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      Scream and Steam: MM Monster Romance

      Failing college was bad enough, but moving back home feels like a nightmare for Timothy. A stepmother he barely knows, a curious five-year-old sister, and eerie noises in the night have reignited his childhood fear of monsters under the bed. Then he learns the truth: the monsters are real.

      Farrow, a guardian of the magical bridges hidden beneath children’s beds, has one mission—keep the human and magical worlds apart. But everything changes when he records Timothy in a very private moment. Convinced by a monster friend that selling videos on Scream and Steam will be easy money, Farrow opens an account—and Timothy becomes his unwitting star.

      When Timothy discovers Farrow in his room, they strike an uneasy deal: Timothy will appear in Farrow’s videos if it means no more scares. But as sparks fly on and off camera, Timothy begins to see magic where he never expected it, and Farrow realizes Timothy’s past holds secrets that could shatter both their worlds.

      Can they bridge the gap between fear and love, or will their worlds collide in chaos? Dive into this steamy monster romance where love pushes all boundaries.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Farrow

          

        

      

    

    
      It is always a pain in the tail when the human child I’ve been assigned to watch moves house. I’ve got to figure out the new layout—as well as checking on everyone in the house—and poke around both for security and my own curiosity. So after sliding out from beneath the kid’s bed at the start of my shift, I gathered the shadows to me and did my usual scratching and opened the wardrobe door. She burrowed deeper under the blankets, sound asleep. At five, she was easy to scare. Things got harder as kids got older and braver.

      I had never seen any signs of magic around her, but there was time for that to develop. Swathed in shadows, I slipped from her room to the lounge room. There were packing boxes and toys everywhere. I stepped over her favorite stuffed toy, a fox that always looked cross because of the way its eyebrows were lowered, like it was glaring at me for existing. She’d been given it for her birthday last year. I picked it up and sat it on the table before moving a few other things around to mess with the humans.

      Nothing too much because I wasn’t there to mess with the mother. I work in bridge protection and will be following the kid, and any others in the house, until they aged-out of believing in monsters and magic. There were more people in this house. The girl, her mother, a man who used to visit the mother, and someone else I didn’t know—I would investigate who the other person was before I left. It appeared the mother had moved in with the boyfriend. Good for her. Maybe she’d have another kid, good for me. I liked consistency as I got to know the family. Some humans believed in the supernatural far more than others…

      Despite a couple of windows being left open, it was bloody hot in the house. I closed them but didn’t lock them. A dog barked, and I paused.

      That was new.

      The familiar thunk of a dog flap and the scampering of four feet made me curse and run for the pantry. Dogs and cats both saw monsters, and both would kill me if given the chance.

      The pantry also happened to be the nearest cupboard. From there, I planned to jump to another cupboard or wardrobe elsewhere in the house. However, without having a firm handle on the floor plan, I could end up anywhere. My buddy once ended up in the laundry, where the three cats slept. Needless to say, the cats were not asleep, and when he scrambled back through, there was a cat still attached to him, ripping into him. He’d been off work for a week, hemorrhaging magic. After that incident, he’d been transferred out of Bridges.

      Which left me with a dilemma, as I didn’t want to make the same mistake.

      The barking dog ran into the kitchen, claws scrabbling on the tiles.

      I tugged the pantry door a little further closed and held my breath. Silently cursing the dog and the mother for moving in with her boyfriend. I never heard them mention a dog, only a bunny who liked to play fetch.

      Oh.

      Bunny was growling on the other side of the pantry door.

      I glanced around the cupboard, looking for something to distract the dog with. I doubted the dog would eat marmalade, but it was one of my favorite things in the human world. I picked up the jar and read the label. Cumquat. I had no idea what that was, but according to the picture on the front, it was some kind of fruit. I cracked open the lid and took a lick.

      Delicious.

      Heavy footsteps thumped down the stairs, and a man shouted, “Bunny!”

      Shit.

      I needed to move. The kid, the mother, and the boyfriend slept upstairs, but the boyfriend was about to find me in the pantry.

      I backed up into the corner as a sand-colored paw pushed beneath the door.

