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Dedication

If you’re reading this page then this book
was written for you – hopefully funny, silly in places, with a bit
of grit and a ton of love. I wanted to make you smile and I hope I
succeeded.

To Holly and Jon, I love how you smooth off
the rough edges in my words.

To Phil and Barry for being the friends I
needed when I needed them.

And for my darling readers – your wonderful
messages feed my muse – thank you so much my wonderful friends.












Author’s Note






Last year (2021) I was proud to be invited to
share a story with Prolific Works year-long promotion of MM stories
throughout 2022 – Your Book Boyfriends Boyfriend (YBBB). Over a
hundred-and-twenty MM authors are participating, with stories going
live in January 2022 and remaining free to download for the entire
year.

There were a few rules – stories had to be
signed off by other authors, they had to be between certain high
and low word counts and they had to be complete stories. I’d had an
idea for a story about a hellhound and a singer, based on an
audition I’d watched some years ago on The Voice. The story I came
up with was only 22,000 words, but as I was writing it, a few of
the back story elements in that story made me realize I had the
basis for an interesting series.

So here we are. It’s not necessary to read
the prequel in YBBB before reading this (although it is live, and
it is free, so please, go and find it here - https://claims.prolificworks.com/gg/OGTJ33mtW2SOCfgPvv2E).

Each of the books in this series will be
standalone with walk ins from other hellhound pack members. I’m
also not sure how many books I’ll actually write in this series,
but let’s find out together.

I hope you enjoy it, and please, take the
opportunity to check out YBBB – you might find some new to you
authors to enjoy and new stories from the authors you already
love.

Hug the ones you love,

Lisa xxx







Prologue






Many, many moons ago, when the Greek God
Hades lost the coin toss and was sent to rule the Underworld, he
brought about a number of changes in the realm, many of which are
still seen today. One of the most famous of his changes was the
existence of hellhounds.

Known throughout history as huge black beasts
with bright red eyes, and drooling fangs, the hounds were the stuff
of nightmares and horror stories. It was assumed that the animals
who patrolled the boundaries of the Underworld now were the same as
when Lord Hades took charge. But Juno, the current hellhound alpha
of the pack is the third alpha, running the third pack of
hellhounds that keep the spirits in line.

You see, despite being punished, spirits
talked. So did demons, who were known for visiting earth all
through the ages. Hellhounds have amazing hearing, and over time,
they started to realize they were missing out. Hades travelled all
over the world. Demons popped in and out depending on the times and
how often they were summoned. The only instances hellhounds were
ever allowed on earth was if Thanatos, Lord Hades, or some other
high-ranking demon took them along as extra brute force. They were
always in fur form, which wasn’t conducive to having any fun or
living like the other beings did.

Despite his bad press, Lord Hades was a
caring god, and once he learned of the hellhounds’ disappointments
at missing out on life, he decided to reward his loyal pack. He
took the first hellhound pack, made them all shifters, so the
animals could walk on two legs and interact with humans, and sent
them to earth. His justification was that it was always handy to
have Underworld support on earth for his demons if required. That
was the official story anyway.

It took years, but the first hellhound pack
adapted to living as humans, building up fortunes and carving out
their own individual territories in areas all over the globe. They
still retained their pack bonds and would still visit the
Underworld if they wanted, but most of the hounds – now men –
forged lives and enjoyed themselves as lone wolf types.

That was, until Raoul, one of the hellhounds
from the first pack, found his fated mate. And the legend of the
collars – gifts from Lord Hades – finally came true. Now the race
was on for Raoul’s pack to find mates of their own.







Chapter One






Here you go again, Cyril Pierce hummed
quietly to himself, looking better than a body has a right to…
And oh, wow, what a body. Cyril fanned himself, watching out
the window of his confectionary shop. The enigmatic hero of his
dreams usually strode past his shop alone, but today, the handsome
hunk had company.

