
        
            
                
            
        

    
The New Payroll System 

 

“Right now we've just heard that with the hiring freeze and some retirements they now have a backlog of twenty weeks for sorting problems out with the new Payroll system or adding new workers which brings us onto the next item on the agenda summer students.”

 

“You mean they might not get paid during the time they are working for us?” “Exactly, they will of course get paid eventually but there is bound to be some resentment amongst them during the time they are here.  I'll remind you again ladies and gentlemen that on high has decreed we will have a minimum of fourteen students working for us this year.  My and Jack's sons will not present a problem but the rest might be a trifle disruptive as you might say.”

 

“Didn't Mike request four students before we cut him back to two for his imagery project?”  “You mean scale him up?” “Well it is likely to gain us good will and it would solve the perennial problem of training the students.” “So I'll let him know the good news shall I?” “You don't think he might refuse?”  “Not a chance.  He's too polite for his own good, he'll not refuse but we could sweeten it with some cash to go with it for expenses, seeing as we have no office space for them or equipment either.” “Now the next item on the agenda is car parking.  As you know three of our recent retirees had parking spots and they are now available for recycling.” The attendees perked up.

 

“Michael after due consideration we've decided to revisit your imaginative imagery proposal and in light of recent events we've decided to make additional resources available to the project.” Mike for some reason immediately thought of Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes, beware of Greeks bearing gifts, he immediately felt guilty of suspecting management of anything underhand then he remembered the coffee room gossip about the payroll system.  “Summer students he hazarded?” a guess.  “We've reassigned eight to you in addition to your original two, here's the list.  We've found you budget to equip them and hire some office space.”  Mike looked stunned and before he could say a word in protest “Well that's all sorted out, they start in the morning by the way so meet them in the lobby.  Must rush I've a meeting in five minutes.” Mike was left speechless.

 

Next morning he stood in the foyer and security directed the students to him as they came in.  He ticked off their names as they arrived.  “Right if you'll just follow me into the cafeteria I can explain more about the project.” He led the way to the cafeteria and stood by the cash paying as each student passed carrying a cup of coffee.  When they were seated he spoke.  “I should warn you first that we have a new payroll system and my expectation is although you will be paid eventually there might be a delay of at least twenty weeks before your first pay cheque.”. There was a stunned silence around the table.  “How are we expected to pay our rent and buy groceries for the next four months?”. Mike shrugged his shoulders “Not only that but at the moment we don't have any office space either.”

 

“But do you have budget?”  “The budget has sufficient money for equipment, office space and training.” he conceded  “So there is no room at the inn or rather office space and no pay for five months.”  “What are the options no summer job or we set up camp in the car park?”

 

“Sounds like no summer job to me.”  Colette replied.  Hilary had been sat quietly observing at the end of the table.  She said “If we all agree to pool our resources i.e. what money we have, I think we can manage.  I can keep track and when we do get paid then I can work out who owes what.  So are we all agreed?”  There were nods round the table.  She turned to Mike “Are you married?”.  “No but what has that got to do with the price of cheese?”  “Do you share an apartment?”  “Well no I live alone in a single detached.”  Hilary touched him lightly on his arm, “Has it got a basement?”.  Sandra looked puzzled for a moment, then chimed in with “But the real question is do you have enough budget for equipment and furniture?”  “You mean work at Mike's place?”

 

Mike looked down the table at the expectant faces.  “Yes it does and I have budget for equipment, ergonomic office chairs we can borrow from stores but we still need to find office space.” Then the penny dropped as he looked at the beaming faces.  “You'd better come and inspect.” He said resigning himself to a lack of privacy in the near future.

 

