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My phone buzzes loudly in my purse. Rolling my eyes, I dig the white gadget out and look at the text.
 
   Are you going to Jack's party?
 
   Of course I'm going. You'd think these bitches would know better than to ask me such stupid questions. I don't reply with that, though. I have to keep up appearances.
 
   Of course babe ;)
 
   Jack is a bit of an interesting topic of discussion, since he's pretty much everyone's dream boy. Tall, deep tan, wonderful hair, and a manly face that still seems to be expressive and thoughtful. I think about him now and then while I touch myself. And what's more: his parents are out of town. I smile to myself. Tonight is his graduation party, and that's where I'll make my move. He'll resist, maybe, but I'll win out in the end. I always do.
 
   The alarm on my phone goes off. I don't know what I would do without it; it seems to hold my life together. Hopping into my Mustang, I drive to the school and enjoy just being in the moment. She's really pretty, deep blue like Jack's eyes and you can hear her purr like a spoiled kitten when you start her up. 'I do something similar,' I think. 'I should remember that one.' Giggling at my own wit, I turn onto the street next to my school. I'm always thinking of funny stuff to say like that. I'd say it's one of my best traits.
 
   The seats are almost full when I get there. The last few people are finding theirs, but I know exactly where I belong. I'm near the front—not because I'm some kind of honors dweeb, but I do have good grades. It's just that with a last name like Aaron you get to go first for most things.
 
   The valedictorian bitch gets up and makes her speech. It's about loving your friends and never forgetting what we learned here. Please. I'm 18 years old and I desperately need to get away from these people. One last conquest, one last high school boy, and I am gone. The Principal, then some other old man and an old woman each make a speech. Each one is longer than the last and way longer than they need to be.
 
   I simply peck at the screen of my phone until they start calling the names. I slip the phone into my gown's pocket, happy to have been able to bring it. Why would the gowns have pockets if they aren't meant to be used, right?
 
   I get called. I walk across the stage and get my diploma. It feels good, even though my parents are off in some European country getting drunk rather than congratulating me on my success. Having all the strangers in the audience watching me as I walk across the stage. I don't know if there is anyone there without any friends, who nobody knows—I was nobody's friend, but at least everyone knows me. They're afraid of me, jealous of my looks or fearful of my anger. I smile down at them and think about how Jack will feel inside me.
 
   Then I'm down the stairs and sitting down and back to texting Kathy.
 
   The ceremony takes a thousand years and by the end of it my ass is hurting. You'd think an expensive private school would be able to afford something better than dollar store lawn chairs, but it's run by a bunch of old cheap men. Everyone throws their hats even though they told us not to. 80S movie cliches die hard.
 
   I throw mine, too, just because. It lands across the lawn and I don't bother to pick it back up. Instead of hugging friends goodbye, or looking for any family members that I know aren't here, I decide to just leave.
 
   Driving home is a buzzkill. Traffic is too thick from students and parents all leaving at the same time. I should have just left as soon as they gave me my diploma. That probably would have been the cooler thing to do anyway.
 
    
 
   The hardest part of going out is always getting dressed. Oh, sure. The makeup takes time, and the hair might need an appointment. None of that quite measures up to the soul-rending confusion of getting dressed to go out. Should I go formal and risk being overdressed? Or maybe casual, and risk looking like a slob? Should I wear a skirt to give that special someone ideas of what he could do with what's under it, or shorts so the other boys don't? 
 
   Then it dawns on me. Sometimes you just have to take risks, and I decided to take a risk. What do guys like the most?
 
   Hot little sluts. So I put on my tightest jeans and lowest shirt. My bra pushes my tits up so high that it's almost uncomfortable, but as I look at myself in the mirror I know that it's exactly what I needed. Time to go steal the hottest boy in school.
 
    
 
   The party is already booming as I pull up. I have never been early a day in my life and I have no intention of anyone ever seeing me be awkward all by myself. The beer is sitting in big steel kegs on the counter. There's already an empty one that's been tossed in the corner. I grab a cup and stand at the end of the beer line. No reason to cause a scene just yet, not when things with Jack are still on the line. Jack is one of those special boys with rich parents, but he's not an asshole. 
 
