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        “A must-read series!”

        Paranormal Romance Guild

      

      

      THE DARK ANGEL TRILOGY

      They call us the Dark Angels: Gabriel, Zaquiel and Rafael.

      We’re brothers. Princes. Billionaires.

      The richer-than-sin heirs to one of the world’s most powerful vampire Syndicates.

      But we’re not vampires, we’re dhampirs. Half-human, half-vampire, with panty-melting good looks.

      The media love us.

      Vampires hate us.

      And Slayers, Inc. will do anything to take us down.
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        Craved (Rafael)

        Taken (Zaquiel)

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Want to be the first to hear about Rebecca Rivard’s vampire romances and other steamy paranormal books?
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          GABRIEL

        

      

    

    
      From the street, the Ruby Speakeasy looked like any other New York brownstone: chocolate façade, granite stoop, ornate trim. Most humans passed without a second glance—and that was just how we liked it.

      I parked my Jag in a reserved spot and nodded to the flinty-eyed vampire soldier stationed at the door. The foyer was more of the same, a blandly elegant composition of Italian marble, polished wood and shiny brass.

      The underground speakeasy was where our dark side came out to play. It was after midnight, and the Ruby was in full swing. The music throbbed with sex and promises, and votives in red glass holders glowed like orbs of blood on the gleaming black tables. Vampires danced with thralls beneath crimson ceilings, or slouched, bodies relaxed, gazes sharp, on velvet couches, their faces demonic in the flickering light.

      A server in a tiny skirt hustled over to get my order. “A blood-wine,” I told her, taking my usual table against the wall.

      She brought me a glass of our finest red. I eased into the leather armchair, wine cradled in one hand, and sent a hooded glance around. A half-dozen thralls, all model-gorgeous, stared boldly back.

      Alyssa pursed cherry-colored lips, blowing me a kiss. Heat stirred low in my gut. I eyed her silky brown throat. She was pretty and up for almost anything. Maybe she could tame this edgy, restless thing prowling along my nerves.

      But in the end, I raised my glass in acknowledgment and stayed put.

      Alyssa didn’t want me, Gabriel Kral.

      She wanted the Kral Syndicate Crown Prince, the man who’d one day succeed my vampire father as primus.

      Yeah, I was good-looking, but the club swarmed with inhumanly beautiful vampires. And I wasn’t even a pureblood. I was a dhampir—half-human, half-vampire.

      The Dark Mother knew, I needed to fuck. But where was the challenge in a woman who drops like a ripe plum into your lap?

      The ironic thing was that it would probably be decades, maybe even centuries, before I succeeded my father as primus. He was in excellent shape, with no sign of blood madness.

      Which wouldn’t have bothered me—Karoly Kral might be a ruthless SOB, but he was still my father and I loved him—if he’d allow me to take my rightful place at his side.

      I needed—no, craved—a challenge.

      Unfortunately, Father was the five-hundred-year-old head of a powerful vampire syndicate, and I was barely twenty-five. He might’ve strong-armed the syndicate into accepting me—a mere dhampir—as crown prince, but to him I was a clueless, know-nothing kid, one he treated as a glorified errand boy.

      I finished my wine and set the glass on the table, a little too hard. I glanced at the entrance.

      Where in Hades were my brothers, anyway? They should’ve been here by now.

      As if on cue, my phone lit with a message from Zaq: On our way.

      Hurry the fuck up, I replied, and ordered another glass of wine. I considered my empty glass. “Actually,” I told the server, “bring the bottle.”

      “Right away, sir.” A minute later, an open bottle of blood-wine appeared on the table.

      I was on my second glass when a stir at the top of the stairs announced my brothers’ arrival.

      First came my youngest brother, black curls shining in the dim light. Rafe was the pretty Kral, with a face like a Greek god. Or at least, that’s what the thralls said.

      Zaq followed, wearing an off-the rack suit, his streaked brown hair tousled like he’d rolled out of bed and come straight to the club without bothering to comb it.

      Rafe hit the last step and flashed a cocky grin around the bar. Two curvy thralls sauntered up, attaching themselves to his sides like they belonged there. He slung an arm around each, leaned in close to the blonde, and murmured something that drew a breathy giggle.

      Zaq and I exchanged a smirk over Rafe’s shoulder. Our kid brother was a charmer, and we liked to give him hell for it. Zaq, on the other hand, was chill as fuck, the kind of guy who’d give you the shirt off his back, and like me, choosy about who he spent his time with.

      Right now, Rafe lapped up the attention like an overgrown puppy. He was only twenty-one; he’d learn.