“Well if we brought some desks from IKEA I think we could all squeeze in.”  “And four of us could sleep in the two spare bedrooms.”   “Bunk beds from IKEA?”  “In the basement.”  “I'll fit on the couch.”  Mike felt as if it was all going too fast for him.  “You mean sleep and work here?”  “Well we won't have any money for bus fares.”  “Or piazzas.”  “We could cook raw food my grandmother does it all the time.  She gave me some Women's Institute cookery books.”  Added Georgia  “Jam and Jerusalem, wow are they still going?”  “But won’t they spot it if we buy anything but desks?”  “When was the last time you knew what it was from the name at IKEA?”  “Oh you mean UTÅKER for example?”  “Precisely.”  “So how much budget do you have?”  They looked at the budget “You could buy gold plated laptops for this sort of money never mind renting workstations.”  “You’ll need the big screens and the powerful graphics cards.”  “Magnifying glasses?”  Hilary tapped away at her laptop.  “We could buy some off lease workstations from Dell.”  She showed them the web site.  “They don’t say Windows 10.”  “Claudette waved her magic wand and upgraded my off lease laptop for free.  She might even be able to do it again.”  “Even if I can’t we can buy license numbers for $30.”  “We have to rent them I don’t have capital budget.”  “But we could rent them from a company?”  “Yes.”  “Alice is studying law she can set one up for us.”  “It has to go to tender.”  “Really?  Is there a limit we can sneak them under one at a time?”  Mike capitulated there was a low limit which would allow them to process things quickly.   

 

“Guys do we really need to work the same hours?”  “Well as long as we do 37.5 hours a week does it matter if we do them at the same time?”  “No why?”  “Because then we might be able to make do less than eleven workstations.”  “Would that be alright with you Mike?”  “You mean I get a say?”  Hilary gave him a kiss on the cheek.  “Of course you get a say but we get to vote.”  They looked at the budget and decided they only needed eight workstations besides Mikes and by working flexitime they could take a long weekend off occasionally.  Colette said she was going to save hers up and take a week off.

 

“Get your credit card out.”  “You shouldn’t tell him what to do.  You should ask him nicely.  Get your credit card out please Mike.”  Alice stroked his thigh as she said the words.  Mike took out his credit card and they ordered the workstations.  He took them to IKEA where they stocked up on desks, bookcases and beds before returning home and slotting everything together.

 

Claudette felt she had to get away from everyone.  All this social interaction she found overwhelming.  She sneaked into Mike’s bedroom and curled up with a book to calm down.  Mike with similar feelings drifted in an hour later and raised his eyebrow.  “I just wanted somewhere quiet to recover.  Would you like me to leave?”  “No you may stay.”  He sat down in the other armchair and picked up a pair of headphones.  It had been a long day but soon he was lost listening to his classical music.  Claudette heard the rest of the house settle down, time to curl up on the couch.  She quietly slipped from the room and as she did so Mike opened his eyes as the CD ended.  He crawled into bed.  Downstairs Claudette undressed and pulled on her rayon nightgown.  She tried the couch and wrinkled her nose, if it was three inches longer it might be better but on the other hand he had said she might stay. She sneaked back into his room and slid into his double bed on the side he wasn’t sleeping on.  In the morning Mike woke up to find her snuggled up against him.  “Who’s been sleeping in my bed?”  Claudette opened her eyes and peered at him anxiously without her glasses on.  “You said I could stay last evening and the sofa was shorter than I thought it was.  You mean you didn’t mean it?”  He slipped his arm round her to reassure her and gave her a peck on her forehead.  “I think I meant yesterday evening rather than all night.”  “I’m not very good at understanding people sometimes.”  “You may stay but remember there are rules about managers and staff which are in place to protect staff from sexual exploitation.”  “But you’re nice and you wouldn’t exploit anyone.”  She wiggled out from under the covers and turned her back on him to get dressed.  Mike merely murmured “I wouldn’t be too sure about that.”  “Thank you.  I don’t get paid complements very often.  Could you be nice and just clip my bra together?”  She held the two straps up behind her back.  Mike muttering to himself did as he was bid and wondered why they didn’t put the opening clips on the front still her skin was smooth.  He gave her a tiny kiss on her shoulder to signify he was done.

 

“How did you get on sleeping on the couch last night?”  Claudette went pink.  “You didn’t sleep with the boss did you?”  Jessica sounded shocked.  Claudette turned a deeper shade of red and Mike stepped in behind her.  “She slept in my bed last night but nothing happened.  I might remind you that sexual relationships between manager and employees are frowned up on in the organisation and I’d lose my well paid job if I had sex with any of you and before you get any ideas without a manager you’d lose your summer jobs.”  Lauren pouted “But I like to have masculine attention.”  Georgia stepped behind her and slipped her arms around her waist before moving her hands up to cover Lauren’s breasts.  “You can still get his attention.”  Lauren’s nipples stood out as Georgia squeezed them gently.  “See his eyes are glued to your hard little bumps.”  Georgia nibbled the side of Lauren’s neck as she sort to bring her to arousal.  “I’m not attracted to girls.”  “I know but you can feel you’ve got his attention though can’t you.”  Lauren gave a small moan.  “You shouldn’t be doing this.”  “Tell me to stop then.”  Dared Georgia as the other girls and Mike drop jawed looked on fascinated.   

