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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. The characters, incidents and dialogs in this book are of the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is completely coincidental. 

All characters engaging in sexual activities are age 18 or older.

This book is written by a human.​
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Brief Summary
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The Monster Under my Bed

Jamie left for college, hoping to escape her small town and the Monster that lived under her bed. But not a day has passed that she hasn’t thought about the deal they made the night she left. Now she’s back, older, and longing for something she’s never been able to find in the arms of others. When the familiar voice calls her from the darkness, she knows the time has come to keep her promise.

The Monster has waited patiently, remembering every word of the agreement. For one night, it will have what it was promised, and it plans to take everything it’s been denied. What begins as a long-delayed reunion turns into something deeper, darker, and far more intimate than either of them expected.

The Vampire in my Bookshop

Amelia, the cute owner of a cozy little bookshop, finds a desperate vampire at her door. After a brutal cliffhanger, he craves the next book in the series, and she will lend him her own copy. She even lets him read it in her living room, but when he reaches a particularly steamy chapter, he makes her a bold proposition: to reenact the scene with her.

Desmond, a centuries-old vampire with a passion for books, has long harbored a quiet obsession with Amelia. When he finishes the first book in a series and realizes he needs the second, he finally has the perfect reason to visit her again, this time, after hours. After reading the spicy chapter where the enemies finally become lovers, he makes her an offer too wicked to resist, and to his eternal joy, she doesn't. 

Kissing my Naga Best Friend

While filming a playful video Everleigh kisses her Naga best friend, secretly hoping it might be the spark to shift them out of the friend zone. She's hoping for a cute moment, or perhaps some playful teasing. She doesn't expect Asa to take that kiss and deepen it. Moments later, they're tangled on the couch, discovering what it really means to go from friends to lovers.

Asa has always kept his feelings for Everleigh buried deep. But when she finally makes a move, the predator in him stirs. One taste is all it takes; now he's ready to claim what he's wanted all along.

Dirty Talking with the Ghost

Amber has lived with a seductive Ghost in her bedroom for almost a year. His voice promises all kinds of sensual things, teasing her with fantasies that can never happen. He’s been the one constant in her life, guiding her through her long, lonely nights. On All Hallows’ Eve during the Witching Hour, the veil between the living and the dead thins, and he can cross over to make all of those whispered desires come to life.

Liam has only 45 minutes before the Witching Hour passes and is determined to make every second in the land of the living count. He has waited an entire year for this night, and he wants to act out all her fantasies.

Caught by the Yeti

Eden falls from a cliff, expecting it to be the end, not to be caught by a massive Yeti. She comes out of a terrible marriage, never imagining that she would find safety in the arms of someone else. As she recovers from her physical wounds and emotional scars, she is hopeful that the Yeti village can become her true home. The only question is, does Jude want her to stay? 

Jude the Yeti has given up hope of finding a human mate until Eden falls straight into his arms. He never expected to be drawn to someone so vulnerable, yet strong. Now that he has her, he’ll do everything in his power to make sure she never feels unsafe again. 

Marrying the Naga

Avery and Ezra’s first wedding doesn’t go according to plan, but they make the most of their bubble bath in the honeymoon suite.

———-—
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READER ADVISORY: THIS story contains explicit sex scenes.

Creature Loving Volume 9 is a collection of five previously published standalone short erotic stories and one exciting new bonus story. 

It is filled with human FMC’s loving Monsters, Beasts and Creatures. Explicit sex scenes, standalone, no cheating or cliffhangers. 
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The Monster under my bed
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I entered my childhood bedroom for the first time in over a decade. It felt like a moment frozen in time, as everything lay precisely how I had left it when I went to college. It even smelled the same, citrus-fresh like my mom's favorite cleaning product. I never imagined coming back here, but now the house was mine. 

The funeral had passed in a blur, and all the condolences felt like a weight being lifted off my shoulders. My mother was really gone, and I was all alone.

I let myself fall on my bed, as it felt wrong to sleep in the master bedroom. I’ll probably sell the house and return to my apartment in the city, but tonight, it was easier to sleep here.

“You’re back,” a dark and deep voice hissed from underneath my bed.

I froze as memories flooded back. I hadn’t heard the voice from the Monster under my bed in ages, but now I was back in its domain. 

“I am,” I said with a wobble in my voice.

“Do you remember our agreement, Jamie?” it asked, the voice going up a notch out of excitement.

There hadn’t gone a day by where I hadn’t thought of the Monster under my bed and the deal I made when I left for college. I was young, foolish, and a tad too eager to go out into the world and leave everything I knew behind. The reality was far harsher, and I missed the comfort of my room and the familiar voice.

“I do,” I said, remembering how I had shaken the appendage from under my bed.

When I returned, I would be theirs for a night, theirs to do with as they please. I had been too young when I left for college and was not ready for any kind of commitment, but I did commit to this. I made a promise, and I would keep it. 

“Turn off the lights,” it rasped.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

I’ve had some experience with men and even a few brief encounters with women, but nothing has ever satisfied me. I wondered if this Monster could finally give me what I had been craving for so long.