      They headed toward me, Rafe towing his fan club with him. Zaq took the chair to my left, and Rafe released the two thralls, asking them to bring us more wine and a couple of glasses before taking the seat on my right.

      He leaned back, fingers interlaced behind his neck. “Wassup, bro?”

      I lifted a shoulder. “Not much.”

      “How was Atlanta?” asked Zaq.

      “Fine.” Actually, Atlanta had been a goddamn waste of my time, but I wasn’t going to admit it to them.

      Father had sent me to down there to check in with the kapitán who handled Kral interests in the Southeast. A task that could’ve been handled by an enforcer or even a trustworthy accountant. For the past few years, I’d thrown myself into each assignment, eager to prove myself, but I was beginning to think it would never be enough.

      Zaq heard what I wasn’t saying. A small line appeared between his brows. “I thought he wants the kapitáns to get to know you.”

      My jaw tightened. “They know me.”

      The thralls returned with the wine and filled Rafe and Zaq’s glasses. The brown-haired thrall started to lower herself onto Rafe’s lap, but he patted her ass, saying. “Not now, cher. I want to talk to my brothers. Wait for me at the bar, okay?”

      “Sure, baby.” She kissed him on the mouth and sauntered off with her friend.

      When we were alone again, Zaq dropped his voice to a subvocal level. Vampires have supernaturally acute hearing, and we were surrounded by them.

      “If you’re not happy, tell him no. Spend your time on your own businesses. You don’t need him. How many hotels do you own now—two?”

      “Three. I just started building one in New Jersey—Atlantic City. This time, I’m applying for a gaming license, too. I’m going to add a casino.”

      “Yeah?” Rafe asked, intrigued.

      I nodded. “Something small and intimate. Poker and roulette for high rollers only.”

      Zaq raised his glass to me. “Well, there you go.”

      “Easy for you to say. You’re not the crown prince.”

      His cheek creased in a small smile. “Thank all the gods.”

      Zaq did the occasional job for the syndicate, including appearances at official events when my parents required it. But his heart was in his work with nonprofits like Doctors Without Borders that aided displaced humans.

      “Telling him no isn’t an option,” I added. “If I do, he won’t let me have a piece of the action for another few decades.”

      Zaq opened his mouth, but Rafe spoke first.

      “Enough.” He aimed his glass at me and Zaq. “You old men are messing with my buzz. Drink up, and then I’ll round up a few thralls. You dudes need to get laid.”

      Zaq snorted. “I can find my own women, thank you.”

      I just shook my head.

      Rafe scanned the unattached thralls, knee bouncing in time to the pounding beat. He nodded at a redhead whose dress dipped to a V that touched her navel. “What about her?”

      “Not tonight, Rafael.”

      He rolled his eyes. “I don’t know why I come out with you asshats.”

      “You love us,” Zaq said.

      “Like a hole in the head,” he muttered.

      My lips twitched up. “And you’re afraid of missing something.”

      Rafe made a rude sound. “Yeah, right. You guys depend on me to up the excitement level. Not to mention the sexoliciousness.”

      Zaq snort-laughed, almost spitting out his wine. “’S’that even a word?”

      Rafe’s cheek creased. “It is now.”

      I grinned in spite of myself. This was why I’d finished up early in Atlanta so I could make it back to New York by midnight. These guys weren’t just my brothers, they were my best friends.

      Tonight, they served to remind me why I played by Father’s rules. Accepting the title of crown prince and all that went with it wasn’t just for me, it was for them, too. There were vampires who’d like nothing better than to purge the Kral Syndicate of Karoly’s half-human sons.

      The best way to protect Zaq and Rafe would be to take immediate control after Father went to his final grave, and to do that, I needed to work closely with him, to be perceived as having his full confidence.

      I would not give the syndicate vampires an excuse to challenge me.

      Rafe set down his glass with a thunk and growled, “Some prick is hassling Alyssa.”

      Zaq and I followed his gaze to where a visiting soldier from a German syndicate hovered over the pretty thrall like a tiger eyeing a juicy steak.

      She shook her head, but he caught her arm and forced her toward the back of the Ruby, where the private rooms were. The bastard had dug his thumb into the soft inside of her wrist.

      She cast us a help-me look, her dark eyes wide and panicked.

      Alyssa was on the Kral payroll; she was expected to service out-of-towners, the same as thralls in other vampire clubs around the world. But we Krals had an unwritten rule that our thralls had the right to refuse a vampire. Apparently, the surly blond either hadn’t heard, or didn’t care.

      As one, Zaq, Rafe and I came to our feet.