 

Georgia moved her right hand down away from Lauren’s right breast.  “You’ve moved it away.”  Protested Lauren then Georgia slipped her right hand down the front of Lauren’s yogi pants Mike just stood there watching her manipulating fingers through the material.  “My you are wet aren’t you.  I think you’re an exhibitionist who likes the idea of Mike’s attention.”  Lauren was definitely melting now it was all too much stimulation for her and she gave a small cry before collapsing slowly.  Georgia guided her to a chair then took her right hand and teased Mike by wiping her middle finger on his tongue.  “There now think she’s tasty?  I can milk her again if you’d like the taste some other time.”

 

Mike trained them on his workstation which he’d brought back from work whilst they waited for the new ones to arrive.  Claudette was in her element as she set up the workstations and network making notes as she did so so she could include it in one of her written projects.

 

They used the bookcases as room dividers and Mike rented out his cubical for the summer internally so Jack’s son would have somewhere to call home during the summer since he was working in a satellite office.

 

Katie looked at the contents of the tumble dryer with satisfaction and pulled out a week’s supply of Mike’s shirts.  Quickly she ran an iron over them.  Non-iron they might be but they’d be better for a quick iron just to train them first.  Whilst she had the iron out she thought she’d iron her blouse as the sleeve was looking a bit wrinkled so slipped it off.  Needless to say Mike came into the kitchen looking for his shirts whilst she was ironing her blouse.  She looked at him over her shoulder.  “I ran a quick iron over them and hung them up over there.”  Mike wondered what the front looked like, the navy blue bra straps seemed very narrow.  Katie turned and saw his face as he took in the slightly sheer bra.  “Do you like my bra then?  It’s a bit old but its soft to wear and to touch.”  She walked boldly over to him and took his hand and covered her breast with it.  “See how soft it is?  One thing about having smaller breasts is you can find prettier bras.”  She kissed him gently on the lips, pleased with his attention, then stepped away with a teasing smile on her face.  Mike somehow thought it was going to be a very long four months of summer.

 

The first week they were terribly formal and dressed in office respectable clothing, well until Chelsea decided she needed a bit of extra attention from Mike to better explain things to her and give her feedback.  She carefully undid her top two buttons on her blouse and the pin that kept her wrap over kilt together and when Mike arrived crossed her legs exposing her stocking clad thighs towards him.  She lent forward to better hear what he was saying exposing a nipple to him in her low cut bra as she did so.  Still Mike spent more than his normal five minutes going over the work with her and answering her questions but he did look a little over warm as he stood up.

 

He glanced across at Melanie who was dressed as usual in a long skirt and a very demure long sleeved blouse.  Thank heavens at least one person wasn’t wearing figure hugging clothing. 

 

The next morning Claudette turned her back on him as usual to get dressed.  “Bra time.”  Mike glanced across at her back where the bra strap ran from side to side.  “But its front closing?”  “What difference does that make?  I like a bit of attention first thing in the morning.”  “Turn round then.”  “Certainly not that would be indecent.  You can reach round standing behind me.”  Mike’s nose twitched but he ambled over and stood behind her slipping his arms around her waist then moving them up.  She gave a little shiver as she guided them over her breasts before moving them to the two clips than needed to be fastened together.  After he’d clipped them together and given her a tiny nuzzle on the side of her neck she turned round and hugged him whilst giving him a kiss.  “I really don’t think we should be doing this.”  “Why not we both enjoy it and no one need ever know if we only do it in our bedroom.”  Mike picked up on the word our but thought it more tactful to let it be. 

 

“I think its time we raided your bank account?”  Mike looked puzzled, “We need food.  Remember we all agreed to pool our resources?” “I did?”  “I'm quite sure we all agreed and there were no dissenters.”  “But won't that mean I'll have no pocket money for beer and entertainments?”  “You'll get it back when we get paid.  Beer is bad for you and I'm sure we can entertain you in the evenings, Melanie has a set of draughts, and we can teach you to embroidery and to sew buttons on shirts.”  Katie wasn't sure if sewing buttons on shirts might be a bit provocative.  Mike knew he had a problem saying no to people but with ten girls looking at him expectantly he stood no chance.  He reluctantly handed over his ATM card “Don’t spend it all at once.”  Katie came and sat on his lap and nuzzled up to him.  “There that didn’t hurt much did it.”

