be lucky if they even let you eat.”

      His words sent heat pooling in her belly.

      “Well, they'll need to learn patience and restraint.” She dressed, then reached out to touch the doorknob.

      “You'll tell me,” Mihnea laid his hand over hers, “the moment you find out if you're pregnant.”

      A blush burned her cheeks. “Of course.”

      He kissed her forehead, stepping back to let her out.

      But what if Pierre and Andrei couldn't get her pregnant? What if it had to be Mihnea and yet he didn't want to because he was the oldest brother and wanted Andrei or Pierre to succeed first?

      She turned back to his bedroom when Pierre purred from the kitchen, “How crispy do you like your bacon? And are eggs Benedict something you eat?”

      The smells wafting from the stove made her stomach growl. Her legs shuffled forward of their own accord and before she knew it, she sat at the bar.

      Pierre winked and pushed a pile of already cooked bacon toward her. “Figured you'd be hungry.”

      “Yes, thanks.” She popped a piece into her mouth and groaned at the rich, smoky flavor hitting her tongue. “What time is it?”

      “Eight-thirty.” He flipped the sizzling bacon over in the skillet. “Good thing you came out when you did. If the food was done, I was coming to get you whether Mihnea was done or not.”

      “Anytime. And thank you for the food.” She blew him a kiss.

      “Merci.” After he stirred the Hollandaise sauce, he drizzled it over poached eggs and handed the bowl to her.

      Without waiting, she dug in. The sweet, savory taste was so good that she didn't bother talking.

      She'd never been so satisfied with a meal. But now she needed to get back to work at narrowing down where the remaining women were that had any match to the princes and warn them Dracula might come after them. Either to kill them and prevent the Russian vampires from finding and using the only women able breed half vamps with Vlad’s sons. Or throw the women in some type of broodmare harem and see how many could get pregnant. Her stomach clenched. In the little time she'd spent with the legendary vamp, she wouldn't put it past him to do the latter until the women could no longer bear children, then kill them.

      She had to contact the women now. While Pierre cleaned the kitchen, Lynda hopped off the stool and went over to her laptop.

      “Coffee?” Pierre held a steaming cup that looked like a small thermos.

      “Thanks.” She took a sip then set it down on the table beside the laptop. What is taking so long to boot up? The black screen mocked her. When had she rebooted it last? Or maybe the battery had run out.

      She hunted through her laptop bag for the power cord and plugged it in. Her coffee warmed her up inside as she waited for the laptop to reboot. The operating system screen lit up.

      Finally. She typed in her password. Everything populated and she clicked on her program. The screen flashed and went black.

      What the hell?

      She clicked the computer on again, but the same thing happened when she tried to access her information. Dread folded inside her. Something's wrong. She scrambled for her cell phone and dialed her building's help desk number.

      “Hello?” a male voice answered.

      “Hi, this is Lynda Garcia. I can't get into my program that's—”

      “Sorry, didn't you get our email?”

      Sweat broke out across the back of her neck. “No, what's going on?” She clutched her cell phone tighter.

      “We had break-in late yesterday. All the servers were ripped apart.”

      She fell back on the couch. Her gaze shifting to Pierre who zipped to her side and pulled her into his arms. All her work, everything. No, she had a backup system in the heart of downtown.

      “Was anyone hurt?” Her voice cracked. Maybe it was a random act of vandalism and not someone trying to steal her system. But then why couldn't she access it? The backup servers should've kicked in automatically.

      “It's all in the email, ma’am.” He hesitated. “The security staff and a few of our techs that work the late shift were killed.”

      Oh my God! “H-how?” Please say a gunshot or knife wounds otherwise it means vamps did this.

      He hiccupped a cry. “T-They were drained of blood and had their hearts removed.”

      She dropped the phone, but Pierre caught it before it hit the ground. After he clicked the end call, he placed it beside them.

      “Did-did you hear?” Knots tightened in her stomach.

      “Yes.” He rubbed her back, his brow furrowed. “Whatever vampire did this was after something specific and didn't want to chance leaving any of the victims alive to say who. Or allow them to be turned into vamps.”

      A witch could sometimes turn a recently dead human into a vampire if they'd been killed by one. But without the heart, it wouldn't work. Was it Dracula or the Russians or a competitor who discovered she'd recently hooked up with three vampire princes and wanted to sell the info she'd collected for over a decade to the highest bidder. The only women in the world who could breed with vamps…especially Dracula’s sons.

      Despite what happened at her building, she needed to know for certainty if the backup of all her data was still intact. If the second location was attacked too, she was screwed. “Call this number for me and ask about the servers. The password is Hercules.” She scrolled to the backup site and handed Pierre the phone. No way could she deal with the news direct.

      He nodded and moved from the couch into the kitchen so she wouldn't have to listen to the conversation or know that her worst fear was manifesting.

      Nausea swam upstream and she buried her head in her hands. Both sites with her program and all the information was gone. Her life was unraveling at the seams and she couldn't stop it.

      Moments later, Pierre sat down beside her on the couch.

      “I'm so sorry, Lynda.” His words cut her soul no matter how soft and full of regret.

      A cry of distress cracked through her lips. “Why? Who would do this?” But deep down she knew it was someone after her data and her heart told her that it wasn't to congratulate the other women who were related to the Russian witch who cursed Vlad Dracula.

      As much as her throat burned from the thought, they needed to find Vlad and question him about the two incidents. If he was involved, she was going to stake the bastard. Unless he killed her first, but she wasn't going to let him get away with destroying her life's work or using it for his selfish gain. She was going to show him that she wouldn't cower in a corner and let him rampage on her life.

      On shaky legs, she fought to steel her nerves. “Grab your brothers. We've got to pay a visit to your dear old dad.”
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