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So Close...

Gemma always  got  a  weak bladder  when she  was  nervous.  That  was  why,  three 
minutes before her interview, she was in the Ladies instead of waiting out in reception 
where she was supposed to be.  What  if  they called for her and she wasn't  there? 
Would she forfeit her chances? 

This thought got her moving and she quickly washed her hands, gave herself a glance 
in the mirror and dashed out into the foyer. There was no one else there, waiting, just 
the cute guy on the desk, cradling the telephone between shoulder and ear. 

"Gemma?" he called, with a welcoming smile. 

She smiled, knowing that it brightened her eyes and accented the dimple in her cheek, 
and nodded. 

He beckoned her over, coming out from behind the desk and leading the way to a door 
that opened out into a corridor, another door propped open directly opposite. 

"Straight through there," he gestured. 

Gemma noticed  he  was  wearing  a  name  badge  and,  as  she  scooted  through  the 
entrance, she looked him straight in the eye and replied, "Thanks, Matt."

She could feel his gaze on her receding figure as she straighted herself up so as to 
look more confident than she felt and sashayed through the door. Behind a table sat 
three stern looking individuals. The man, seated in the middle, had his eyes just over 
Gemma's shoulder and for a second he furrowed his brow in displeasure. Gemma felt 
her  heart  quicken.  Fortunately,  when  his  focus  found  her  he  had  relaxed  his 
expression and he stood to greet her. 

___

Keith shifted his gaze from Matt's dropped jaw - that boy could be so immature - and 
concentrated on the candidate he had shown in.

"Pleased to meet you," Keith said, hand out to shake the sixth applicant's hand of the 
day. 

"Thank you for the opportunity," she replied, giving a firm but not unpleasant grip.

Keith introduced his colleagues and sat back down, indicating that - he glanced down 
at his list - Gemma, should do the same on her side of the table. 
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The  interview commenced  similarly  to  the  previous  five.  Her  answers  were  well 
prepared and she spoke with a  soft  confidence that  appealed to  Keith.  She freely 
admitted she still had things to learn, and hoped that all future projects would allow 
her to develop new skills.

Keith let Angela ask the majority of questions. That was her job, as a member of 
Human  Resources.  Kelly,  his  assistant,  was  only  there  to  meet  the  quota.  Each 
interview panel required three members, so as not to tie the vote. 

He was impressed with Gemma's portfolio, by far the most professional of all the ones 
offered that day. It wasn't extensive, but it was varied enough to demonstrate that she 
had the necessary skills for the job. It would possibly be a simple question of whether 
or not she would fit in,  be able to work with the company's occasionally difficult 
clientèle.

The interview ended with Gemma requesting some clarification on working hours and 
benefits - sensible, practical inquires that few of the other candidates had bothered 
with. Keith was pleased, she was potentially the front runner; references dependent of 
course. 

He rose to shake her hand again and smiled back at her with a warmth he had not 
extended to the previous  candidates.  She was pretty,  but not  so stunning that  she 
would  distract  his  male  counterparts:  this  was  important  to  Keith,  knowing  his 
colleagues as he did. 

"Can you see yourself out?" Keith asked. One final test: if she couldn't figure out that 
the exit was two doors in a straight line then she would drop in his estimations.

Fortunately there was no such concern.

"No problem," she beamed, "Thank you again for the opportunity."

It was only as she turned to leave that Keith realised that Matt's earlier expression was 
linked not to the curvy figure of the interviewee in question, but the fact that her rear 
was clearly on display thanks to the skirt that was tucked into her knickers. 

Before Keith could say anything she strode out the doors and into reception.

"Perhaps we better  ask Matt  to  warn her  before  she  leaves  the building,"  Angela 
suggested, as though she had seen this happen all too often before. 

What a shame, thought Keith, so close too.
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___

Gemma almost  skipped out  of the room. She had nailed it.  She couldn't  think of 
anything that could have gone better. They even seemed impressed with her portfolio. 
Thank god she'd stayed up to reformat it and change the graffiti art college folder for a 
more sleek, professional black wallet instead.

She exited the company through their automatic doors and felt the sunshine on her 
face. A good omen, she thought. She was lifting her face to feel the warmth of the air 
on her skin when she heard her name being called.

"Gemma, er, Miss Hartley."

She looked over her shoulder and saw Matt running toward her.  Wow. Were they 
going to offer her the job on the spot? Had it been that quick? She must really have 
impressed them if they were getting their receptionist to run after her. 

She turned to face the man approaching, hoping that she would get to flirt with him a 
little once she started her new job at the company. It would be nice to have a bit of 
banter going with a work colleague, though she couldn't be sure he wasn't gay.

She felt a breeze on her back, it rippled up her bare legs and tickled her thigh. It felt 
odd. She was sure that her skirt didn't come up so high...

Just as Matt  reached her she moved a hand to straighten her skirt,  in case it  was 
blowing up in the wind. It was then that she  realised the breeze on her thigh was 
because her entire left buttock was on display. Her skirt was tucked into her pants....

Oh God, she thought, I can never come back here, ever, again.
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