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        With their wedding around the corner, Beatrice and Lincoln have a lot at stake.

      

        

      
        Secrets are amassing between the members of the royal family Beatrice is about to join, and she's supposed to keep them all along with those belonging to her own family.

      

        

      
        And with the stakes higher than ever, and her brother at odds with Lincoln at every turn, she's in a more precarious situation than she cares to admit.

        -

        Rite of Blood and Vows is book five of House Of Blood And Roses. It is a fantasy romance series full of vampires, court intrigue, and a slow burn arranged marriage m/f romance.
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            What Happened Before

          

        

      

    

    
      Rite of Blood and Patience

      After catching Beatrice and Linc together during Bastian's wedding, Bella gives Beatrice an instructional manual for pleasure, which she reads with Linc. At first, she's embarrassed, but he assures her that it's something they can, and should, look at together. They talk about pregnancy and agree that they don't want children until they're sure they're ready, meaning that there are some things they can't do. Linc writes to his sister to find out if there are ways to prevent pregnancy. They also talk about whether there has been romance in their past, which is a short list for them both. Linc has been living a quiet life away from court, while Bastian has kept people away from Beatrice.

      Meanwhile, Lord Fallmartin arranges for Beatrice to have a tutor for history, reading, writing, and arithmetic and insists that Bastian also attends (albeit reluctantly). Bastian is frustrated by his lessons, which cause him and Beatrice to have a conversation in which she says he should direct his anger and frustration at their parents, not Lord Fallmartin, defending her vampire father for the first time. She also remembers that if Lord Fallmartin had known about her, he'd have left her to die, and it was only Bastian who saved her by insisting she came along.

      Beatrice struggles with her purpose, admitting that she likes being at court and that she no longer wants to return to her human life. Linc agrees with her, and they talk about what they do want to do, and what they want to change about life at court.

      At Beatrice and Bastian's birthday ball, Linc gifts Beatrice with a ruby necklace and later with a diary once they're in private. He reads from his own to help her work out what she wants to write in it, revealing thoughts from key points of their relationship, bringing them closer together.

      Bastian isn't so keen on the closeness between Beatrice and Linc, and even goes as far as to try and banish Linc from the Rothorne apartments. Beatrice tries to diffuse the situation and ends up getting hurt in the process. When Linc leaves, she goes to follow him. She goes to the library first but when he isn't there, she goes to the royal apartments.

      She's surprised that she's allowed inside and is shown to Linc's door by his bodyguard. He's surprised to find her there and assures her that the wine that arrives is for Marcus and not for him. He invites her inside his rooms and helps with the cut from her altercation with Bastian. Marcus arrives, and the three of them talk, resulting in Marcus learning about Linc's struggle with alcoholism and that he's been trying not to drink. After he leaves, Beatrice says she doesn't want to return to the Rothorne apartments yet and asks to see Linc's bedroom. They spend the night together (but don't have full sex in order to avoid pregnancy). In the morning, they tell each other "I love you", something both of them have been struggling to say over the course of the book.

      When Beatrice returns to her home, she finds herself in front of Bastian when he barges into her room, but she throws him out and won't have anything more to do with him.

      If you want to read a recap of books 1-3 in the series, you can find it here: https://books.authorlauragreenwood.co.uk/hobar-whb
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      I turn over in the bed, the last tendrils of sleep drifting away. Warm arms wrap around me, pulling me closer and reminding me that I'm not alone here. I push myself back into Linc, enjoying how it feels to wake up beside him.

      "I could get used to this," I murmur.

      He chuckles. "You're going to," he reminds me. "We'll be married in a couple of weeks."

      "It feels like an age away," I respond.

      "It does," he agrees. "But also not long at all."

      "Especially as I'm sure our fathers will have plenty of things to keep us busy between now and then." I turn around in his arms so I'm facing him.

      His eyes are still heavy with sleep, but I can see the adoration shining through when he looks at me. "We'll find moments for ourselves."

      "Mmm, which should be easy if your servants keep letting me into your room." I trail my fingers over the contours of his face. "Though I miss Pip."

      "We could take her on a walk later," he suggests. "Will Bastian be there for your history lesson?"

      "If Lord Fallmartin has anything to do with it, he will," I respond. "If Bastian has a say, then no. He's angry enough about learning to write and do arithmetic, but he can see the point in that at least. History is something he's even less convinced he needs to know."

      "And you?"

      "I find it fascinating," I admit. "But perhaps that's simply because you're the one who started teaching me."

      "You think that, but I remember you being the one who came to the library in order to find out what you could by yourself."

