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‘Janet? Janet!’

‘Hi Sandy,’ Janet said staring at her phone trying to get the right lighting for her selfie.

‘Everyone wants to know what is up with you?’

‘What do you mean? Do you mind if I take a selfie where you are standing? Better light.’

‘Ever since the last time we came to this club you changed. Your hair. Your outfits. Your social media. What is going on,’ Sandy said angry that her friend was basically ignoring her to get a selfie in the mirror with a vapid look on her face.

‘I upgraded. Simple as that. I had an opportunity that opened my eyes one night and have been riding that train ever since,’ Janet said very matter-of-fact.

‘Opened your eyes. I want to know the schedule of this train. You walked right by us while we were in line. Straight through security,’ Sandy replied with an incredulous look on her face.

‘Membership has its privileges,’ Janet replied as if nothing was off.

‘What about Jay? You were chasing him for a year and finally hooked up six weeks ago. Since then, you have not returned his calls. You were all over him and now nothing.’

‘The chase is better than the catch. Sex was below average.’

‘Ok. I can give you that one. Membership has its privileges?’

‘Yeah, you have to look the part to play in the deep end of the pool. Hi Daisy. The light is better on this side of the sink. I think they went for a cheap replacement bulb on the far light,’ Janet said to her friend and mentor.

‘Thanks, Janet. Already picking up a protege? I hope you are as fast a learner as she is,’ Daisy said winking at Sandy.

‘A protege? Me,’ Sandy replied feeling like she was falling down a rabbit hole.

‘Definitely potential there,’ Daisy replied lining herself up for a selfie.

‘First thing, Sandy. Pull the zipper down on your skirt. Letting it ride up an inch makes you look desperate. Guys see through that,’ Janet said pointing out the zipper on Sandy’s black skirt that was in front and an inch above the bottom.

‘Or they think you are easy but if you don’t go home with them, they will never call you,’ Daisy said going through her selfies looking for the right one to post.

‘They certainly will not call you later if you go home with them,’ Janet replied.

‘Janet, what is going on with you,’ Sandy said to the friend she hardly knew anymore.

‘How about we have a little talk Sandy,’ Janet said leaving the ladies room with her friend.

Daisy felt a little quiver inside regarding Sandy who she felt had some potential. Janet was a quick learner playing the game with Carlos’ company to be the star during the software transition. Also, showcasing her future breast upgrades to everyone so guys will pay for further upgrades was a genius move. Guys are stupid and will fork over dough for her to get larger breasts.

As they walked to the bar, Janet leaned over to Sandy giving her some advice.

‘Do not order shots. Guys are going to swarm you because of me. Let them buy you a soda and in return you flirt and converse with them. Fifteen minutes max,’ Janet whispered to her friend.

‘Yeah, duh,’ Sandy replied.

‘You are about to go swimming in the deep end of the pool. Act like you belong. Nobody likes a sloppy drunk. I know your propensity for shots,’ Janet tossing a knowing glance at Sandy.

The moment they hit the bar they were surrounded by guys with Janet taking the lead. Janet picked the cutest one for her and the next cutest for Sandy knowing her type even ordering diet sodas for themselves.

Janet started the conversation with the guys telling them how she was catching up with her bestie, Sandy, giving Sandy multiple platitudes to impress her suitor. 

Sandy was a little overcome noticing a more confident Janet and the guy buying her a drink. She saw his face in the listing of the city’s most eligible bachelors. A doctor. Number fifteen she thought to herself.

Janet told the story of how she felt like a drone in her office where the cubes were setup like whack a mole. One day, she walked by the hairdresser and after a simple hair change to show herself off, she cast aside the old her and found the new me.

After fifteen minutes of light conversation, Janet mentioned that she had to go to the bathroom pulling Sandy along with her. Once inside the bathroom, Janet turned and smiled to Sandy.

‘Good job. I think he likes you. Make him your floor for future boyfriend material,’ Janet said while lining up to take a selfie in the mirror.

‘I have Scott,’ Sandy said staring at Janet.

‘What is your future with Scott?’

‘He is a nice guy.’

‘Nice guy. His future is middle management like your own as you hop around from one dead end job to the next. Get married. Move to the suburbs. Have a couple of kids. Boring vanilla life,’ Janet replied taking more selfies while playing with her hair and showing off what little cleavage she had. A photo was posted letting everyone know that her 500 cc breasts were on the way.

‘It is not that bad.’

‘Who were you just talking to? The fifteenth most eligible bachelor in the city. Doctor. Specialist. Already makes well into the six figures. Million-dollar salary potential. Your full-time job would be raising children and managing his charitable foundations for tax purposes,’ Janet said smiling at Sandy.

‘I never looked at it that way before,’ Sandy said as if a light went on in her head.

‘We can be honest. Both of us are husband hunting. We want guys to court us. Take us to dinner. Be decent in bed. Not a complete chad in public. If the guy is hot and successful, it makes our lives easier. We just have to support him. Easier to support someone making millions than someone working in middle management always looking over his shoulder to be laid off.’
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