      My tail knocked into a bag, and it fell over. Dog kibble…

      The kibble scattered over the floor. I pushed open the door and jumped to the kid’s room to wait out the chaos as Bunny got blamed for the mess.

      As if sensing my return, the kid sat up and screamed. “Mommy!”

      I was not waiting here. Mommy had tried all kinds of tricks to be rid of me. I didn’t blame her, but she didn’t understand the delicate nature of the bridges. Humans in my world had the power to reshape my world—for good and ill. It was why no child was allowed to use the bridges that naturally formed where they dreamed. And what were dreams if not magic?

      Mommy burst into the room, and I jumped into the wardrobe in her room.

      Except it wasn’t a wardrobe. There were no doors. It was one of those fancy walk-in robes. Fuck, I hated this house!

      The boyfriend grumbled at the dog. Another, younger-sounding man was saying it wasn’t his fault. I crouched in the shadows. There was too much going on. I needed to get out of here and check on one of my other charges. But to leave, I needed to jump back into the kid’s room and slide under her bed.

      Not while Mommy was still in there.

      Heavy footsteps came up the stairs as the boyfriend returned to the bedroom.

      I was running out of rooms. I reached for the other cupboards, knowing I needed to chance the other bedroom. That or the broom closet, but no one liked a shelf to the ribs or head. The other person in the house was a young man, though one far too old to create bridges and have a monster under his bed.

      I stepped back, hoping his wardrobe had a damn door.

      It did, but the sliding door was cracked open a couple of finger widths. I remained still, sensing him in the room, and wishing by sparks and stars that he didn’t open the door. I did not want to explain a sighting to my boss. That would downgrade my performance review and wipe out any chance of a bonus. I wanted that damn bonus—money didn’t grow on trees in any realm, and I wanted to get my own place instead of sharing with my brother.

      The man walked past where I lurked and tossed his dressing gown on the floor right in front of me. I was so close I could’ve stuck out my tongue and given him a lick. As it was, my mouth opened at the sight of his naked body.

      Lean and lithe.

      I stared as he gave himself a stroke, and his cock stiffened in his hand. Could he see me? Was he doing that for me?

      Weirder things had happened; my colleagues all had stories.

      He smiled as if liking what he saw…oh. He wasn’t looking at me. The sliding doors must be mirrored, and he was watching himself jerk off.

      I relaxed and opened the jar of marmalade in no rush to go anywhere. With the jar held by my tail, I pulled my phone out. For a couple of breaths, I hesitated.

      He tugged on his now hard cock, rough like he wanted to twist the head off. His teeth raked over his lip. Then he dropped to his knees right in front of me, like he was about to reach into the wardrobe and drag me into the light, which caused an immediate slowdown of my heart and breathing—a fear response. Complete freeze.

      I didn’t even blink.

      Then he turned as if offering his ass…except it was already full, stretched with a plug.

      My heart remembered to beat, and I took another lick of marmalade as I settled in to enjoy the show. The scent of his lust filled my lungs.

      My tail and tongue were busy, but I had a free hand. I grabbed my aching dick and joined in, unable to resist. I was one hundred percent sure none of my friends were going to believe me when I told them about this.

      The young man reached around and tugged on the plug, dragging it out and stretching his rim. Wrapped around his arm was a swirl of blue and gold ink.

      I blinked, my mind processing what I was seeing. A dragon tattoo.

      The kind sorcerers had.

      Sorcerers were the kind of thing all little monsters were warned about. Contrary to human stories, monsters didn’t kidnap or eat children, ew—as if I’d eat a human, I’m vegetarian.

      My gaze dropped to the man, the sorcerer’s leaking cock, okay, I’d totally eat him in that way. Very, very slowly until he begged to be devoured.

      I took a slow lick of the marmalade, letting it go all melty in my mouth.

      The man groaned as he worked the plug in his ass and his hand on his cock. I was tempted to offer him a hand, or tail, except he wore the mark of a sorcerer. Was this some kind of trap?

      But if he was a sorcerer, he’d be aware I was there, and there was no magic in his room. I tapped my phone and ran the app to be sure.

