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	Dear readers,

	 

	Thank you for purchasing this book.

	 

	The bitch in me is an short erotic novel. It's not a thriller, nor is it a classic love story. It is a frivolous short story full of lust, passion, drama and sin.

	 

	In this story, I evoke my fictional existence as a secretary. Although I'm more than overqualified for this job, I remain loyal and devoted to my boss because we have a very special relationship.

	 

	But does he see it that way?

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	Actually, I'm not so sure you have to believe me. I am a strong, self-confident woman. One that won't be humiliated. Yes, I would even call myself an emanze in some ways. As a feminist. Intelligent, strong, proud and beautiful. 

	 

	I'm actually overqualified for my job as a secretary. I have studied, completed various additional training courses, I am constantly improving my skills, I could have any other higher-quality job than this one. 

	 

	Wouldn't that be another secret side of me? The one who thoroughly enjoys making my boss happy. The side that feels endlessly good to be desired. Yes, I would have been able to use my abilities and now I mean my mental, emotional and social abilities, I would have been able to make a career and earn a lot of money with them long ago. Wouldn't that be my unbridled lust. 

	 

	My lust for the pleasure that has constantly come between me in all the other jobs. I can finally live them out here. Money means nothing to me. Lust means everything to me. 

	 

	My boss is a good boss. He respects and respects me. Only, so that they don't misunderstand me, I wouldn't allow it if he saw me as an object only, not also as a woman, as a human being and as an individual. But to be honest, sometimes I enjoy being exactly that. to be an object. A coveted piece, a piece of shag. He knows that, that's why he sometimes treats me so... so rough. So arrogant. So humiliating. And I thank him for that.

	 

	My boss looks sensational. A very attractive man, 41, to be precise. He is a real fitness freak, well-trained, muscular. His brown hair has a grey tail, his eyes are pungent blue. At 188 cm it is also relatively large. But his cock is the real piece of cream on him. 

	 

	It's big. Mostly very plump and greedy. Often I am horny already in the morning when I stand in front of the wardrobe and think about what I should wear. Trousers are out of the question, my boss immediately made that clear. He likes skirts. And he likes pantyhose, which I already noticed during the job interview, how he looked at me, how his gaze crawled under my black skirt, and later also his hand. 

	 

	I had an opaque pantyhose with the stripes on. "Good choice, Mrs. Guivarché,"he said, and I don't know if he meant my pantyhose or my decision for this job. And that I won't regret it, that's what he said. And something else important:"From now on, always something sharp underneath." "Of course, boss,"I smiled. 

	 

	In the beginning it was an unusual feeling to simply leave the panties off or to wear stingtangas. It has often tingling and nothing caught the wetness between my legs, only wafer-thin nylon. It still tickles when I put on my pantyhose, when I gently brush over it, over the thin skin above my shaved pussy, but meanwhile I can't imagine it any different. 

	 

	I was a little ashamed of my interview when he asked me to lift up my skirt and show him my pussy. "You want the job, don't you?"he said. I was wondering if he was just testing me. But a decent secretary does what the boss wants her to do, so I put my fingers on my pussy and spread my labia a little bit. 

	 

	I think he likes her, her smell, her shape, her size. "Wow!"he said, licking his lips. And he likes their taste, too, because he pushed me against the wall, went to his knees and touched them with his tongue. You can't imagine the feeling. Thousand small explosions, strobe flashes, earthquakes. No, I'm not exaggerating. Actually, there are no words for this feeling.

	
I like my job. Yes, intellectually he doesn't really demand me, I admit that, but the atmosphere here is nice, the people friendly and no great mental effort distracts me from my lust. My boss licks me almost every morning, as a welcome ritual, so to speak. Through the nylon. What kind of job has anyone done that before? He doesn't just love me, I've noticed that, he does it because he enjoys it. And me too. It's a lot of fun.

	 

	"I'm always there for you,"I said to him once. "Whenever you like. I also like to do overtime and if you feel like it, just fuck me, you don't need to ask big questions. As long as you're all right." 

	 

	Yes, it sounds funny, but that makes a nice, warm feeling in his belly when he smiles, when he praises me, not because I typed flawlessly, but because I sucked his cock so beautifully, or when he is happy about my wet pussy. People these days are all so selfish anyway, but it is so wonderful to bring joy to others. 

	 

	You should see how beautifully he can relax after a stressful meeting, when I then crawl under the table, with my hands pamper his cock and his eggs, when I push the foreskin back, let him glide very slowly into my mouth, first tenderly, then suck on it more and more violently, suck and blow. 

	 

	When I rub his cock on my cheek, on my eyelids, on my lips. Sometimes when he squirts all his tension into my face, smiles happily and rubs the juice into my face. That's really beautiful. "My sweet little fucker,"he calls me sometimes and then I blush. Because he's a little right. 

	 

	Because there's a part of me that loves that. A site only he knows and no one else. He who loves not having to be a strong, emancipated woman, but very weak, without will, someone who only serves his lust. Yes, an object that is here exclusively for his satisfaction. It's damn good to submit. At least with a man like that.

	 

	These thoughts, this extradit me, it floods my sweet honey column. At times like these, I feel more important and more powerful in my powerlessness than if I had just bought up one company or my shares were soaring. 

	 

	If he just pushes me to his desk, turns around, shoves my skirt up without asking me much. If he bites a hole in my pantyhose and just takes me the way he wants, just like he thinks it is right. If he takes my hole. My wet pussy, my tight anus and my insatiable mouth. Because it's good for him. A real man who doesn't let me decide, but tells me what to do. 

	 

	"Suck me tighter" he says sometimes and grabs my hair and presses me against his cock. "Spread your legs, you cunt", some other time. Or "do it to yourself, rub yourself until you come." 

	 

	As I said, I'm ashamed of it sometimes. When my hand slips into the pantyhose, my clitoris searches and rubs itself, while he observes me watching me while jerking his cock and squirting me on the black pantyhose. When he grins dirty and says,"You filthy, filthy bitch. You cheap fucker. My fuck." 

	 

	My boss not only gives me wonderful compliments, such as "you blow like a porn star" or "I've never seen such a horny, smooth, shiny pussy shimmer through a pantyhose like yours", he also makes me gifts. Not completely unselfish, partly. The chocolate truffles would be better on his hips than mine, but the pantyhose would look better on me. 

	 

	He has good taste in secretaries and pantyhose and he knows both. With women and pantyhose. What other man understands something about them and gussets and knows how big the pantyhose is? 

	 

	This morning he called me to dictate. Yes, he is a bit old-fashioned in these things, although he is familiar with computers and can type and formulate his own words, he refuses to write the scriptures himself. The dictation machine does not agree with him either. "It's not as seductive as you,"he once told me. "And it won't get damp if I touch it in the right places." 

	 

	He therefore attaches great importance to me appearing with the shorthand pad and pencil, sitting on the comfortable armchair, spreading my legs and having a clear view of my abdomen. "Oh, what a surprise, madam, now wear seamless. Weren't there roses on your legs back there?"he said and touched me with his lighter. Very slowly he has gone along the inside of my thighs, higher and higher, until he has reached the magic triangle.

	 

	 "Keep still,"he puffed while I was twitching with excitement,"and just keep writing." And then he said a lot of things that had nothing to do with the client at all, and I had to write it down. "A fantastic, lecherous cunt you have,"I wrote down and blushed, and "Did I allow you to get wet like that?" 

	 

	"Sorry, boss, I mumbled. He kept talking, and I kept writing in silence.


- Ende der Buchvorschau -
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