 

Hilary did the sums once more, the cost of ten chain store bicycles was less than ten transit passes for four months besides it would save on gym memberships.  Melanie looked over her shoulder and suggested buying them from a cooperative.  “I’m sure they’d be more expensive.”  “We could look anyway?”  They entered the bike store and found a knowledgeable female assistant who guided them to the sort of bikes that might suit them best.  Melanie took her to one side and asked her if she could concentrate on what would be best first and worry about the money side afterwards.  Soon they had a list of bikes and accessories such as changed saddles for more comfortable wider gel ones, bells, shopping baskets and carriers.  Melanie picked out two e-bikes and two trailers and wanted two spare front wheels and two spare back wheels for the nine bikes and a spare front and back wheel for the two e-bikes and two cargo bike trailers with spare wheels.  The assistant looked down the list, “Oh my it does seem rather a large amount.  Still Harry is a leg man, I suggest talking to him nicely and don’t forget we offer a discount on accessories for a bicycle.  The wheels would be counted as accessories but he might stretch to counting a spare bicycle as an accessory.  I’ll just go and get him then watch the fun.”  Harry came out from the workshop at the back.  “You have some questions I understand?”  “I’d like to buy a bicycle but I thought if I brought two then I’d have a spare one in case of a puncture so would that count as an accessory?”  Melanie slid her knee forward splitting her wrap over long skirt and exposing her stocking clad legs halfway up her thigh.  “Well I suppose I could stretch a point.”  Melanie’s knee moved forward showing a little more stocking top.  Harry was starting to glow a pink colour.  “Would eight spare bicycles count as accessories?”  “On the same bill?”  She touched his arm and leaned in to whisper in his ear “But of course and it’s $100 bills so cash.”  “Give me the complete list and Sara stop your grinning haven’t you got some shelves to tidy up?”  “Yes Harry.” Sara moved away just a little.  Harry got his calculator out and did the numbers and showed Melanie the grand total.  “Now I thought if I brought one of those nice pumps for.”  She squinted at the total “Half the amount you could write 50% discount on the bill for the other?”  She smiled at him holding out a wad of $100 bills.  Harry started counting and nodded.  Melanie called over to Hilary “Come and pay the man.”  Hilary blinked when she saw the bill surely it couldn’t be that low?  She whipped out her money belt and paid Harry quickly before he changed his mind.

 

Sara arrived with one of the bike mechanics “Tom doesn’t think he’ll manage to get everything together this afternoon, in fact we might not even have that number in stock but I thought you’d like to discuss it with him.”  Eventually it was decided that Tom would call them when each bike was ready then put them on the stand to adjust the saddle height to just the right height.  Megan was the first to have her cycle adjusted.  Wearing shorts with the front seam in just the wrong place the gel seat played havoc with her private parts as Tom insisted on her cycling on the rollers so he could get the seat adjusted to maximise the muscle power reaching the rear wheel.  Megan didn’t know about the rear wheel but something was definitely maximising something.  It took Tom nearly twenty minutes to get everything to his satisfaction.  Even Megan was finally fully satisfied though.

 

Mike was invited to attend the monthly management meeting.  “We note that your students having been processing far more images per head than our two students and our regular staff.  Do you have any explanation?”  “I can pop in and talk to them and see if I can make some suggestions.  The image quality varies and I think one of the students wrote some software that helps.”  “Well I’ll put a request into the programming area but I understand the queue is rather long at the moment.”  “Would you like a copy of the software?”  “I think there are restrictions on what can be run on the internal network but perhaps you have room for our two students?”  “Only if they don’t mind working nights.  We have nine desks and machines for eleven people so the girls are working shifts but I’ll check with them to see if they have any ideas.”  “I think we can safely rule that out then, thank you.”

 

Mike stopped by the two students who were manager’s sons.  He glanced at how they were working “Would you like me to ask Claudette to come and give you a few tips?”  “No we’re fine thank you we don’t need a girl to tell us what to do.”  “I think the girls are using some different software.”  He named the package. “We had a look at it but we prefer this one.”  He looked at their method of working and thought he’d just leave them to it although even he could see a slightly different process would speed things up.