Cyril eyed the two men with his hero – one
could’ve been a relative because he was almost as tall as Cyril’s
unrequited crush and had the same dark hair, although shorter, the
same swarthy tan, and huge muscle mass. The other man wasn’t
anywhere near as tall and slimmer by far than his bookend
companions. He had a ridiculously cheeky smile – something he was
happy to share as he peered through the window and waved at
Cyril.

“Oh, my gods, is your hero hunk actually
coming into the store?” Stefan bustled in from the kitchen carrying
a tray of beautifully symmetrical chocolate spheres drizzled with
bright pink icing, interrupting Cyril’s shy wave back. “He’s never
come into the store before. And, wow, your hero has friends. Who
knew.”

“I prefer to think of him as the lone wolf
type myself.” Cyril sighed as the men finally moved on, the cheeky
one waving again as he left. He pushed himself up from where he was
leaning on the counter. “I think the cheeky one with them was
attracted to our fabulous window display, but the other two clearly
don’t appreciate the artistry that goes into our craft.”

“Meh.” Setting down his tray in one of the
glass-covered cabinets, Stefan dusted off his hands and carefully
closed the door. “I’ve told you before, and I’ll say it again…”

“If he ain’t got a sweet tooth, he ain’t
worth it.” Cyril chimed in with his best friend. “I know, I know,”
he added, when Stefan had finished, “but you’re already mated, and
so cozily in love it’s more sugar-filled than these sweets. I have
to have someone to dream about in my bed all alone at night.”

“You’re selling yourself short again,” Stefan
huffed, waving an expansive arm around to take in the store. “You
arrived in Plaka just nine months ago, armed with a business plan
and a dream. Within a month, you’d talked the Andinos into selling
you their business, and you turn an admittedly cute café into a
confectionary shop that showcases American and European sweets that
the tourists adore. You’ve been running at a profit since month
three…”

“Only because you speak the language and damn
near ordered me to hire you,” Cyril laughed. “I was so naïve,
thinking all I needed for success was high-quality ingredients and
a stunning display of sweet stuff. I’d never stopped to consider
that some of my customers wouldn’t speak English. And then your
grandmother shared her recipe for halva… now over half of
our customers are locals looking for desserts. This shop is exactly
how I imagined it though.”

He looked around, taking in the glass
cabinets that were new and the old rustic wooden shelves secured to
the solid rock walls that had been where Mrs. Andino had displayed
her heritage pottery and photographs – they were what attracted
Cyril to the original café. It was small and quaint, just like so
many other shops that populated Plaka. Although part of Athens,
Plaka had a village vibe that stemmed from its historical roots.
Cyril had visited the town with a classmate while he was in college
and fell in love with the brightly colored painted stone buildings,
the steep narrow paths, and the fact that Plaka was within walking
distance of some amazing archaeological sites. The hills also
offered some stunning views. As soon as Cyril had finished his
degree and got some money together, he was back, alone this time,
and within a month, as Stefan had said, his shop was a reality.

“Well, come on.” Stefan’s slap to his arm
pulled Cyril from his daydreams. “We have orders to fill, sweets to
make, and I want to get our packages out before dark, thank you
very much. I have a date with my mate tonight.”

“Every night is date night when you’re with
your mate,” Cyril sighed dreamily as he followed Stefan into their
preparation and kitchen area.

That was the only part of Cyril’s plan that
hadn’t worked so far – finding his mate. Cyril believed he’d been
drawn to the area because his magic was searching for his mate.
Night after night he’d dream about how someone tall, dark, and
handsome would sweep into his store. The man would see him standing
behind his counter, and the sweets would be forgotten. It would
just take one look, and they’d both know. Pushing past his packaged
sweet baskets, the man would haul him over the counter and into his
arms and… and… so far, the man hadn’t turned up, so anything
further was simply a figment of his overactive imagination.

Shaking away the cobweb of his daydreams,
Cyril pulled on an apron and looked around. “Okay, what needs to be
finished off first? Let’s make some magic.”

