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Penny Ink
by Alcamia


Wherever Penny went she left her unique autograph, and it wasn’t the one deposited by the expensive Schaeffer pen her daddy bought her on her first day in the firm. No, it was the signature left by a rather more personal part of her anatomy. Penny got a real kick out of putting pen to paper or rather – pussy to fabric – depositing her unique pussy print here, there and everywhere. She left it on her chair as a tantalising little memento and if she was feeling particularly naughty, she left it on the fine silk fabric of one of her many exquisite designer skirts.


You’d think it was an unfortunate biological burden to have a developed and unique biological upgrade, but Penny didn’t think so. Her remarkable weapon had turned out to be quite advantageous in the cut and thrust world of business.


Penny revelled in her self-styled nickname of Penny Ink. After all, what other female boss was lucky enough to be a cephalod nymphomaniac and have such a kinky, inky tool of female domination at her disposal.


Penny had visited numerous shrinks, who’d delved into her unique sexual predilection like needles searching for splinters, but apparently there was no cure. She had no psychological disorder. No! Penny Ink was a perfectly normal and very desirable woman whose mechanics simply made her ink rather more frequently than other women.


In fact, her cunty signature was a natural progression of her kinky, forward thrusting personality. All it required was some powerful pump action and flexing of her internal machinery and she was ready to go.


It was downright frustrating sometimes, being the boss of a pack of randy, mechanical-minded, alpha-driven males, who thought of nothing but fucking and looking up women’s skirts all day. Men will be men as Daddy used to say and it didn’t matter whether they were randy mechanics or bosses in high powered finance firms, lawyers or scientists. They were all the same. As soon as they saw a voluptuous and exciting woman they reverted to their feral instincts.


The ravening pack in Penny’s establishment were no exception and she constantly had to keep a firm hand on the controls or should she say, a firm finger on the pen. Besides which of course, she derived a great deal of pleasure from being a naughty girl and indulging in a little tease here and there. Men reckoned they had it taped with their sexual innuendos and jibes, Penny smiled to herself, after a particularly naughty inking session. But her teasing viscous games kept her fully in control, plus being a vent for her unfulfilled sexual frustrations.


The men in Penny’s company were strictly off limits where meaningful sexual dalliances were concerned, and Daddy, who was always excellent at business advice, made that quite clear. ‘It doesn’t do to have affairs with your work mates, especially when you hold the reins of control, Penny. No, darling, a little ribbing is fine but that’s as far as it goes. The trouble is you’re just too damn attractive to command a bunch of randy men and they’ll play merry hell with you unless you exert your authority early on. Actually, it probably pays to be sexless in a world where you’ve got to be one of the boys.’


Well that much was true. A woman had to have titanium balls to succeed in a male dominated company where any sign of sexual weakness was ruthlessly exploited.
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