
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Bunny Adventures:

Library Fun

Written By: Alexander Martin




Copyright 2025 Alexander Martin.

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Six: Library Fun
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To say I was nervous was an understatement. I knew the others were happy about all of this, but this was going to be my first real date in years.

The last time I went on a date was my first year of college. It didn't go too well; he was all hands and didn't make me feel safe.

I had been talking to Damien, and he made me feel safe. I didn't tell him that I was still a virgin, well, a virgin when it came to the traditional sense.

I had used many toys in the past to get me off, also to know what it felt like to be with a man.

I was brought up in a wealthy household, most of my schooling came from in-home tutors, and by the time I was twelve, I was already studying courses that most college students wouldn't be able to grasp.

My mom and dad never let me be around other male figures other than my teachers or the house help.

To say I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth would be an understatement. I was being groomed to be the lady of the house and keep the family tradition going.

By the time I had reached my later teens, I had never kissed a male or seen one in any type of atmosphere other than a family dinner or holiday party. I had begged to go to a party in town, or anywhere other than the estate.

The large house and the grounds that surrounded it felt more like a prison than a home. My mother said that was the way she was raised, and she turned out fine.

If fine meant that the only man she had ever been with was my father, and she hung on every word he said, and did what he did like some programmed robot, then sure, she was fine.

I didn't want that life for me. So I rebelled, and I did it at the worst time possible. My father had found me a suitor at the age of twenty; he was going to marry me off to one of his business partners' sons, so together their empire would grow and so would their wealth.

I hated Damien; the guy was always staring at me like I was his property already, and he hadn't even put the ring on my finger. His father said he was a good young man and that he would treat me well.

I didn't see that in Damien; all I saw was his eyes looking at me. He stared at my chest constantly, even with people around, he would tell me horrible things when we were alone, and told me that if I told anyone that, he would make my life hell.

Damien trapped me in a room, and his hands were all over me, calling me his pet, and that when we got married, he was going to chain me to the bed and never let me leave, he was going to breed me because that's all I was good for, to give him children.

So, one day at a formal dinner, I got up and I ran, I ran as fast as I could, which didn't get me far. I didn't even make it to the front gate before security swarmed me.

I held a knife to my arm and told them that if they didn't let me go, I would end it. My father ordered them to tranquilize me. I cried when I woke up in my bed. My mother came to me and told me she would get me out, and she did.

I am out of that life because of my mother. She used what she had to get me out of that house and on my own. When my father found out, he was livid, but being family, he made me a deal: I would be part of the business, as long as I didn't embarrass him.

I never saw Damien again, and I felt bad for any woman who got into his life.

I was still part of my father's business even though he passed away a few years ago. Fine dining and drinking too much made him sick, and no doctor in the world could save him, as for my mother, she took off before his corpse was cold. I hadn't heard from her since.

I was the head of the family business just like my father wanted me to be, and I did things my way, not his, and that meant a lot of old men looking down at me. They all thought I was a pretty young girl who didn't know what she was doing, but they were wrong.

Since I took over, the business has been ahead of projections and skyrocketing upwards. I loved my professional life, but my social and private life was abysmal, and I hated it.

I wanted to know what others knew about life, drinking, and partying. So, that's when I opened a private social media page. I hid my identity and made sure no one could track anything back to me.

I learned a lot of things through my fake identity, and that's when I broke through and became what I am now.

On the outside, I was a nerdy, busty businesswoman. On the inside, I was a totally different person.

I found Erotica, Dark Romance, and Smut books and read them all. I bought toys of all kinds and fucked myself raw. The first time was in my room; I tied a large dildo to one of my body pillows and mounted it.
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