/~/~/~/~/

As a hellhound, Java was typically a
no-nonsense guy. He’d been one of the most aggressive hounds in his
original pack and being allowed to shift and live on earth in human
form took a lot of adjustment. The Underworld might have appeared
like a complex and intimidating place for spirits who never wanted
to be there in the first place, but Java had been conceived there.
He’d worked and played with his pack and was a part of the pack
mentality for more time than most people could comprehend. Java
understood his place in the Underworld – he had to make a
place for himself on earth.

It was still a work in progress. Java found
the complexity of the human condition difficult. People tended to
be emotional and took offense with some of Java’s blunt assessments
– learning to be diplomatic wasn’t easy. On the paranormal side of
things, most shifters either avoided him or wanted to mate with him
– both reactions Java found confusing because that wasn’t something
that happened in the Underworld. Instead, he focused on the things
that were important to him.

He had a love for tall buildings – they
reminded him of Lord Hades’ mansion - and although there weren’t
many skyscrapers in Athens, he had fallen in love with the area.
So, Java bought all the buildings he could and staked out his
territory that way.

To staff his buildings, Java managed hundreds
of employees in an effort to appease his hound’s alpha status.
Employee retention was important to him, and Java took it as a
personal rejection if he had to fire anyone. Some of his employees
had been with him for decades – paranormal and human alike.

The only thing Java couldn’t control – his
relationship status – he ignored, refusing to even consider being
intimate with anyone. When Lord Hades gave his first hellhound pack
the power to shift into human form, and the rights to live on
earth, he’d given each of the twelve men a black velvet box.
According to Lord Hades, the box could only be opened by the
hound’s fated mate, and when the collar included in the box was
clipped around the hound in their furry form, it would grant the
wearer and his mate a mind link, and they’d be effectively bound
together for eternity.

Java wasn’t sure of the exact ins and outs,
but he’d kept the box hidden, safe in the knowledge the Fates would
put someone in his path eventually. In the meantime, five-minute
hookups that required no work were enough. For Java, the act of sex
was like cleaning his teeth, and if truth be told, it was about as
satisfying.

And that was Java’s life, or that used to be
his life until Raoul, one of his packmates living in the US, found
his mate, Jason. He was the first of the hellhounds to do so. Java
had found out about it when Raoul tugged on their pack bonds,
causing him to materialize at the site of a demolished house.
Apparently, Jason was underneath the rubble because a pair of
weasels blew up the house while he was in it. Java hadn’t stuck
around long after they’d saved Jason, but he’d made sure to secure
a promise from Raoul that he would bring Jason to visit. He’d even
taken the whole day off when they arrived. His new mission was to
find out how his pack mate had secured that special someone they’d
all been waiting eons for.

“There must be something you did to make the
Fates notice you,” Java rumbled urgently at Raoul in a moment when
the smaller man wasn’t taking up Raoul’s full attention. Jason
appeared to be pressing his nose against a store window; a sweet
store if Java wasn’t mistaken – one he passed almost every day. “I
mean, you know I think of you like a brother, but we were all
formed equally. Why you?”

“Why not?” Hands deep in his pocket, Raoul
was being watchful, alternating between smiling indulgently at his
mate, and keeping an eye on the people around them. “I’m not being
flippant, but what do you expect from the Fates? Did you think
they’d just go through us all alphabetically? Think about how they
handled the gods. There was no rhyme or reason there at all.”

Raoul was right about the gods, Java knew
that, but the comparison wasn’t helpful. “We’re not gods – we’re
ranked as a rare breed of shifter now. You must’ve done something…”
I just need the tiniest clue.

“Look, my friend, I don’t know what to tell
you.” Raoul slipped an arm around his mate’s waist, pulling him
away from the sweet store. “Jason came into my club, didn’t you,
babe?”

“Yep,” Jason said easily. The man always
seemed to be smiling. “But that’s not really where we met, was it?
You didn’t do anything but eye fuck me, and I left if you
recall.”

“He let you go?” Java couldn’t believe it. No
hound ever lost the scent once a prey was detected, and he could
only assume that applied to mates too.

