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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.

I rode it so hard that I saw stars. It was the moment that I became a true slut inside my head. I imagined some of the male characters from my books. I imagined his strong body underneath me as I rode his large cock.

I lived alone and had multiple houses and apartments around the country, each one with a huge library. I loved to read; it didn't matter the genre, even though smut was the one I read the most.

I found the bunnies through Gemma, who was my introduction to them, as she also read the same books that I liked. She hid it better than I did. After the introduction, they all felt like home to me just after a few months, and I loved it.

Some of the friends I got online would try to use me for my money and wealth, but not them. They knew my persona was fake, that the image and the name I had given them weren't real, but they didn't question it.

It took almost a year of meeting and talking to them that the wall finally fell, and I let them all in. That day still stands as the best day in my life, looking at them as they toured my family estate.

Of course, there were many jokes, many laughs, and many questions, but now they were my best friends, and I loved all of them, including Linda, who could be more than a handful.

Sabrina was my favorite out of all of them. Telling Sabrina anything was like putting your most prized possessions in a vault that had no openings; it was locked away for good. She was also the protector of the group, and since I barely knew how to make a fist, let alone fight, she was very protective of me, just like the guys in my books.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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I was wary about Damien at first, even though the others had great things to say about him; the same things were said about the last Damien I knew, and since they had the same name, it triggered me.

I told Damien about my past and how I was treated and expected him to say the usual things guys say. 'I won't treat you like that,' 'You deserve better,' and the whole list of things men said to get between a woman's legs.

Instead, he listened and he didn't say anything, not a single solitary word. When I asked him what he thought, all he said was that he had a lot to prove. That's it. He put everything on him. Instantly, I felt my heart pounding harder.

We stayed up all night talking about my books and my favorite male characters that I liked and female characters that I wanted to be like. He told me about his video games and his ambitions.

"So?" Sabrina asked over the phone.

"I am so tired!" I yawned.

It was the fourth night in a row that Damien and I had stayed awake talking, well, last night he shocked me and had bought one of the books I liked.

I laughed constantly as he read them, and when he got to parts that were a bit unhinged, he would repeat them loudly, and I couldn't stop laughing. One of the scenes he read made him go completely silent. It was one of the times when one of the male characters fingered his girlfriend while torturing another man.

I couldn't stop laughing as he re-read it three times, to make sure he was reading it correctly.

I often felt judged by the books that I read, but Damien made me laugh. He kept reading through the night, and we got through one of my favorite series, which was three books.

Then he shocked me just before we called it a night. He read one of my favorite scenes over again. And when I asked him why he did that, he said that when we get comfortable with each other, he was going to do that to me.

My mouth dropped, and even though he already got me wet, I had to clench my thighs together and put my hand over my mouth as a moan came out.

It was my favorite scene from all the books I had read, and I had told no one that it was my favorite, not even Sabrina. How he picked that one theme, that one act from the six books we had read together so far, was crazy.

I fucked myself into oblivion after he hung up.

"That's not what I meant, and you know it," Sabrina brought me back to reality.

"I can't wait!" I exclaimed.

I had never been so turned on or more excited to meet a male in my life. Damien made me laugh so hard my stomach hurt most of the time. But it wasn't one way. When I found out what games he played, I bought a whole new entertainment system for my media room, as I called one of my rooms.

I moved things around so I could set it up. Well, Winona helped me set it up. I couldn't take the credit; she also helped me learn to play some of the games he played.

I didn't want rain in on her parade as this world was hers, the world of video games and nerdy stuff, but I wanted to repay Damien, and these things interested him. To my astonishment, I wasn't the only one.

All of us were on the games together with him. I had never had so much fun playing video games with Damien and my best friends all together. There was shouting, screaming, yelling, and all kinds of fun.

"So, what are you guys going to do?" Sabrina asked.

"Well," I took a deep breath. "He wants to come to my library and my den."

"Your den?" Sabrina asked. "Your smut den, with all yours books and cut out characters?"

"Yes," I replied.

"Which no man has ever seen?"

"Yes."

"And you are okay with that?"

I thought about it some more, and I knew I wanted him to see that part of me. I knew some men thought it was weird, or that some of us were true sluts, or that we wanted the real-life danger that was in the books. I was sure some women out there liked it a bit more than others, but for me, it was an escape, and that's all it was, nothing more.

I didn't make posts or repost things like liking a masked man to chase me, or that I had a favorite male character. Truth was, even though I had favorites, they stayed in the books that they were in. I didn't want any of them in my real life, not a single one.

I didn't want to be chased, choked, or manhandled. Sure, there were sex scenes I wanted to play out, but that was only going to be between me and someone I loved and wanted, not some random stranger.

Damien understood all of it. He liked his video games; it didn't mean he was still a child, it didn't mean he wanted to grab a gun and start shooting people. One of his favorite games was a survival game where he was alone in a zombie-filled world. 

I was sure he didn't want that in real life. Trying to make it in a world filled with zombie dinosaurs and zombie monsters all over the place, it was make-believe, and for most women, that's what the books were: a fantasy world, and that's where it ended: fantasy.

"Yeah," I replied. "I am okay with him seeing all of me."

"Good, you won't be disappointed," Sabrina assured me.

I had a feeling
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