 

When he returned he sort out Claudette.  “There are two students doing the same work but in the office, manager’s sons.  They don’t seem to be as productive as we are?”  “Well I looked at what the girls were doing and made a few changes to the process and wrote some macros.  I could go and set them up?”  “Don’t bother they weren’t very receptive when I spoke to them.  So just a couple of macros?”  “Well it seemed a shame to have those workstations sitting idle all night.”  “What have you done?”  “Visual Studio has support for artificial intelligence so I sort of set it up to preprocess the imagery.  It’s getting better and the girls just have to click once most of the time to confirm its findings.”  Mike was sure that managers really ought to know what was going on but whatever.  He wondered what was for tea.  One major change in his life had been budget only allowed for home cooked meals and these the girls were good at. Although even that seemed to use small computer controlled pressure cookers these days or mysterious things that sat in the pan and stirred the water at a precise temperature for Sous Vide cooking.

 

“I’ve been thinking about buying a car to do the shopping.”  “Not very environmentally friendly.”  “Oh didn’t we show you your new bicycle?”  “You can’t carry shopping on a bicycle.”  “You can when its electric and has cargo trailer.  Come and see.” Somehow his dream of an All Wheel Drive turbo charged SUV wasn’t going to happen this week.  Maybe at the end of summer?

 

“Guys I have an addiction to mall shopping.  I really have to do it.”  “Window shopping only?”  “I think Mike’s windows are fine.  They’re low something or other and triple glazed.”  Claudette looked round the room “I’ve said something wrong again I can sense it.”  “We meant looking in the window rather than going through the stores and buying things.”  “Whoops.”  There was something about Claudette in the way she looked at things differently but she was accepted as part of the group.

 

Excitedly they mounted their bicycles, somehow a group of cyclists attracted much more attention than a single one.  When they got to the mall they filled an entire bike stand.  Melanie guided Claudette’s steps to some dresses and held them up against her skin to see which colour looked best.  After they had looked through every shop they sat down over a coffee and discussed what they could afford to buy.  “Looks like we can either afford a T-shirt each or if we all brought knickers they had a bin saying ten pairs for $35.”  “We could have a fashion show for Mike.”  “So wet T-shirts or knickers?”  “T-shirts don’t suit everyone.”  “Could we stretch to two pairs each? Mine are falling apart.” 

 

Melanie looked up, she’d never thought that a summer job could be so entertaining.  Her mother had arranged it all thinking her daughter ought to know a little about how the other half lives.  It was different here being accepted for what she was rather than for her family connections.  She’d even done her own washing.  She was especially proud of that reading the instruction book first and sorting her clothes as well.  She’d pottered around in the kitchen trying out a few things and watching the results being eaten with satisfaction.  Claudette had been amazing with the computers.  Even her laptop ran better now without all the little pop ups it used to have after she’d asked Claudette to take a look at it.  She liked Claudette and was fascinated by the interaction between her and Mike.  Mike and the rest as well.  It was amazing the number of girls in short skirts who found a reason to bend forward to rearrange things when he was around or brush up against him.   

 

Now what was Megan up to?  She recognised the bikini as one she’d been going to borrow from her married sister to swim in her private pool.  “No not that one Melanie, you want something more respectable.”  Her eyes had widen at the tiny bikini her sister had passed her as more respectable.  Her sister had led her into the bathroom and moistened the first bikini, “Sheer when wet, my dear, only to be worn when its just hubby and myself.”  The second bikini’s tiny triangles barely covered her nipples and it was fortunate she was blonde so the odd pubic hair sticking out didn’t look too noticeable.  “I can’t go out in this!”  “Why not, you can stay in the water most of the time and lie on your face on the lounger.  Besides it will stir hubby up and I’ll get the benefit later.  You’ve got the figure flaunt it.”  She had and thoroughly enjoyed the afternoon swimming party and all the male attention she’d received.  She brought herself back to the present and Megan.  She’d need a towel that was certain.  She slipped to the bathroom and lifted a towel from the rail before returning to her chair.  She kept an eye on both the door and Megan.  When Megan lifted her glass of water ready to have her accident she reacted.  Standing then pooling her long skirt before sitting down again.  There was something rather satisfying about catching Mike’s full attention, anyone would think he hadn’t seen the quality of French lingerie and stockings she was wearing before at close range and it upstages Megan beautifully.  She fluttered her eyelashes at him as he approached, “I think its rather warm in here don’t you?  Could you just go over this bit here again?” She turned and tossed the towel in Megan’s direction so she could dry herself off.