      The soldier was blond and vampire-lean. I stepped in front of him, forcing him to halt. From the corners of my eyes I saw the lounging vampires turn to look at us like we were the goddamn entertainment. They were always watching me and my brothers, hoping we’d fuck up.

      “You’re new in town, aren’t you?” I stuck out my hand without waiting for an answer. “Gabriel Kral.”

      The soldier was in the grip of the blood craving, his irises rimmed an unearthly blue, his fangs lengthened into sharp white daggers. He snarled and tried to walk around me, but Zaq and Rafe moved up on either side of me, blocking him.

      “Primus Kral is my father,” I added. I might not be a pureblood, but I was dominant to this asshole. I kept my hand out and stared directly into his eyes. Daring him to object or try to push past me again.

      “And ours,” said my brothers.

      Zaq moved closer, crowding the vampire on his left side. Rafe took out a silver switchblade and fingered it, a chilly little smile on his face.

      The vampire blinked first. His jaw worked, but he dropped his gaze and released Alyssa to take my outstretched hand.

      “Hanz Weber,” he said, his tone just polite enough that I could act like I didn’t hear the underlying disrespect.

      I wasn’t afraid to kick his ass—frankly, it would be a pleasure—but I preferred to finesse things. My reputation would only be improved if I got him to back down in front of a club full of vampires.

      While he took my right hand, I used my left to pass Alyssa off to Zaq. He put an arm around her shoulders and eased her in the direction of the front door.

      I gave Weber’s fingers a bone-crushing, I’m-the-alpha-here squeeze and released him. “Well, Hanz, you’ll have to find another thrall. Alyssa is a favorite of mine. I believe Gina’s more to your taste anyway.”

      I beckoned Gina to me, and she sauntered over, hips swaying.

      I leaned closer, lowering my voice so only Weber could hear me above the loud music. “She likes it a little rough. But put any real bruises on her and I’ll put the same bruises on you, ten times over.” I let my vampire flash in my eyes. “Understood?”

      His lips thinned but he jerked his chin in assent. “Understood.”

      I stepped back, and Gina slipped between us and tilted her head, exposing her throat. “My, you’re a beautiful man, aren’t you?” She walked two long pink fingernails up his chest.

      He took in her impressive rack and licked his lips. “Come.” He gave her bottom a hard tap. “I am hungry.”

      Taking her hand, he towed her toward the private rooms. Behind her back, Gina wiggled the fingers of her free hand at me.

      I sent a cool look around at the watching vampires, and they turned back to their companions. But I’d had my fill of the Ruby and syndicate vampires.

      I glanced at Rafe. “Let’s get out of here.”

      He nodded and we followed Zaq and Alyssa up the stairs.

      Outside the club, Alyssa grabbed my hand. She was trembling. “Thank you.” She bit her lower lip. “I—I’ve heard things about him. Bad things.”

      Taking out several large bills from my wallet, I pressed them into her palm while Rafe hailed her a cab. “You’re off for the night,” I told her.

      She lifted her chin. “You won’t tell the primus?”

      “Tell him what? And he wouldn’t be upset with you anyway. Now go home. We’ll see you back here tomorrow night, okay?” I helped her into the cab and shut the door.

      Rafe elbowed me in the ribs. “Nice work, dude. For a minute there, I was afraid I’d have to stake him for you, and this suit is brand new. I’d hate to get blood on it.”

      I snorted. Like I’d allow him to step between me and a pissed-off vampire.

      Zaq guffawed. “Gabriel can take you with one arm behind his back and you know it.”

      “Like hell. I’ve been working on my moves.”

      “Which ones?” asked Zaq.

      “What d’you mean?”

      “The only moves I see you working on are related to increasing your harem.”

      Rafe’s cheek creased. “I can’t help it if the ladies like me.”

      We turned toward my Jag. I clicked the remote key fob, unlocking the doors. “Get in the car, boys.”

      “I call shotgun,” said Rafe.

      Zaq had already slipped into the front passenger seat. “Too late.”

      “Asshat.” Rafe shoved his shoulder and climbed, grumbling, into the backseat.
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      I’d baked long enough on my stomach. I might even have dozed off for a few minutes. My back and shoulders were burning and the hand under my face had gone numb.

      Turning onto my back, I propped my forearms on my towel and gazed out at the Chesapeake Bay, working the pins and needles out of my fingers. A contented sigh escaped my lips. I’d been working long hours at a farmer’s market for the summer, but today was my day off and I’d tagged along with my kid brother and his friends on a trip to a state park.