“Apparently, ducks have better chat up skills
than I do,” Raoul said drily as they headed towards Java’s hotel.
“So, I sent Mortimer to sign Jason up for a job, singing for me at
my club.”

“Mortimer?” Java vaguely remembered a vampire
with a stick stuck up his ass. “How’s he doing?”

“He’s assisting our Lord Hades in other
matters, permanently.” Raoul flashed a quick look at Jason and
showed his teeth to Java.

Mortimer must’ve fucked up big time.
“But that still doesn’t explain…” Java led the way into his hotel
lobby. There weren’t many people around, but out of habit he
checked his collar box, displayed in pride of place on a gorgeous
marble plinth in the middle of the space.

“I can’t believe you’ve got this displayed
out here,” Jason walked around the podium, his hand hovering but
not touching. “Aren’t you worried about someone stealing it? Face
it, man, I might be one of the few people who has an inkling what’s
in that box, but it looks pretty damn tempting as it is.”

Snorting, Java shook his head. “I’d suggest
you try touching it, but Raoul would knock my head off if you got
hurt.” He pointed to two men standing at attention about ten feet
away. “The box is under permanent guard.” Turning, he indicated the
reception desk, manned by three people standing and one sitting,
looking in their direction. “One of my receptionists is Fae, well
versed in seeing magical threads and auras. They and their two
siblings take shifts, one of them watching the box at all
times.”

“You expect the box to react if your mate is
near?” Raoul nodded. “Beats actually looking for someone who makes
your heart sing, I suppose.”

“I’m a busy man who’s learned the art of
delegation.” Tugging at the bottom of his well-cut jacket, Java
said, “I’ve arranged a late lunch for us in the restaurant.
Then…”

“And then we’ll get out of your hair,” Jason
said, hanging off Raoul’s arm.

“I thought you wanted to see all the
historical sites?” Java mentally rearranged his afternoon
itinerary.

“I think my mate will need a nap first,”
Raoul said with a smug grin. “We’ll spend the afternoon in the
rooms you thoughtfully provided for us. The sites will still be
there tomorrow and no,” he held up his hand, “I know you took a day
off to spend with us, and it’s appreciated, but we don’t need
hand-holding if you’ve got other things to do.”

“No worries at all.” Java could pump his
friend about his mating over lunch and then see if he could come up
with any actionable solutions while the two of them took a
nap. “Leave a message at reception if you want to meet up
for dinner later. But first… let’s go in to lunch. I still haven’t
had the full story about how you two met.”

I want details, damn it. Details. It
wasn’t that Java was competitive or anything – well, not much
anyway – but Raoul was now enjoying the next phase of hellhound
life on earth, and Java was strongly conscious of wanting something
similar for himself.







Chapter Two


Cyril was half dead on his feet. Stefan had
gone home hours before, but Cyril had been waiting on a delivery to
arrive all afternoon. When he finally got the call saying he needed
to go down to the docks to pick his package up, it was already
dark. “My boy’s seriously not well,” his friend Franco had
complained. “He would’ve run it up to the shop, but…”

“No, no, it’s fine.” Actually, it wasn’t
fine. It was a straight drive from his shop, down to the sea, but
the area around the sea food markets where Franco was berthed
wasn’t one of the safest places at night, and Cyril wasn’t known
for his imposing physique. “Just keep an eye out for me if you
can.”

“Nai, Nai,” Franco agreed. “I’ll be
waiting. Usual spot.”

Athens was a hugely popular tourist town,
hosting visitors from all over the world, so it wasn’t surprising
to see people out and about, enjoying the various restaurants and
clubs the area had to offer. Cyril always got such a positive vibe,
seeing people love the place as much as he did. Sure, he wasn’t a
native-born local, but it was easy to forget that when he chatted
with other store owners in the half Greek, half English they’d
gotten used to from him. He was quite familiar with the wider area
of Athens too and followed the highway down to the sea and then
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