      Zero magic detected.

      I glanced up and, before I doubted myself, hit record, telling myself that it was to ask about the tattoo back home. After all, I’d only heard about sorcerers, and while I knew the blue and gold belonged to the Brotherhood of the Eastern Dragon, I wasn’t sure about anything else. I never thought I’d see a sorcerer in the flesh…or so much sorcerer flesh.

      The fact that the inked arm was attached to the hand working the plug gave me a good reason to focus, for research, on the ink. And it wasn’t as though I could leave.

      Yeah, I should jump back to the kid’s wardrobe and slide back under the bed at the first opportunity. That would be the smart thing to do, but watching him fuck himself was hot. Even if he was a sorcerer who planned on crossing into the monster realm and killing us all.

      If cats and dogs were bad. Sorcerers were worse. They ripped open monsters for the magic and reshaped it into whatever they wanted. No one wanted to be turned into an enchanted object.

      I shuddered, and the wardrobe’s sliding door rattled.
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            Timothy

          

        

      

    

    
      My hand stilled, tight around my dick. I was breathing hard, so it was impossible for me to be silent. I squeezed my cock, but the need to cum tightened my balls. Twice now I’d been interrupted.

      The first time by Bunny’s barking and Dad’s yelling, like it was somehow my fault. As usual, he accused me of shit I hadn’t done. Ever since his girlfriend and her kid had moved in, I wasn’t allowed to have guests sleep over or even come over because it set a bad example. At twenty-two, I never expected to end up living at home again. But Dad refused to pay for college accommodation if I was failing.

      I’d failed one class. One class, and now I was stuck at home.

      Ever since I’d moved back, there’d been weird shit happening.

      I glanced at the wardrobe door, which always hung open a crack, and the old fear that something would slide out during the night returned and made my heart kick over.

      Fuck that. I was not a kid. And I wasn’t going to let Bunny’s barking and some bangs freak me out.

      I gave my dick a couple of strokes and closed my eyes, trying to find the mood. Again.

      So what if something was watching?

      I let the idea form that there was a monster in the wardrobe spying on me jerking off. If I gave it something, a show, I’d be left alone.

      I licked my lower lip, warming up to the idea of having a secret watcher. Of this being the price of safety from the monster. I glanced at myself in the mirror, slicking pre-cum down the shaft and tugging roughly to the tip. I imagined him transfixed, as he gripped his cock and joined in. A groan slid past my lips.

      I turned as if offering my ass and grabbed my briefs from where they lay half hidden beneath my dressing gown. With my ass toward the door, it was far too easy to imagine the monster in my closet hard and ready to fuck me.

      I bit my lip as I came, catching most of it in my briefs.

      For several seconds, I remained there, breathing hard. I glanced over my shoulder, not sure what to expect, but there was nothing there. I shook my head and laughed at the fucked-up fantasy.

      There was no such thing as monsters, and if there was, they had better things to do than watch me rub one out. Did monsters have new stepmoms and stepsisters? Did they get in trouble for failing classes?

      I pulled the plug out, wincing as I’d gotten a bit overconfident with the new, thicker toy. As much as I wanted to go to bed, I needed to clean up. I did not want to leave any evidence, so I kept my toys very well hidden. Dad would pitch a fit and ban them if he found them.

      I sighed and stood, making my way to the bathroom. At least I didn’t have to share. And while I appreciated the privacy of having my own space, it also made me feel as though I was no longer part of the family. Dad had a new one, and I was an unwanted reminder of the past.

      I took a quick shower, dried off, and padded back out to grab the dirty laundry and toss it in my hamper. My dressing gown was on the floor, but my briefs were gone. I turned around and walked back to the bathroom, thinking maybe I’d taken them with me. No briefs.

      My bedroom door was shut, so unless Bunny had learned how to open and close doors, she hadn’t taken them. I checked that the privacy lock was still turned. Which it was.

      Which meant my new stepsister hadn’t gotten in either, and I doubted she’d take my underwear. She was far more interested in my models, each one made of metal, bent and curved into shape, and slotted together. I’d made buildings, insects, and even a dragon. I glanced at the ink on my arm.