   The beer is cheap stuff and tastes like it's been watered down, but I keep sipping on it anyway. After half the cup is gone I can't even taste it. Jack is surrounded by girls as usual, and I need to scare them off eventually. But a smart girl waits for her chances. I pretend I'm planning for a war, like I'm a great general. I know my way is going to get me on his arm sooner rather than later. Only a matter of time.
 
   “... looked great up there.” This blonde bitch's lips are moving and her eyes are on my man. I'm no slouch, I learned how to fight from my degenerate big brother, and he's a golden gloves champ. I could just hit her and she'd be down on the ground crying or blacked out. But again—better to wait for the right moment.
 
   “Yeah, no doubt!” I put on my best friendly smile and let all the girls see me flash it at Jack.
 
   The music is loud and even though I'm standing close by and listening carefully for one of them to slip up and say something stupid enough for me to jump on—without seeming like I was picking a fight, of course—I couldn't hear most of what they said. I got the gist of it, though.
 
   The usual bullshit girls say when they're going off to college, about how the world is a big open place for them, and so inspiration. I know where most of them will be every night, at parties like this one spreading their legs for any guy who happened to give them the right look when they were the right amount of hammered.
 
   Jack says nothing. He plays it cool, like he always does. Finally I just get sick of listening to them and pull Jack out onto the dance floor. The ignorant bitches follow us, each of them grinding on him, on me, on whoever they could find to look sexier. One of them touched my breasts and that's where I made my move.
 
   “Don't touch me, you slut!”
 
   The redhead who was quiet the whole time, almost like she had been waiting for something too, gets in my face. She's so tall that she has to lean down to yell over the music.
 
   “It was an accident, dumb-shit! Who the hell would want to touch you?”
 
   “What did you say to me?” I shout, pushing her. She pushes me back.
 
   “You fucking heard me, cunt. You heard me!” 
 
   At this point I look around the room and realize that now isn't the time. She's completely fucked up my mood and Jack has backed away. I throw her a dirty look before slinking through the crowd and grabbing myself another cup of beer. I walk out, angrier at having been shown up than over any lost chances with some fucking boy. How dare she?
 
   I'm halfway to my car when I realize that I'm too drunk to drive, and my girl is too pretty to wreck. It's hardly much to pay and I don't want to worry about the car. Not like the redhead slut is going to touch it. What is her name? I know she was in one of my classes... was it Calculus?
 
   Ah. She's Jessica. 
 
   No, she's too chicken to touch my car. I turn a corner, planning to wait in front of the hardware store for my ride. I feel a hand against my shoulder, strong and firm. It pulls me around.
 
   “I wasn't fucking done with you, you piece of shit.”
 
   I roll my eyes and flick my hair behind my shoulder. “Just let it go, it was just a stupid party anyway.” I turn back away and start walking. I can hear Jessica's voice behind me, deep and sharp, not slurred in the least. It's as if she hardly touched the beer.
 
   “You better apologize for calling me a slut. Maybe I'll let it go if you sound sincere. Otherwise?” She takes a step closer to me, and I can practically feel the hate hitting me like a wave of heat. “I won't let it go, and I will make your life a fucking nightmare.”
 
   I turn under the streetlight and shoot her my best angry look, but I know it doesn't compare to hers. “Or you'll what?” I hope I'm calling her bluff.
 
   She comes at me low and fast, almost hitting me square in the chest with her shoulder. I try to move and it hits me on the arm, spinning me like a top. I drop into a fighting pose, though it's sloppy with my drunkenness. I'm ready to take her on, but she throws a wide punch that I wasn't expecting.
 
   I put up my arms to block and throw a punch of my own, but it's lazy and weak. Too wide, too slow. I see her dodge it easily even in her high heel shoes. She moves almost in slow motion. I see every strand of fire-red hair moving as she ducks under, stepping inside my arms. I can see, clearly, that her hand is moving towards me. This must be what my brother means when he talks about being 'in the zone' or something. It's like being in one of those cheesy movies.
 
