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            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear reader,

      The Siren and the Hellhound is meant to be read as part of a larger, ongoing book series. While you don’t have to read Love Spells, Full Moons, and Silver Bullets (Clayridge Chronicles book 1), we will see characters who appeared in or were mentioned in Love Spells, Full Moons, and Silver Bullets, and The Siren and the Water Witch. I’m including a Names and Places Guide for your convenience.

      I hope you enjoy this spicy short story.

      

      Trigger Warning:

      For those that appreciate a little heads up about content that may be triggering to some readers, The Siren and the Hellhound, along with the excerpt that follows from Blood Lust and Black Magic may contain the following: sexual assault, torture, and imprisonment.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NAMES AND PLACES GUIDE

          

        

      

    

    
      Fernandez Stone: A hellhound and member of The Guard.

      

      The Guard: A militant police force made up of hellhounds.

      

      The Clayridge Fountain: A large water fountain containing the home of Sevan and her siren daughters.

      

      Rowan Mallor: A witch whose talents include flying and defensive magic. A professor at the Barrett Academy.

      

      Ian Hannigan: The hero from Love Spells, Full Moons, and Silver Bullets. A mortal man who came through a portal into the Clayridge world.

      

      Marina: A young siren.

      

      Cascada: A siren with an attitude issue. Often bullies Marina.

      

      Yarrow: A siren and close friend of Cascada.

      

      Sevan: The sirens’ mother.

      

      Robbie: One of Marina’s Johns.

      

      Teslin: Half-gargoyle, half-siren. Teslin is Marina’s sister.

      

      Kinley Silvers: A hellhound and member of The Guard. A friend of Stone’s.

      

      Yandel: A hellhound and member of The Guard. Stone’s mentor and father figure.

      

      Carlo: A hellhound and member of The Guard. A friend of Stone’s.

      

      Josiah: A hellhound and the Director of The Guard.

      

      Dalton: A hellhound and former Assistant Director of The Guard.

      

      Cherry: Josiah’s daughter. A hellhound formerly outcast but recently returned.

      

      Andric: A deceased vampire, who was put down by The Guard for being a serial killer. Also, Cherry’s lover.

      

      Misty: a siren who slept with Ezra Graves. The heroine in The Siren and the Water Witch.

      

      Sosa: Another siren sister who is obsessed with music.

      

      The Jugular Junkies: A vampire rock band.

      

      Lenox Castor: Nephew of Nixon Castor.

      

      The Main Vein: Blood bar where vampires and mortals can interact for safe blood play.

      

      The Four Chambers: An exclusive vampire club, mainly for members of the seven vampire clans.

      

      Catia Graves: Ezra’s mother.

      

      Terry Graves: Ezra’s father.

      

      Ezra Graves: Star pupil at Barrett Academy. Half-blood witch with specialties in water and flight. The hero of The Siren and the Water Witch.

      

      Barrett Academy: A school for witches and half-blood witches. Attendance begins when a young witch turns twenty.

      

      Theodore Barrett: Owner, and head administration of Barrett Academy.

      

      Professor Imp: Ezra’s botany professor.

      

      Atticus Foxwood: Friend of Ezra’s, whose sister has gone missing. He specializes in transformation magic but is apprenticing with the defensive magic professor.

      

      Waylon: A rather callous friend of Ezra and Atticus.

      

      Zora’s Chata: A shop run by a Baba Yaga.

      

      Erinelle: Carlo’s former lover. A succubus that was murdered.

      

      Samael: A demon who works for Nixon Castor.

      

      Willow Foxwood: Atticus’ younger sister. She is one of the missing students.

      

      Hickory Wright, Dru Meriwether, Birk Chrome, and Dorothy (Dot) Helem: Students who have gone missing from Barrett Academy.
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      “Come quick! My friend’s ball rolled past the fountain gate, and he went after it!”

      Stone narrowed his eyes at the young boy who had raced up to him. He wasn’t even on duty right now, but clearly, this child needed immediate help.

      “They’ve got his ball.”

      Annoyed, Stone grumbled, “Show me,” even though he was quite familiar with the route to the Clayridge fountain.

      The sirens who lived there were beautiful and playful but full of mischief and could be a real pain in the ass. They needed a firm hand, or they’d get out of control.

      Mostly, Stone had little patience for them, and in the past, he’d never cared either way if he crossed paths with the sirens, but these days he cared. A lot.

      The youngest of the sirens, pretty little Marina, called to him. Not her song, no, their siren’s song didn’t work on hellhounds, but something about the innocent girl tempted him. He wasn’t sure whether it was her youth or her virginal status. Maybe it was because she was an outcast. Where her sisters would cause trouble, she would try to help, or at the very least, not get involved with their hijinks.

      It didn’t help that she was stunning. Those supple pink lips and dusky nipples begged for attention.

      He’d spent far too much time patrolling near the fountain just for a chance to see her splashing in the water.

      The boy jaywalked across a street, but Stone didn’t bother to reprimand him, instead following him, apprehension crawling down his spine as he noticed the crowd gathering around the fountain gates.