 

Claudette cornered her afterwards “You did that deliberately.”  She accused “Yes but better me than Megan and her transparent when wet bikini.  Besides my blouse covers more of me than most of the summer dresses round here.  I’ve got a couple of nightdresses you might be interested in.  I’ve decided they’re the wrong colour for me but only after washing them so I can’t take them back.”  Claudette tried one on it was simply perfect.  “I think the colour suits you better than me.”  Well it ought to after all.  “But I can’t accept this its too expensive.”  “I’ll throw them in the garbage else besides Mike might like them.”  Reluctantly Claudette accepted the gift along with the other two identical ones.  “Oh they need to go in the silk cycle in the washing machine.  By the way have you taken Mike in hand yet?”  Claudette looked baffled “You can milk him so he feels satisfied without going all the way.  I’ll drop by later tonight and demonstrate.”  Claudette looked at the nightgowns again, real silk she carried them upstairs before her conscience got the better of her.  Mike’s reaction when he slid his arms round her that night was gratifying.  Perhaps there was something to be said for this fashion stuff after all. 

 

Melanie walked into Mike’s bedroom as Mike was taking his watch off and getting prepared to get undressed and ready for bed.  “Since you’ve seen my legs I think it only fair you bare yours.”  She walked up to him and undid his top shirt button then teasingly ran her fingers over the exposed chest. Claudette asked to try so Melanie moved out of the way and Claudette undid the next shirt button and moved her fingers across Mike’s chest. Mike took a deep breath in.  “I thought.”  Melanie groped him lightly, “These are just our fingers accidentally touching you as I’m sure you’ll agree.”  Mike nodded as Claudette undid the next shirt button and Melanie his belt at the same time.  He opened his mouth to make a token protest but Claudette just covered his lips with her own.  Another button was unfastened by Melanie and then his zipper was tantalisingly slowly unzipped.  Claudette fingers slid lightly over his sensitive nipples with just the right amount of pressure as her tongue continued to pleasure his mouth.  Melanie’s fingers eased his slacks down over his hips.  Then they accidentally wrapped themselves round his rod with her thumb gently going back and forth over the tip.  “Ready to swap?”  She enquired of Claudette.  Claudette moved to one side and Melanie explained how although there were slight differences from one male to the next most had the same very sensitive bits.  She showed her Mike’s moisture on the end of his rod.  “It’s a useful indication of how aroused he is and it acts as a lubricant as well.  Use one set of fingers under his scrotum and the other hand on the stick itself.  Do it right and you can milk him without risk of getting pregnant.”  Melanie herself moved to his bared chest and contented herself with caressing his chest and face paying special attention to the side of his neck by nuzzling him.  Mike didn’t last long. Melanie kissed him on the forehead as she left.  “Bye guys sleep tight.”

 

“Georgia and Lauren are going to the local University. We all get on well so I wondered about us both transferring then we could find somewhere together?”  “Sounds complicated.”  “But if I can arrange it?”  She might get a glimpse of Mike if she was local, “O.K.”

 

It was Friday at last and the girls felt like celebrating in some way.  “We could have a fashion show for Mike.”  “A competition you mean sort of who makes him the stiffest?”  “How would we judge?”  “I think Claudette could take him in hand and be the judge.”  “And the prize?”  “You don’t have to wash up for a week.”  “Love it.”

 

Katie broke the news to Mike “We’ve decided to have a fashion parade and you’re to be judge.  The prize is being exempt from washing up for a week so the girls will be really keen.”  “I’m not sure if I’m qualified.”  “Of course you are and Claudette has volunteered to monitor your reactions.”  She beamed at him.  Mike was puzzled for a moment then as Claudette sat down on the sofa besides him and started to warm him up with a hand job he realised just how she’d be monitoring him.  “No?”  She smiled at him “Yes, its only a bit of fun and this way we can see what your body thinks rather than what you think is acceptable to say.” 