      Mom had liked dragons.

      Dad had yelled at me when I’d gotten the tattoo done. It was as close to hers as I’d been able to get, pieced together from a couple of photos. Dad acted as though he wanted to erase her existence. Which meant I was more determined to keep reminders around, especially since my new stepmom had moved in.

      I doubted my model dragon had eaten my briefs.

      I slid open the wardrobe door. There were no clothes on the floor, though some of my shoes were messed up, but Bunny was always sticking her nose into cupboards and under beds.

      For several seconds, I stood there, doubting my memory. I’d started, been interrupted—I swear Dad possessed a sixth sense for when I was having any kind of fun—and I’d pulled on briefs and the dressing gown. I’d learned the hard way not to face his wrath underdressed. When I’d returned, I’d stripped off and made the most of the mirrored door. I had definitely used my briefs to catch my cum.

      This made no sense.

      About as much sense as feeling as though I was being watched. That I remembered. I shut the wardrobe door and frowned as it rolled open, leaving an inch-wide crack. It had been like that since I moved in and never bothered me. I rolled it closed again and watched again as it slid open.

      I grimaced and then stepped into the wardrobe and peered out. Technically, someone could’ve watched. I shook my head. This was fucking weird. No one had been in my wardrobe, and no one had stolen my underwear.

      In a last-ditch attempt to prove I wasn’t losing my mind, I stepped out of the wardrobe and crouched to check under the bed.

      I blinked, not sure what it was, only that it wasn’t my underwear. A glimmer or a gleam? A shift in the light. Then nothing.

      A shudder rippled over my skin and coiled in the pit of my belly, awakening some primal memory that I couldn’t place and didn’t want to remember.
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      I don’t usually take human stuff, not even to fuck with them. I have friends who like to souvenir, especially when the kid grows out of needing a bridge guardian. Some like to move things around or leave messages on bathroom mirrors. I didn’t intend on picking up the underwear, but when he left the room, my tail snagged them, and then I’d bounced to the closet in the kid’s room and slipped under her bed, cum-damp underwear stuffed in my pocket. My mind was re-living every moment as I checked the last of my bridges.

      When I returned to the port, I still needed to write my report for my boss before clocking off. I stared at the screen, not sure what to write about that house, beyond the fact that the kid had moved and there was a dog called Bunny. If I was sick or on leave, the monster covering me needed that info.

      “Want to grab a drink after?” Crispin leaned his hip against my desk, a tablet in one hand.

      “Sure.” I needed to tell someone about my night, and I wasn’t ready to make a call about the blue and gold dragon. But I had mentioned that a young man also lived there. If he hadn’t been naked, I wouldn’t have seen the ink. I needed to research sorcerers, as most of what I knew was little more than tales designed to scare young monsters from crossing into the human world for a bit of fun. It would be impossible to watch all the bridges I was assigned to all the time. Truthfully, we were looking for early warning signs that a child might be getting curious about crossing into our world, or that a sorcerer was using them to access magic.

      I shuddered.

      Crispin’s long ears swiveled. “Are you all right?”

      “Yeah, I had a run-in with a dog.” Note to self for future bridges: do not assume an animal based on its name.

      Crispin’s eyes widened. “Santa, did it bite you?”

      “Do I look like I’m leaking magic? I was too quick.” And had ended up getting a private show. Humans were a bit weird looking, no tail, no horns or claws, but watching someone be all caught up in desire…that was hot, regardless. “I’ll tell you the rest later. Give me a handful, and I’ll be done.”

      I detailed the rest of the night’s activity, or lack thereof, and the reduced strength of one of the bridges due to the kid getting older. However, given that the mother was pregnant and there were two younger siblings, I’d be checking that house for a while.

      I submitted my report, changed out of my uniform and shoved it in my bag, then scanned out of the port and met up with Crispin outside. I drew in a breath and lifted my gaze to the lilac sky. The stars weren’t out yet, though the sun had dipped behind the trees. “What a day…” I shook my head. “How was yours?”