      From down the road, another boy ran toward them with Rowan Mallor in tow, the witch’s bent hat bobbing with each step.

      They acknowledged each other, but neither said a word. One woman was crying, but the crowd was silent.

      Not good.

      Mothers and children parted for them. When they reached the high fence around the fountain, Stone understood just how dire the situation was.

      Ian Hannigan, a man he’d met last fall, was on his knees performing chest compressions on a small boy. The ball in question lay against the fountain railing. Marina watched Hannigan, concern and fear plastered on her delicate features as the boy’s fate hung undecided.

      Stone headed across the cobblestone, his gaze pinned on Marina.

      He could guess what had happened.

      The sirens took the boy’s ball, and he fell into the fountain in his attempt to get it back. Marina had fished him out. How Hannigan factored in, he wasn’t sure, but having the former firefighter on-site might very well save the boy’s life.

      The soaked state of Hannigan’s clothing told Stone the mortal had risked his own life to dive into the fountain after the boy. The spring breeze that blew through the open area was chilly; no doubt, Hannigan would feel the cold when the adrenaline wore off.

      Sputtering, the boy rolled to his hands and knees, vomiting water.

      Breaking eye contact with Marina, Stone glanced at the boy. Hannigan’s shoulders slumped as he sucked in air.

      Behind them, the crowd cheered, but Stone’s focus was on the sirens. Until now, they’d been silent, watching and waiting, but with the boy saved, they immediately began their antics. Trying to gain the crowd’s attention, some sang, not for his benefit, but to sway the mortal to join them in the fountain.

      Hannigan glanced at them with disdain before lifting the boy in his arms and heading toward the tearful mother.

      Interesting that the siren song didn’t affect him. Either Quinn, the witch he was living with, had drugged him or given him some sort of protective amulet, or he might be in love. The siren’s song didn’t work when a man was truly in love. Very interesting.

      Stone glared at the mountainous structure the sirens sat on. “Stop!”

      His shouted order brought their song to a close. Hannigan stopped moving, but Stone motioned for him to continue.

      Sevan, the sirens’ mother and leader, emerged from the water. “What’s going on out here?”

      No one answered her.

      “Who is responsible for this?” He demanded.

      Yarrow, a troublemaking siren, replied, “It won’t happen again.”

      “You’re damn right it won’t. I want to know who is responsible.”

      No one fessed up. Not surprising.

      Marina shrunk into the water, drawing his attention. A few steps brought him to the railing. “Get over here.”

      Her progress was slow, but she reluctantly neared the balustrade to cross her arms over it. It didn’t go unnoticed how her cheeks had flushed, and her nipples had beaded when he addressed her in such a rough, demanding tone.

      He clenched his jaw. Focus, Stone.

      “Look at me.”

      She didn’t. Her defiance brought something to the surface, the tension between them palpable as he glared down at her.

      “Look. At. Me.”

      Her chest expanded with a deep breath. Finally, she lifted her chin.

      He wanted to take her stubborn little chin in his hands, lean down and kiss her, but he didn’t dare. Touching her would be a costly mistake.

      What about this woman, who was barely more than a girl, drew him in on such a base level? He couldn’t remember ever being this drawn to a woman. Why did it have to be her?

      He shifted, calling on his powers to transform just his eyes. Using his hellhound abilities, he would read her memories and find out what happened to the boy and who needed to be punished.

      He saw Cascada grab the ball, the child demanding to have it back, the sirens playing keep away, Marina siding with the boy and trying to get her sisters to return it.

      Then another memory drew his focus, Marina lying spread eagle on her bed, her fingers pushing in and out of her ripe pussy, the intense feelings of an orgasm building, her screaming his name as she came.

      She must have been thinking about the memory if it had come to the front of her mind.

      Aroused, Stone pushed the intimate moment aside and focused harder on the boy.

      The child had slipped and fallen into the fountain. As he’d predicted, Marina had swum down to save him. Hannigan had dived in after the boy. Stone wasn’t sure, but he helped her get the child out and began CPR.

      Knowing the chain of events, the heat behind his eyes lessened as he let his eyes become mortal once more. He stared at her for a moment, this innocent creature who was destined for sin. She wanted him.

      It made his craving worse.

      Blinking, he turned his attention to the rock face. “Cascada and Yarrow are not to be out tonight. They will be locked in their rooms.”

      Not having access to Johns was the worst form of punishment for their greedy souls.

      “That’s not fair!” Cascada whined. “It was just a bit of fun.”

      “Your behavior almost killed a mortal child. Children of any species are always, always off-limits. It cannot go unpunished. Consider tonight a break from keeping your legs open.”

      They grumbled about it, but Sevan forced them into the depths of their home. She would want the whole story, and Stone knew she wouldn’t get the truth from those two heathens.

      Marina turned to leave, but Stone knew he had to do something. He wasn’t ready for her to leave yet.

      “And you…”

      Pink hair floated in the water around her shoulders. Enormous eyes glanced up at him, inviting.

      He had to kill this crush of hers. He couldn’t take advantage, and he certainly knew better than to get involved with a siren.

      “Next time, do better.”

      Yep, that did it.