   I dodge easily and try swinging back. Only, I can't move. I just watch as her fist travels slow but sure. My jaw explodes with pain. I'm falling, but it feels like my knees should have held me up. My skull cracked against the hard cement and the world around me goes wobbly. Jessica above me is now cloned three times and colored like a rainbow as she moves in a sickening way.
 
   Clenching my eyes closed, I kick up and push her away.  My hand fumbles around my head, looking for wet spots. Nothing. No red on my hands. 
 
   “You could have killed me, you bitch!” I lunge at her while the world recoils and dances around me. My hands wrap around her throat and pin her to the ground while she struggles beneath me. With my legs around her waist I let one of my hands pull back and ball into a fist. I hit her as hard as I can in my weakened state.
 
   She screams against my punch and looks up to me with pure hate. She arches her back, trying to lift me off of her. When she realizes she cant, she spits into my face. Shrieking, I wipe the saliva away from my eyes and mouth.
 
   She arches her back again. This time her belt nudges my clitoris. Even though I'm angry, I shudder and my eyes roll back a bit. I'm just distracted enough for her to flip me over and pin me to the ground on my stomach. She lays on top of me while holding my arms behind me. It's painful, but I can feel the heat of her cunt through our layers of clothes and the softness of her breasts pressing against my arm.
 
   Jessica bends down until her mouth is just an inch from my ear. Her hot breath hits my face as she whispers, “I'll show you exactly what happens when you disrespect me, you whore.”  Her knee slides up between my legs, resting exactly against my vagina. I wiggle, trying to escape, but it only manages to make my kitty cry out for more friction.
 
   “Are you enjoying that?” Her knee presses harder against me. Jessica grabs my hair and pulls until my back is arched. “Answer me!”
 
   “Ah, ow! Ow!” I cry, but she only tugs on my hair harder. “Yes! I like it!” I hump her knee more and let out a small, choked moan. She laughs one quick, angry laugh before throwing my head back down and letting my cheek hit the cement again. I'm no longer seeing the world in threes, but my head is killing me.
 
   Jessica stands up. I try to get up too, thinking the fight is over now that she's asserted her dominance. Instead she stomps her stiletto boot heel against my back, forcing me back down with a gasp of pain. She uses the same foot to flip me over onto my back. “Stay on the ground, whore.”
 
   “Please, Jess, I'm so sorry!” I cry, looking up at the cloudy sky. 
 
   “That doesn't matter. You still need to learn your lesson. Take off your shirt.”
 
   I hesitate as an electric shock goes through my whole body. My teeth chatter. “What?” I ask, hoping I misheard.
 
   “Take off your clothes, bitch!” The toe of her heel meets my ribs, bruising them badly.
 
   Still laying on the ground, I unbutton my silk blouse and open it, revealing my bra. I look up and see that Jessica apparently approves. “You've got some nice tits for a little bitch. Take off your bra.”
 
   I arch my back in order to reach my bra clasps while still on the ground. They come undone easily. My breasts, now under the influence of gravity, warp against my chest. 
 
   Jessica's shoe nudges my left breast, manipulating it painfully. “Such big tits. Stand up and let me see them better.”
 
   Scrambling to my feet, I bashfully look at the floor. Jessica steps closer to me, and I instinctively step back until I'm pressed against the brick wall. My assailant grabs both of my breasts with her hands, squeezing them hard. 
 
   “That hurts...” I whine. Jessica's hand slaps my face, leaving a red and stinging mark against it.
 
   “Don't you fucking whine to me. I'll do what I want. These are my tits right now!” Gripping them harder, she squeezes them until I'm whimpering in pain. She finally lets go and instead focuses on my nipples. She licks both of her thumbs, which then rub against my hard nubs. 
 
   I moan. The sound seems to soften her demeanor a bit. She presses me against the wall and dips her face into my neck. She kisses it as she pinches my nipples. Her lipstick makes her kisses wet and soft. 
 
   In the heat of the moment, I do what comes naturally. I slide my hand against her mound, hoping that she'll approve. She doesn't slap my hand away or hit me, but she does bite my neck. It's not a hard bite, just hard enough to make me moan.
 
