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  BOTTOM PERFORMER


  Lynn Lake


  “You worried about your performance evaluation?” Brenda asked, her mouth full of chocolate bar.


  Chloe leaned back in her chair and stretched her arms out over her head, kicked her legs up and crossed them on top of her desk. “Do I look worried?” she purred, lacing her fingers

  in behind her blonde head.




  “You’re the bottom performer in terms of sales,” Brenda helpfully pointed out. She, like the rest of the staff at the real estate firm, was more than a little put off by

  Chloe’s glib complacency.




  “And what a bottom it is,” the twenty-two year old responded, wriggling in her chair and grinning at her colleague. “All I need is a couple of hot male prospects and I’ll

  be shaking my booty into big, big commissions in no time. You’ll see.”




  “See what?”




  The girls jumped. Marilyn Baines, the “bane of their existence,” had caught them unawares, again. Sound-absorbent carpet and rubber-soled shoes were a lethal combination for company

  loafers.




  Brenda dropped her chocolate and snatched up her phone, began furiously pounding buttons like she’d just remembered a hot cold-call lead. Chloe stretched her arms and legs straight out

  like a cat and let out a yawn, giving the stern-faced office manager a good, wet view of her pink tongue and mouth.




  “Seashore,” she said, looking up at Marilyn. “We were discussing some seashore subdivisions.” She grinned. “Try saying that three times.”




  Marilyn looked at her watch. “Your performance evaluation was scheduled for three o’clock,” she stated tersely. “But since you seem to be otherwise unoccupied,

  we’ll do it now.” She spun around and stalked away from the cubicles, down the hall to her office.




  Chloe watched the woman’s tight buttocks clench beneath her knee-length gray skirt, thinking how appropriate those cheeks were to the forty-four year old’s personality. “You

  know,” she remarked to Brenda, “Marilyn wouldn’t be a bad-looking dame if she broke open that bun of hers and let her red hair hang loose. And broke up that monochromatic wardrobe

  of hers with a little colour, and cleavage.”




  Chloe was dressed provocatively, as usual, in a red satin blouse open three buttons and a black leather skirt, riding thigh on her black-stockinged legs. Slim of limb and taut of breast and bum,

  she liked to flaunt her body like her indifference.




  Brenda hung up on the voice repeating the time and temperature. “I hadn’t noticed,” she said, staring at Chloe’s lithe body with obvious envy. “Aren’t you

  going for your evaluation? She’s waiting for you.”




  Chloe let out another yawn. Then, finally, got up off her backside and put it in motion. “Let the flogging begin,” she quipped, strolling slowly away down the hall.




  “Yeah, good luck!” Brenda called after her. Then, when the girl was out of earshot, “And good riddance.”




  Chloe walked into Marilyn’s office and took a seat across from the woman’s desk. She perched eagerly on the edge of the chair, crossing her legs and folding her hands in her lap,

  pasting an inane customer-care smile on her pouty red lips. “Shall we talk bonuses first?”




  Marilyn clenched her hands tighter together atop her desk, her pursed lips burning almost as white as her knuckles. “Your sales figures this past quarter were terrible,” she stated

  coldly. “You’re the bottom performer in your—”




  “Bottom’s up, I say,” Chloe interrupted, sliding off the chair and to her feet, already bored. This was her fourth career in three years, made possible by an overindulgent

  father who’d garnered a small fortune in the garment industry; he was the genius behind paw-print leather patches stitched onto the rear-end of women’s jeans.




  Chloe strolled around Marilyn’s desk, looked out of the floor-to-ceiling window that provided a spectacular view of the city below. “I could get used to this,” she said.




  “Why, you—”




  “Careful, Marilyn,” Chloe cautioned, placing her hands on the rising hem of her skirt and bending over slightly to fully appreciate the forty-storey drop to the busy street below.

  Her cheeky bottom stuck out almost into her boss’s face where she’d spun around in her chair. “My daddy has bought and sold bigger and better companies than this one. Not to

  mention—”
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