      "Mmm, I was feeling pretty hopeless then," I admit. "I was in a strange place, having just learned I was a vampire and that I was expected to suddenly be this perfect noble daughter, and I needed to do something."

      "Wasn't there also a mysterious stranger who confused you the night before too?" he teases.

      "Oh yes. He turned out to be the most dangerous thing about my new life." I shift closer to him.

      "And why would that be?"

      "Because I fell in love with him."

      "That doesn't sound so bad." His smile is contagious.

      "No, it's really not." I lean in and brush my lips against his.

      He kisses me deeply, a hand trailing down my shoulder and over my waist. I love how it feels when he touches me. It's not even about the desire for more, but about the closeness it brings between us.

      His hand dips lower still, skimming against my hip and igniting a need within me that only he can scratch. I suppose I could deal with it myself, but it wouldn't be nearly as good.

      "Linc," I murmur into our kiss.

      "Mmm?" He kisses my collarbone, bringing his fangs close to my pulse point and distracting me.

      "Have you heard from your sister yet?"

      He pulls back. "You want to talk about my sister right now?"

      "Not particularly. I guess I was just wondering whether you'd heard from her about what we can do in order to not get pregnant," I respond. "Then we can go a little further..."

      "Ah, I see what's on your mind."

      "Of course it is." I run my fingers over his chest. "There's a lot of Bella's book we haven't had a chance to explore yet. I know I've been slow to read it, but there are things I want to try."

      "Now I'm intrigued."

      I bite my bottom lip. "And our wedding is close."

      "What does that have to do with anything?" he asks.

      "Well, the wedding night. There are expectations." I meet his gaze. I wait for a little bit of discomfort or embarrassment to set in, but it doesn't come. I suppose because it's Linc I'm talking to. I have no need to be embarrassed about anything with him, not when we're discovering all of this together.

      "You don't have to worry about other people's expectations, Bea," he says softly.

      "I wasn't talking about other people's," I point out. "I want to go further. Every time we're in bed together, I want to suggest it. Maybe I'm not supposed to want that, but I do."

      My words have an immediate effect on him, and I feel him harden against my thigh.

      "Sorry." He shifts himself, but all it does is remind me of how close we are.

      Without thinking, I hook my leg over his hip, bringing his hardness closer to where I want it to be. A hollow feeling spreads through me, and the urge to throw caution to the wind is stronger than I want to admit. I want him. More than I ever thought it was possible to want anyone.

      He doesn't move away, which only makes my need grow higher. A soft moan escapes me.

      "Beatrice," Linc murmurs, half a warning and half a plea.

      "I know," I whisper in response. "I just want it."

      He manages to pull himself away and pushes me onto my back. I resist the urge to arch up into him, but it's hard.

      "We'll hear back from her before the wedding," he assures me. "And then we can do anything you want."

      "I hope you're right because I have a list."

      He chuckles. "I look forward to hearing all about it."

      "And if we don't hear from her, maybe there isn't any harm in one night," I say. "It's not likely that I'll get pregnant from that."

      "Let's hope it doesn't come to that," Linc says, trailing a hand down and splaying his hand against my stomach. "But we can talk about it when we know for sure."

      "All right. I know you're right," I say. Logically, I know it's better not to take the risk, especially when we're still learning how to protect ourselves. Adding a child into the mix is more than we can truly deal with.

      "I am. But there are other things we can do before then." He leans in and kisses me deeply while his hand travels further down.

      I gasp and part my legs, giving in to how good it feels to be with him, even if I'm starting to feel a need for something more growing inside me. I think it's just because I know there's more that we can do, and I'm anxious to experience it all, even if that's making me impatient.

      I let my thoughts drift away and enjoy the pleasure he brings me, knowing that I'll be able to do the same for him, and that it's only going to build the anticipation for what's to come.
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      I lean over the history book Mr Foccett gave me, reading the words a couple of times over. It's no more difficult to read the letters than some of the books Linc has given me, but it's a lot less compelling in the word choices and that makes it harder to focus on what I'm supposed to be learning.

      But I'm determined to continue. This is what Lord Fallmartin wants me to know, and I'm going to make the most of it, especially when I'll soon be leaving House Rothorne behind and moving into the royal apartments. Something I'm more than a little nervous about. I'll be close to Linc, which I want, especially as it will mean I no longer have to keep bothering his servants in order to get to his room, but the rest of it is nerve-wracking. I haven't met the Queen, even though she's also from House Rothorne, and everything Linc and his brother have told me about her makes me worry about that eventual meeting.