      Her eyes widened, anger radiating from her. “Excuse me? I was the only one trying to help.”

      “You didn’t try hard enough.”

      “I’m already lacking their respect. They won’t listen to me.”

      “I expect more from you, girl. Do better.”

      Her mouth hung open in shock, but he turned and strode away.

      They didn’t call him Stone for nothing.
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      “It’s just a blow job. I don’t know why you’re making such a big deal out of it.” Robbie’s annoyance grew as his dick shriveled.

      Marina didn’t even want to look at the damn thing as it hung there, shrinking. She allowed Robbie a certain amount of freedom with his desires and requests because he’d been her first John, but she had never sucked a dick before, and she didn’t plan to just because he was throwing a hissy fit.

      When she’d finally given into her nature and began taking lovers for money and to scratch her need for sex, she’d made a promise to herself. No matter what, she would never do anything she didn’t want to, which included everything unless it was a dick in her pussy. She didn’t even like it when they kissed her.

      She needed them for money and sexual relief. They didn’t deserve extras, especially when an encounter barely scratched the surface of her lustful itch.

      Often, after they left, she was more frustrated than before a session began.

      Robbie proved his uselessness when he continued to whine. “I ate you out for like an hour last week. You should return the favor.”

      Favor? She’d granted him liberties she didn’t allow anyone else. When he’d asked to go down on her, she’d reluctantly agreed. She’d stared at the curtains the whole time, cringing and wishing it was over.

      “Try five minutes, ten at the absolute most. And I only allowed you to do that because you asked, no, begged me to let you. You really think I wanted you slobbering all over me? I didn’t come, so don’t you dare tell me you did it for me.”

      “It’s not my fault you didn’t come.”

      “You lack the required skill to make a woman orgasm that way.”

      His cheeks flushed red. “Maybe one of the other sirens would appreciate me better.”

      Marina laughed. “Yeah, we both know the only reason you’re here with me is because none of the other girls are interested. And frankly, neither am I. You’ve overstayed your welcome. Get out of my room.”

      She motioned to the open expanse of clear blue water behind him. Like all the sirens’ dwellings, her room opened into the fountain. They had swim-up entrances.

      “You’re a whore.” He reached out and painfully grabbed a fist full of her hair, forcing her to her knees. “Suck it, bitch.”

      Hatred burned as she placed a palm over each of his bare hips. The second he thought he’d won, he relaxed his grip. That’s when Marina shoved him.

      He fell backward into the water. His hand was still tangled in her hair. Shock colored his expression, his hold tightening. Marina went willingly, her legs morphing into a pink and golden tail as she fell into the warm water.

      They sank into the fountain. He released her hair in favor of trying to swim to the surface, but Marina grabbed his arm and yanked him downward, pulling him deeper into the depths.

      His eyes widened, and panic seemed to set in when she continued to swim down, yanking him with her. He tried to free himself, but she held fast.

      The water was darker the further they got from the surface and the light of the moon. His fight increased, his panic growing when bubbles spilled from his lips. His eyes were wide with terror.

      Rolling her own eyes, Marina ascended with him in tow.

      When they broke the surface, Robbie paddled over to the edge and clutched the balustrade, gasping for breath. “Crazy bitch! You almost drowned me!”

      She cocked her head to the side. “Crazy bastard. You almost raped me.” With a shrug, she said, “I guess we’re even.”

      Silently, he gawked at her, his horror clearly written on his face.

      From the surface of their home, Yarrow, her golden-tailed sister, called, “What’s going on?”

      Robbie ran a hand over his face, wiping away the water that was dripping from his brow and hair. “I just wanted a blow job. That’s it. She’s crazy!”

      “No means no.” A deep voice drew their attention away from where Yarrow sat. Stone stood next to the railing only a few feet away, glaring down at Robbie.

      Great. Now Stone is here. How long had he been standing there?

      Robbie, visibly upset by the proximity of the hellhound, quivered.

      “Don’t piss yourself in the fountain,” she muttered as quietly as she could.

      Stone must have heard with his animal-like hearing because his lip twitched, almost as though he wanted to smile.

      Just as quickly as it appeared, any sign of amusement vanished.

      She must have imagined it. No way did Stone have a sense of humor.

      “No means no,” he repeated, his hard gaze switching to her. “Even if she is a siren.”

      Stinging, the insult landed. She resisted the urge to flip him off. To hell with men.

      “Come on, baby. I’ll show you how we treat a real man.” Yarrow paddled over. “You don’t need her.”

      Marina rolled her eyes when Robbie went to her sister. She wondered if he might have been sniffling. Real man, yeah, right. Behind Robbie’s back, Yarrow sent her a secretive little smile. He was going to get what he wanted after all, but in the morning, Yarrow would likely crack jokes at his expense.

      Left alone in the still evening with only Stone around, Marina avoided looking at him. His opinion of her race was hurtful, even more so considering how badly she pined for him.

      Even now, after his hurtful comment, she smelled his earthy scent and felt the urge to sing.

      Something about the hellhound called to her.

      She wanted him desperately. Each time she took a man to her bed, it was Stone she pictured. It
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