“Anything I want, Jamie,” it said in a deep and raspy voice. “That is the deal we made.”

It was, and I would honor our deal, even though trepidation and arousal coursed through me. I moved up the bed to switch off the light, casting the room in darkness. The only light was the moon shining through my curtains. 

It rumbled, pleased, as it emerged from underneath my bed. I couldn’t make out its form, as it was all shrouded in darkness. Tentacles, tails, and claws surrounded the form, which seemed to morph as I looked at it. It was hard to describe, as every time I thought I recognized something, it changed into something else.

It came closer, floating, slithering, or maybe something between the two. The wooden floorboard in front of my bed creaked as it leaned towards me. Its scent surrounded me, musky and smoky like a died-out campfire in the middle of the woods.

“Mine,” it growled as one tendril caressed my lips.

It was a surprisingly gentle touch, as if it didn’t want to scare me. A shiver of anticipation washed over me as it blocked out all the light from the window. I didn’t know what it would do to me, but I was prepared for anything. 

It moved closer until darkness shrouded me. I blinked as I tried to see anything, but all I could see was black smoke surrounding me.

“Kiss,” it hissed before I felt something firm on my lips.

I gasped, not expecting a kiss from the Monster, opening up my lips and granting it even more access. Its taste differed from what I expected: sweeter and darker, almost like the darkest chocolate in the world. Even though the treat was bitter and dry, it still had a hint of sweetness to it that made eating that chocolate worth it.

Something like a tongue, yet thicker and longer, entered my mouth, discovering the depths hidden behind my lips. I moaned as more of its taste filled my senses. It didn’t appear to have lips, as I felt only its tongue in my mouth. 

A touch on my leg made me jump up. It hushed me as its tongue remained in my mouth. The appendage touched my naked leg, curling around my ankle to pull my legs open. I was only wearing an old T-shirt and some panties, giving it unrestricted access up my calves and thighs. 

Its touch was scorching hot yet gentle. Slowly, it made its way over my legs until it met the fabric of my panties. Hot, wet heat scorched my pussy through the fabric. Arousal coursed through me as I waited for it to go further. I craved more of its touch, wondering if it would remain gentle or become more monstrous. 

The tongue left my mouth, giving me a moment to breathe as it made its way down my chin towards my neck. My T-shirt was a few sizes too big, making it a comfortable sleeping garment but also giving the Monster easy access to my breasts. The appendage dove lower under the fabric, circling my nipple and making a moan slip from my lips. 

The Monster paused for a moment as if not believing the sound I made. I bit my lip to keep another moan inside. The tongue moved to my other nipple, repeating the movement, but I made no sound. It growled as it tightened its grip around my nipple, squeezing it until I gasped. I loved a bit of pain with my pleasure, and it was applying just the right amount of pressure to give me that sweet spot that made my pussy tingle.

“More,” it growled as the long tongue slithered further into my shirt, circling both my nipples at the same time, sparking pleasure.

“More what?” I asked, my breath heavy and my heart beating a thousand miles a minute.

“More sounds of pleasure. More moans. All for me,” the Monster hissed.

I’ve masturbated in this bed many times before, but I’ve always kept my moans to myself, biting my pillow or putting a hand over my mouth. This was the first time I let myself make sounds free, and it seemed the Monster enjoyed it. 

“All for you,” I said, another moan slipping from my lips as it moved its tentacle or tendril under the fabric of my panties.

A growl sounded as it discovered my wetness. I felt aroused, wet, and ready for it to do whatever it wanted to me.

“Mine,” the Monster growled, pushing the appendage inside me.

Another moan fell from my lips as it filled me like no one ever had. It felt thick and hard but pliable at the same time. It slipped in further and further as if it had a never-ending length to give me. Pleasure rose as it stretched my pussy just up until that point between pleasure and pain. When I felt like I would burst if it filled me more, it stopped. 

The Monster gave me a moment to get used to the invading thickness before it started to move. With a hiss, it pulled out and pushed back inside of me, sparking pleasure as it touched my inner pussy walls. While it fucked me with its tentacle, the tongue was still around my nipples, applying a steady amount of pressure. 

Pleasure rose inside of me as it fucked me while stimulating my nipples, but there was something missing. I’ve always had a hard time coming from just penetration, but I didn’t want to tell it that, fearful it might take it as an insult. It fucked me harder and faster as it pinched my nipples, making moans tumble from my lips, and my climax rise higher without cresting.

It growled, halting all movements. “What makes you come?” the Monster hissed.

“What?” I gasped, my body coming down from the pleasure it was giving me.

“What makes you come?” it repeated the question, slower, louder.

“Oh. This is fine. I-“

“No. You need more. Tell me what you need, Jamie,” the Monster growled.

It was as if it already knew my body better than all of my previous lovers. It focused on my pleasure and my climax and not just getting to that high itself. 

“My clit,” I whispered, suddenly very self-conscious about what we were doing. 

I was okay with giving my body for its pleasure, but knowing it wanted to get me off was something different. The Monster grabbed the sides of my panties with more tentacles, ready to tear them off.
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