      The sun sparkled on the slate-blue water, dazzling even through my sunglasses. A trio of ducks bobbed on the rolling waves, and a breeze teased curly strands free from my thick bun and whipped them across my face.

      Joey and Lori came into view, strolling along the narrow beach, arms around each other. My brother had his hand on Lori’s bikini-clad ass.

      I rolled my eyes behind my sunglasses. Joey was a horndog, but hey, he was seventeen. And Lori didn’t seem to mind. I grabbed my phone and crossed the hot sand to them.

      “Want me to take a picture of you two?”

      “Sure,” said Joey, and Lori nodded eagerly.

      I raised my phone and she leaned into him, kissing his chin. Joey grinned at me. A younger, skinnier version of my Italian-American dad, he’d also inherited my dad’s self-confidence.

      I grinned back. I’d loved Joey from the day my parents first brought him home when I was four years old. I’d told my mom she’d better bring me a sister, but I’d changed my mind as soon as my baby brother closed his tiny fist around my finger.

      I snapped the photos and returned to my beach towel. Joey had forgotten about me to nuzzle Lori’s neck. Her eyelids lowered and her lips parted.

      I looked away. Kids.

      But okay, I was a teensy bit jealous. I’d just finished my junior year of college, and although I’d had a few hookups and one semi-serious relationship, I was currently in a dry spell that had started back in November when I decided I was done with hookups.

      I wanted someone of my own. Maybe not my forever person—I was only twenty-one, after all—but someone.

      I grabbed a handful of potato chips from the communal bag and heaved a breath.

      It’s not like you have time for a relationship anyway.

      During the year, I had a full course load at the University of Maryland and a part-time job, and in the summers, I worked at the farmer’s market.

      For the right someone, I could make the time.

      I finished the chips, brushed off my hands and started getting dressed.

      Joey surfaced long enough to notice I was putting on my hiking boots and headed toward me, hand-in-hand with Lori. “You leaving?”

      “Yeah. I want to get in a couple of hours before it gets too dark.” I’d come in Joey’s car along with the rest of them, but he knew I’d planned to hike for a couple of hours, then walk the mile or so home.

      “You sure you don’t want us to come with?”

      I shook my head and shrugged into the backpack I’d stocked with water, an apple, and a handful of my mother’s homemade honey-gingersnaps. “Tell Mom not to expect me for dinner. I’ll get something when I get home.”

      “She’ll save you a plate.”

      “I know.” We exchanged a smile. I might be officially an adult, but my mom still worried if I skipped a meal. “See you later,” I said to them both and with a wave to their friends in the water, headed for the forest at the edge of the beach.

      The sun-dappled shade closed around me, cool and green. The beach sounds faded. When the trail divided, I took the narrower, less-used branch, startling a crow. It erupted into flight with a bone-chilling caw and landed in the crown of an ancient beech, where it glared down at me through beady eyes.

      A pleasurable shiver went over my skin. Anticipation tightened my stomach, like something exciting was about to happen.

      It wouldn’t, I knew, but I pretended it would. That I was some fairytale character about to meet a raven queen…or maybe a prince.

      A dark, compelling prince. A little dangerous, even.

      Of course, one look at me and he’d be obsessed. Unable to get enough of me.

      Yeah, right.

      Grinning at myself, I hooked my thumbs through the straps of the backpack and headed deeper into the woods.
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      I never would’ve met Mila if Father hadn’t pissed me off.

      We were in his study at Black Oak Manor in Maryland, Father behind his polished mahogany desk and his lieutenant, Tomas Mraz, in a red leather chair a little to Father’s side.

      Tomas had informed us that a South American syndicate was trying to muscle in on Kral territory, starting with Miami. Diplomacy hadn’t worked; their primus had pretended he didn’t know what Tomas was talking about.

      “Then let’s take the war to them.” I leaned forward. “Hit them where it hurts. Infiltrate their syndicate. Steal their business. Fuck with their supply lines. The works.”

      My father glanced at Tomas.

      The big lieutenant shrugged, causing the black wolf tattooed on the side of his neck—the mark of a Kral “made” man—to undulate as if it were alive. “It is handled,” he said in his thick Slovak accent. “I have met with the Miami kapitán, and he will advise us if we have need of more manpower.”

      My back teeth set. It was the first I’d heard of a meeting with the Miami kapitán. Another thing I’d been kept out of the loop on.

      “I see,” I said.

      Why did I even bother? My ideas were usually shot down with only a token hearing, even my suggestions for making our extensive business holdings more profitable with ideas I’d tried on a smaller scale using my own money.
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