   I pet Jessica's pussy until she's grinding against my hand. “Finger me,” she moans, the sexual sound sending another electric jolt through my body. Slipping my hand into her jeans, I rub the outside of her mound a little bit more before slipping a finger into her slit.
 
   She's so wet! Sliding my finger from her clit to her hole, I get it nice and slick before using it to move her hard nub in fast circles. Her breathing becomes erratic, her kisses being replaced by moans. 
 
   “Ah! Ah, yes, like that!” 
 
   I keep moving my finger in circles. Jessica slips a hand down my jeans too and does the same to me. My head begins to swim, but in a good way this time. “You're so warm,” I say.
 
   Jessica looks into my eyes. Hers are the most beautiful shade of green. I never really noticed them before, but they are truly stunning. 
 
   And then before I even know what's happening, her lips are against mine. Fiercely, angrily, she kisses me. I finally slip my finger into her hole, swirling it around in her hot depths. She keeps manipulating my clit while I slip a second finger into her. She moans into my mouth.
 
   When she finally slips her finger into my cunt, I gasp loud. It feels so good! My fingers move faster in her hot box as she presses her digits against the top wall of my cunt. I can feel my climax building as we make out. Heat courses through my body. Jessica sucks on my bottom lip as her fingers slip in and out of me.
 
   Oh, god. Oh god! My pussy clenches around Jessica's fingers and I shudder against her mouth. The world goes black. I can feel her sexy cunt contracting around my fingers, too, which heightens the climax. We both pull out mouths away and moan as our knees quake. She leans against me and I lean against the wall. We're both struggling to stay standing.
 
   As her breathing slows, she pushes herself away from me. I feel a twinge of guilt as I let her walk away down the alley, leaving me alone to collect my thoughts on what just happened. I've never been interested in lesbian sex before but that... that was hot.
 
   Before she hits the street, she turns back to me. Her eyes are wild but beautiful, the kind of eyes someone never forgets. 
 
   “I'll see you again.” That's all she leaves me with as her red hair disappears behind the brick wall.
 
    
 
    
 
   Hey, if you liked this book and found it useful, you should join our mailing list! You only have to share your email, and your information stays completely private! Plus, you'll get exclusive access to any free books we offer, as well as news about new and upcoming books.
 
   Thanks for reading! I hope you'll leave a positive but honest review on Amazon, and tell your friends how much you enjoyed it. 
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   Bear Gang's Fertile Prey (Shifters in Billionaire, Rock Star, and Politician Flavors)
 
    
 
   A billionaire. A politician. A rock star. They're all bears, and they're coming for you.
 
   Jessabelle's camping trip was cut short when she was attacked by three huge bears. They chased her through the woods, forced her to push her body harder than she thought possible.
 
   And she tripped.
 
   She tripped over a branch, one that stabbed into her foot. Wounded and winded, she turns over to find the bears gaining on her... and changing.
 
   Virgil Kreios. A sadistic billionaire (or maybe... a bearllionaire) that ruined Jessabelle's life when his bank foreclosed her home.
 
   Billy Kallistos. Major rock star who jumps from band to band. He's well known around the world, and smoking hot.
 
   Fox Caomhan. Dirty politician. Female college Republicans around the country love him, but Jessabelle hates him. That's exactly how he likes it.
 
   These three men are werebears, and they won't take no for an answer.
 
   Could you handle being attacked by them?
 
    
 
   PICK UP THIS SEXY PARANORMAL EROTIC SHORT TODAY!
 
    
 
   SAMPLE:
 
    
 
   “Do you want to be our bear whore?”
 
   “I do,” I pant. Admitting that feels right, but it makes my body hot. My hand slides down my stomach and between my legs. I can't help touching myself soft folds.
 
   “What's your name,” Billy asks. His cock is at attention again. I think he likes submissive women.
 
   “Jessabelle.”
 
   “Jessabelle,” he repeats, savoring the sound in his mouth. “Get up, Jessabelle.”
 