 

Megan came out first in a pair of backless knickers, Mike gave a slightly puzzled look and Claudette was pleased to see very little reaction.  Melanie was next wearing a very plain pair it was only when Mike noticed how they hugged every pubic hair that Claudette noticed a notable reaction.  Katie came out with her hands over her breasts and twirled round.  He liked the way there was some material at the back rather than a straight thong but wondered how it seemed to pull into her cheeks, elastic in the seam?  Surely not.  “Why are they only wearing knickers?”  He asked Claudette.  “It was all we could afford at the Mall, ten pairs for $35.  Either that or T-shirts and T-Shirts don’t suit everyone.”  “I could raid my savings account I suppose seeing as I won’t be buying a new car any time soon.”  Claudette gave him a long kiss as a thank you.  At the end she announced Alice had won the competition but that Mike had decided to indulge them and both add to the main prize and buy them consolation prizes of a dress each. 

 

It was the final morning of work when Melanie looked at her bank account on line.  “Hey guys I think the pay is finally in.”  Claudette took a look at hers then mentally added it all up.  “Looks right what I think it should be.”  There was a scramble as the others checked their bank accounts.  Mike was relieved at least now he had some hopes of getting his money that had been spent on essentials for the girls back.  Hilary passed out how much money they should pay to Mike or each other and online banking transactions soon had everything straightened out.  “Guys I think we should go out for lunch.”  “Or we could put the desks together and I could cook something special.”  Suggested Georgia.  Mike hesitated for a moment or two.  Traditionally the manager paid for the staff who were leaving and ten lunches weren’t cheap but his bank account was flush.  Georgia saw his hesitation “If we eat at one I have four hours to go and buy and prepare something.  You liked the salmon last time.”  He nodded and Georgia and Melanie set off to shop.  The rest of the girls finished off the set of images they had been working on then got dressed up for lunch.  The desks were moved together and four freshly laundered sheets were spread out as a table cloth.  Katie ran a quick iron over them on the desks.  Melanie had purchased a few flowers which were arranged in vases.  Katie admired the Freesias.

 

The meal was served on china plates that Mike didn’t recall seeing before but was superb.  They had a glass of white wine each but their enjoyment seemed to come more from the company.  Mike relaxed they’d managed to get through the summer.  He hadn’t been sure he was going to make it at times with their teasing him.  He ran his eye along the table pausing at Lauren recalling the taste of her juices on Georgia’s finger and turned red when Georgia looked at him knowingly.

 

Still all good things must come to an end.  The girls packed their bags and left the house until there was just a few in the kitchen cleaning up.  He sat in an armchair and wondered what he was going to do with the spare beds and desks.  Melanie came out of the kitchen with a mug of coffee and handed it to him.

 

“What are you planning to do next?”  “Claudette and myself decided to transfer to the local university then we thought to find somewhere inexpensive to share with Lauren and Georgia.”  The other girls followed, Claudette was dressed in one of her silk night gowns that he’d found so distracting.  “Really cheap.” added Claudette from the doorway.  Melanie kissed him a long lingering kiss on the lips as Claudette crossed the room then knelt down in front of him whilst Claudette kissed him deeply.  He felt his belt being undone then Melanie’s fingers were stroking his firming rod before she lightly kissed the tip.  “We wondered since we don’t work for you any more if we could stay here and pay you in Blow Jobs?”  Mike found Claudette had dropped down in front of him and it was her lips that were doing delightful things to him.

 

“You know I think we should give him some more visuals.” Georgia announced and kissed a shocked Melanie deep on the lips.  “He’s been sneaking peeps at your ankles ever since you pooled your skirt that day.”  Lauren took the hint and unzipped Melanie’s long skirt easing it and her silk knickers down at the same time before covering Melanie’s thighs with kisses working slowly upwards until her mouth covered Melanie’s mound.  “I’m sure you’ll feel more comfortable lying down.”  Melanie found herself lying down on the carpet being tantalised by Lauren’s tongue.  “I’ve trained her well don’t you think?” Mike thought he was in heaven being blown by Claudette, looking at Melanie’s stocking clad thighs when finally Georgia slipped her finger in his mouth covered with Melanie’s juices.  “A taste of Melanie for you.  Now to compare I could dip my finger in Lauren to remind you what she tastes like?”  Lauren looked up invitingly at the promise of Georgia getting her moist enough to pass Mike a finger full of juices “Or perhaps you might like to taste Claudette directly with your tongue.”  Claudette gave a little moan at the thought.  Melanie lay back in a haze of contentment, she knew she shouldn’t but felt much more part of the little group and was content.  She idly wondered what Georgia would taste like.
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