      “Routine. So dull, I had nothing to report. One of the kids has a sleepover in a couple of days, so that will be a nightmare for them.” He laughed.

      I joined in. Sleepovers were dangerous. That many kids in one room…hyping each other up…shit could go sideways in a blink. Then there’d be human children in our world using magic and killing us with only a thought.

      Working in Bridges, we joked about all the shit that might go wrong. It was the only way to get through it. Bunny could’ve killed me.

      The man with the dragon ink could have killed me, or worse.

      It was a dangerous job, but I liked the rush.

      “So what didn’t you put in your report?” Crispin gave me a look as we walked toward our favorite bar. It’s one branch up and overlooks the sports field. If we’re lucky, there’ll be a game on. If not, there’ll be a game on the screen.

      “Kid’s mother moved in with her boyfriend, who has an adult son. The adult son was very occupied.”

      “How occupied?”

      “Didn’t realize I was in his closet, watching every stroke.” My tail whipped around, and I gave the end a stroke to make it clear. I’d show him the video, but the dragon will be rather too noticeable, and not reporting that shit will drop me in the shit, something I’d rather not do.

      Crispin nods. “Nice. Will you pop in to check on him again?”

      “Definitely. It’s a small perk⁠—”

      “Was it a small perk?”

      I roll my eyes. “I don’t know. Unlike you, I don’t spend my downtime watching clips on Scream and Steam.”

      “You should record him next time, become a creator. Content like that can rake it in.”

      “Speaking from experience?” My tail flicks his arm.

      “Ha! I only post scream content. I got a good clip of a pet cat two nights ago. It was hissing and making all kinds of noises as it stalked along the kitchen bench.”

      I stared at him. And I thought I liked the rush… “And where were you?”

      “Overhead kitchen cupboard. Father came to see what the fuss was about and carried on. Then I knocked his liquor bottle out of the cupboard. He almost fainted. I popped out before he gathered up the courage to investigate.”

      “And people pay for that?”

      “Yeah…I post the first bit as a teaser, then they pay to find out what happened. Easy money.”

      Easy money.

      Bridges didn’t care if we posted content, though there were guidelines. The Scream stuff served as a warning about the dangers of the human world, and the Steam stuff enabled other monsters to feel as though they were the ones crossing into the human world and sneaking through houses. From what I’d read, anyway. And while I’d seen a few clips on social media, I wasn’t a member as a creator or subscriber.

      For one, I didn’t want to put myself in the path of a pet that might tear me apart, nor could I come up with cool scare-pranks. Until today, I’d never considered the other side of the site. I’d seen humans fucking before. It wasn’t anything special.

      We had directives on what to do if an adult was harming a child. We didn’t harm kids; we just didn’t want them in our world. They were too dangerous. Those reports sucked, and a special team then dealt with them. The Bridge Guard was moved on, as we couldn’t start caring about the kids. That rule had come about because a tender-hearted monster had let the kid escape into our world… It had not ended well.

      “You should check out the site, get a feel for the content.” Crispin motioned for me to go up to the bar first.

      I followed the spiral staircase up around the tree and entered the bar that stretched across several trunks. Stone and glass mixed with living wood, unlike the human houses, which are all static and dead.

      “I’m not going to start posting.” I shook my head. “It was a one-off.”

      Crispin laughed. “If you catch him again, record it, and I’ll show you how to post.”

      “I can figure out how to post,” I snapped.

      “You’ll be able to afford your house sooner. Or do you want to keep living with your brother?”

      As a brother, he was fine. We got on great. As a roommate, he was a fucking nightmare. Worse than a human toddler. Santa, I might prefer to share an apartment with a human toddler. They were less messy and less inquisitive. He did not understand personal space or boundaries, and I swear if he took my clothes one more time because he needed something to wear, I was going to throw him through a portal that led to the woman who bred cats—she needed checked on because she still saw portals. There was a special team for those people who never grow out of believing in magic, but we’d all heard about her and others like her

      I sighed. “I’ll consider it. And since you’re getting the easy money, you can buy the first drink.”
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