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Ravishing Her Fifth Base 

The bistro buzzed with patrons ordering sandwiches and coffees. Jennifer peered through the crowd looking for her friend. Finally, she spotted her across the room and Jennifer rushed forward and embraced her dear friend from her college years. “Shelly, you look fantastic. I love what you’re doing with your hair, straight and to your shoulders. The highlights set off your blue eyes. And looking good, you haven’t changed a bit,” Jennifer said.

“Look at you. I love your hair, you always look good with the up sweep. Looks a little darker though than the platinum blonde you had in college,” Shelly said.

Jennifer chuckled. “Yeah, this is my natural color. Some call it dirty blonde, I like to call it blonde trying to be brown.”

“Still a looker, anyone special in your life?” Shelly went to a table in the small bistro and Jennifer joined her.

“Nope, footloose and fancy free or however that saying goes. I dated David for a while, but it didn’t work out. That’s okay, right now I’m out exploring my options,” Jennifer said. “What about you? Did you and Ted get married and have those two point five children you often talked about doing?”

Shelly shook her head and waved her hand with a chuckle. “Oh no. We had gotten engaged, but I realized with my work, I had to choose between life and family with him or my career. Guess what won?”

“Career?” Jennifer shook her head. “Wow, you did a one eighty on that.”

“Yeah, well, I landed into a good position, but a demanding one. I realized one day I enjoyed the work and ladder climbing of my career more than being with Ted. That spoke volumes and I set him free and myself free as well. Haven’t looked back since. I date when it’s convenient, but right now it’s not on my priority list. I’m not sure I ever want to have children, so I’m not listening to any biological clock. My goodness, did I tell you how good you look? Like you’re serious eye-candy.  Look at you,” Shelly gushed.

Jennifer blushed. She’d been told time and again how she looked like a runway model, with her tall slender legs, her shapely bosom, her always trendy styled hair. She worked hard at her appearance and it was refreshing to hear it from an old friend. “Well, sweetie, I don’t see how a lucky millionaire or billionaire hasn’t swept you up yet. You’re definitely eye-candy too. You sure you don’t have a sugar daddy taking you on long weekend trips to exotic places?” Jennifer asked.

“I’ll never tell,” Shelly said and chuckled while she winked at her friend. 

The two chatted on discussing old times, what other friends and acquaintances were doing now and how much they’d missed each other’s company and friendship. Then the conversation turned to what each one was doing now. Jennifer was reeling from Shelly’s total change of career from what she wanted in college, but it intrigued her too because she had changed her life.

“Tell me what you’ve been up to these days? Did you ever land that job with the conglomerate?” Shelly asked.

“I did. I worked in accounting while living at home. I recently left the position because they moved the company to Singapore and I wasn’t willing to be relocated. They gave me an early retirement for just the two years I’ve put in. Plus, I saved every penny because I lived at home with my parents. I moved closer to downtown now so I can search for work, but I have enough put back I can live for another year or two on my savings. It’s giving me time to find out what I really want to do,” Jennifer said.

“You lived with your parents the past couple of years?” Shelly made a face.

“Not that bad, really. They traveled all over the world and needed me to house sit and watch their dog. So instead of paying rent on a place I wasn’t staying I opted to move in with them. It worked out well. But they came back, and I took my opportunity to move out,” Jennifer said.

“Eh, I guess that’s understandable. I work as a financial advisor in the financial center. I love my job but it’s very cut-throat. Which is why I had to focus my attention on it instead of marrying Ted,” Shelly said.

“Really? Cut-throat? I would think it a cushy job,” Jennifer said as she sipped her iced coffee.

“Cut-throat with the fact it’s a male-dominated place. You know how testosterone is. I either had to shoulder in and duke it out for my place, or take what really works well, my looks, my body, and woo my way up the ladder like that.” Shelly lifted her brow while shimmying her shoulders.

“Ah, I see. So, you might have a sugar daddy, a big investor who entertains you on the weekends,” Jennifer said as she giggled. The idea actually intrigued her.

“Well, let’s say in the male-dominated industry of the financial markets, a female has to do what she has to climb those ladders. And though to some it might seem like I’m selling out, I’m actually having fun with it. And you can see why I didn’t get married. Ted would have never approved of what I’m doing, all the flirting, the outfits I wear to work, all of it is to garner attention from the opposite sex and work my way into the top with my assets. It’s all about how you use what you have. Honey, let me tell you, with your looks, you’d climb high in this industry. Have you thought about working in finances? Your degree fits with it too,” Shelly said. “Hey, I have a fantastic idea! Since you’re not working now, this would be a great opportunity to put your feelers out. I am here on business, as you know, attending a financial convention. You could come along with me as my guest. I can introduce you to possible leads for a job.” Shelly’s brow lifted.

“Yeah, that might be fun. A little networking, a little meeting new people,” Jennifer said as she nodded eagerly.

“Let me give you advice. Read up on it, the financial investment industry is very viable and profitable. If you’re good with numbers, which I know you are, then you might enjoy a career in this field,” Shelly said.

“Honestly, I’ve considered it. So, okay, I’ll go with you,” Jennifer said.

Shelly threw her arms around her friend. “Oh, thank you! I have a confession though, I mean it will be a great way for you to get your feet wet and see if you’d enjoy a career in the financial investment end, but there are ulterior motives for wanting you with me. I need help in drumming up business and this industry is very male oriented, testosterone run. They enjoy eye candy, and as such, you own the power of persuasion,” Shelly said.

“You want me to dress sexy and entice the males to give you business?” Jennifer looked at her friend and shook her head.

“Well, yes! You are drop-dead gorgeous. You’d be able to sell meat to a vegetarian. Please, do that for me? I really need the help,” Shelly begged.

“Okay, okay, I’ll do this because you’re a good friend, and because I also need to network which eventually I need to find a better job.  What do I need to wear? How do I need to act?” Jennifer asked as she rubbed her hands together excited for a new adventure.

“It’s well-known in this industry the only way a woman can climb to the top is sheer dumb luck or she has to use her natural assets and flirt and flatter and be willing for a little slap and tickle. You definitely have the assets,” Shelly said.

“As do you! Which is why I’m surprised you need my help,” Jennifer said.

“I flaunt my assets, trust me. But I also need help. The competition is fierce, because I’m competing against other men, and men just assume a man would be better suited for these positions. I must get their attention somehow, and this is how. Dress should be business attire, but not frumpy. Think business sexy. Wear your sexiest business outfit, you know a tight skirt with a slit that shows your upper thigh. Wear a blouse, but unbuttoned low enough to give any lucky man close enough to you a nice peek at your bountiful breasts. Be flirty, be sexy, and don’t be offended at the sexist way this industry runs. I want to get ahead and I
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