      Pip stretches, bumping her snout into my leg. I scratch her head absentmindedly, enjoying having her sitting with me and feeling so at peace.

      I sigh and try to focus my attention back on the book, but none of the words are sinking in. Perhaps I should go and see if Linc is in the library yet. He has meetings with the King this afternoon, but he might be done already.

      The door to the drawing room opens, and I look up, expecting Bastian or Bella to be coming to join me, but instead, it's Lord Fallmartin who strides into the room.

      Pip looks up, but decides there's nothing interesting happening and goes back to sleep. The fact that she's comfortable around Lord Fallmartin says a lot, especially when she's still on edge around my brother. Then again, she barely knows my vampiric father.

      "Ah, Beatrice," he says in a way that makes it clear he's been looking for me, rather than just stumbling across me.

      "Good afternoon."

      "You were missed at breakfast," he says.

      I swallow hard. "I had breakfast with Prince Lincoln this morning." In his rooms while only wearing one of his shirts, but I don't think Lord Fallmartin will want to hear about that. Nor do I have any desire to share it with him.

      "Excellent. I'm glad to hear that the two of you are getting along."

      "Yes." Perhaps a little too well, if I'm to listen to Bella, but I'm not entirely sure she believes everything she says about love. She's a romantic, she just doesn't want to admit it.

      "Perhaps the two of us could have a talk," Lord Fallmartin says, coming further into the room and taking a seat opposite me.

      I close my book and set it to the side, a little nervous about what he might want to say to me, especially when he hasn't summoned me to his office like he usually does when he wants the two of us to discuss something.

      "Your wedding will be here soon," he says.

      "Yes. I have my final dress fitting tomorrow," I respond.

      "I wanted to speak to you about what will happen afterwards."

      Nerves jump up within me. "I see."

      "The King has requested that the bedding ceremony not be held for you and Prince Lincoln," he says. "I agreed. I am assuming since you and the Prince find the feasts distasteful, the thoughts might extend to a bedding ceremony."

      "I'm not even sure what that is," I admit.

      He sighs. "After you are married, you are expected to consummate your union."

      "Why is that necessary if chastity isn't something that vampires care about?" The question slips out before I can think about whether it's a good idea to ask the man who is ultimately my father.

      "Tradition, Beatrice. I'm sure you have gathered that is something that is important to vampires."

      "Ah. Yes." It's hard to miss, considering all of the traditions I've already encountered.

      "The bedding has become an outdated tradition over the past twenty years or so," he tells me. "So it is not a surprise that the King has seen fit to suggest not engaging in it. But you will be required to consummate your marriage to Prince Lincoln. I have to hope that won't be a problem?"

      My mind immediately strays back to how it felt to be in bed with him this morning. The touches and the temptation are seared into my mind. I clear my throat, remembering where I am and what I'm supposed to be doing. "It won't be a problem."

      "I'm glad to hear it." He gives me an appraising look, and I try not to feel too embarrassed about what he might be thinking in regards to my statement.

      I don't want him thinking about anything that I might be doing with Linc, though I realise he probably has spies in the royal apartments. He's likely very aware of where I spent last night.

      "There are other things we need to discuss about your coming change in status," he says.

      "I know that my loyalty is still to House Rothorne," I say. It's been made abundantly clear to me.

      "That was not what I wished to talk about," he responds. "Though I appreciate your dedication to this House."

      I nod, not really knowing what I can say to that. The man in front of me is somewhat of an enigma. He's my father, but I barely know him, only having met him when I arrived at court a few months ago. He'd have left me to die on the night of the Golden Moon if it hadn't been for Bastian insisting that I came to live at court along with him. But now he's taken an interest in me. Now I'm useful.

      That all contrasts with the fact that my life is far better now than it ever has been. And it's mostly due to the fact I'm now a member of House Rothorne. There is a certain amount of loyalty that is granted to the man in front of me.

      "Before long, people will start petitioning you for things," he says. "It is recommended that you and the Prince appoint an advisor."

      "And you want it to be you," I say, meeting his gaze. It isn't hard to work out where the conversation is going. Not when he's made it clear several times that his main goal is to ensure that House Rothorne rises even higher than it is already.

      "An astute observation. I would recommend that you put my name forward when Prince Lincoln asks."

      "And if he doesn't heed my advice?" I'm mostly curious about the answer, especially as I don't know what Linc will choose to do. It isn't as if he has a lot of contacts at court, which is something we are going to have to change. I'm just not entirely certain how to do that yet. I've been trying to do what I can to learn, but it isn't always possible, especially when everyone seems to have their own agenda.
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