   I do as I'm told, like a good bear whore would. I stand up, and I spread my legs. I make sure I'm on display for them, to keep them interested. I don't want them to think about anything but me.
 
   The men ogle me. Their eyes examine every fold of flesh and the wildness of my hair. Fox comes over to me. He lifts up one of my breasts, letting it drop and jiggle. Then, he presses on my back, forcing me to bend over.
 
   All three men move behind me. Billy and Virgil keep their space, but Fox stays close. His meaty hands grab my ass cheeks and spread them wide. He dips his face between them, and then he licks my asshole. His tongue, slimy and hot, laps at my sphincter while his hands stroke my slit.
 
   It's strange, and it tickles, but it also feels good. His fingers slip into my slit and move in and out of me. I cum twice this way, my knees shaking each time. I have to shuffle forward and lean against a tree to keep from falling.
 
    
 
   DON'T MISS YOUR CHANCE! PICK UP THIS HOT FOURSOME EROTICA RIGHT NOW!
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   Are you looking for a VICTORIAN-ERA historical romance? Something sweeter and with more depth to the story?
 
   The Soldier's Poisoned Heart is the story for you!
 
   John Paul came home from Australia ready to settle down. He found a woman to love and a nephew to care for, but someone is not who they seem when John Paul starts to suspect he's being poisoned! PLUS it's FREE for Kindle Unlimited users!
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   Mystery. Betrayal. Death. And at the center of it all, true love and tragedy.
 
   John Paul Foster has been away from home as a soldier for more than half his life. He returns home to England and yearns for companionship. When his nephew comes to live with him, a real life seems to form around him. He is content.
 
   Until he meets Lydia Wakefield. He finds her beautiful, charming, irresistable. She completes the family life he desires.
 
   Before long, though, John Paul falls unnaturally ill. Perhaps all is not well in the Foster estate?
 
   As he continues to court Lydia, he also begins to suspect someone near him is poisoning him. Could it be his nephew? Lydia's brother? Or maybe... Lydia herself?
 
   This Victorian-era romantic thriller will keep you obsessed with John Paul and Lydia's love and life!
 
   The Soldier's Poisoned Heart is a kisses only historical romance! The story within is sweet, interesting, and suspenseful.
 
    
 
   BUY IT ON AMAZON HERE
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Don't forget to check out daliadaudelin.com for free stories, news, giveaways, blog posts and more!
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, remember to rate and review it!
 
   Reviews influence what is written next and is the best way to shape erotica stories in the future.
 
   Thank you for supporting me and other indie erotica authors!
 
    
 
   Don't forget to check out some hot stories by my friends S. N. Kunt and Keiran Kelly!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Dalia Daudelin is a young erotica and romance author. She started writing and self publishing in 2012 and hasn't looked back since. 

She is engaged to fellow author and cover designer Michael Meadows. Together, they work to help new authors find their place in the changing world of publishing.

For media inquiries and general questions, please see this page.

♡♡♡

Dalia Daudelin is one of the kinkiest erotica authors on the market now. If it's BDSM, tentacles, monsters or dubcon, Dalia Daudelin delivers what you desire.

♥ Website
♥ Twitter
♥ Pinterest
♥ Deviantart
♥ Reddit
♥ Email
♥ Newsletter
 
   ♥ Goodreads

Dalia loves the paranormal, the occult, conspiracy theories, and politics. She's also happy to help out aspiring authors with any questions they have. 

♡♡♡

♥ Get the hottest & latest from Dalia Daudelin and her crew of erotic author friends! ♥
♥ Sign up for her mailing list today and receive free stories, plus so much more! ♥

Billionaire stories 
Paranormal stories 
Mind control stories 
Steamy erotic fiction 
Gay erotica 
Lesbian erotica 

 
 
   


  
 

♥ Interested in writing erotica? Read How to Really Self- Publish Erotica: The Truth About Kinks, Covers, Advertising and More! ♥ 
 
    
 
   Visit http://daliadaudelin.com for free erotic stories and more!
 
    
 
   To contact the Midnight Climax authors, leave a message at (646) 926-7450 or email midnightclimaxerotica@gmail.com
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