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	Episode #1

Hannah cried as she read the eviction notice. She'd have to vacate her apartment in a week because she was three months behind in her rent. She had no savings and no family or close friends that were in a position to help her. 
 

There was no way that she could catch up on her rent payments, and with all the stress in her life, her eating habits were spiraling out of control. She shoved the eviction letter in her pocket to bring it with her to her job at the bar. She hoped that if she showed it to her boss he would either schedule her for some extra shifts or loan her the money so that she could get current on her rent. 

Walking through the bar to get to the time clock, she smiled at the customers, many of them regulars. She didn't want them to see that she was unhappy. 

As she searched for the new schedule that her boss always taped to the wall in the employee break room, she heard her co-worker Conor say "The schedule isn't out yet, Hannah." 

"Oh, okay. Thanks, Conor." She was hoping that it would be out by now but since it wasn't, she decided to have a talk with her boss, Mike. She asked Conor if Mike was in a good mood. "I haven't seen him yet, but based on his moods in general, I'd say he's in a shitty mood." He got up from the table and walked out of the break room. "See you later, Hannah." She waved and said, "See ya, Conor."

Walking down the corridor, she looked inside Mike's office to find him looking at a piece of paper on his desk, which she hoped was the new schedule. She knocked on the door and he looked up and then back down at his desk. "Yes," he said. "Excuse me, Mike," she nervously said. "Can I speak to you for a minute?" He sighed and said, "Sure, come on in and have a seat."

"I'm not sure how to say this, Mike, but..." He groaned and said, "What is it? Just spit it out." The way he stared at her made her nervous. 

"I just wanted to ask if you could give me some extra hours. I could use the money and I'll work any shifts that you give me. Even double shifts," she said. She knew it sounded like she was pleading with him, but she didn't have a choice. She was desperate for extra money.

She decided not to show him the eviction notice because judging by his attitude, she knew he wouldn't care. He looked down at his desk and she noticed that he had a worried look on his face. 

"Hannah, I have to tell you something," he said. The tone of his voice was grim. "What is it, Mike?"
 

"I wanted to wait a couple more days, but I see no reason to prolong it. Hannah, you have been one of my best employees and I've always appreciated your dedication to the bar and your hard work for the last four years," he said.

This didn't sound good. "What are you trying to say, Mike?" Again, his eyes fell to the paper he was looking at on his desk. He sat back in his chair, picked up the paper, and gave it to her. 

She looked down at it and skimmed through the words. Looking up at him with tears in her eyes, she said, "I'm fired?"

"I'm sorry, Hannah. I have no other choice. I sold the bar. It hasn't been making a profit and I don't see things picking up anytime soon. 

"When is my last day?" she asked, hoping that she wouldn't start sobbing. 

"The buyer needs us to be out in a couple of weeks." 

She rubbed her eyes. Words escaped her. "So, the sale is final?" He nodded his head, "I didn't want to wait until the last minute to tell you and the rest of the staff," he said.

She felt sick and dizzy as she tried walking toward the door. Her life was spinning out of control and he could no longer hold back the tears that were welling up in her eyes. 

"Mike, you should have told us sooner. We all have bills to pay and some of the employees have families to support."

"I realize that and I'm sorry," he said.

She turned away and looked around his office. It would probably be the last time she'd see it. "Hannah, hold on," he said. She wanted to ignore him, but she looked at him. "What is it, Mike?"

"Please keep this between you and me. I need some time to figure out what I'm going to do and how I'm going to break it to the rest of the staff," he said.

"Are you fucking kidding me? You need to tell them right away so that they can start looking for jobs."

"Please, Hannah," he said, softly. "Fine. I'll give you until tomorrow at this time. If you haven't told them by then, I will," she said.

She took a few deep breaths to quell her anxiety and headed toward the time clock to punch in for her shift. She needed to figure out what she was going to do. With no job, no savings, and with her credit cards maxed out, she'd be living on the streets in no time. 

For a brief second or so, she considered becoming an escort. Her friend from college was an escort and she made a ton of money, mainly from older, rich men. 

Some of them wanted sex but others just wanted a pretty date to bring to their corporate events. Fortunately for her, all of her clients were respectful and treated her well. 

Hannah knows that she'd make a bad escort. She's pretty enough, but being a virgin, she doesn't know her way around a dick very well. Soon, this will change.

 

Episode #2

Hannah walked into her apartment after an exhausting shift at the bar and promptly grabbed a bag of potato chips and French onion dip from the fridge. She knew that she'd hate herself after scarfing down the entire bag of chips and container of dip, but she couldn't help it. She'd start eating better once her life was in order.

A glass of wine to go with her snack was just what she needed to take the edge off her anxiety. Wine always helped her think more rationally and it kept her from freaking out about everything. She took a sip and then searched the job listings on her computer. She always wanted to work from home so she focused on finding a telecommute job.

When nothing came up that met her criteria for working from home, she narrowed her search. Maybe she would try to find a job in the restaurant or bar industry, but she really needed a change. She was getting burnt out from working in bars all these years. Maybe she'll switch gears and consider a career in the corporate world.

Her corporate experience is lacking since she's only worked in the hospitality industry since graduating college, but she wants to try. Perhaps some hot lawyer or business mogul will give her a chance. 

One job posting for a personal assistant at Lancaster Enterprises caught her eye. She bookmarked the website and then closed her laptop. Looking forward to soaking in a hot bubble bath, she finished her wine and headed to the bathroom.

She settled into the hot bubbly and fragrant water until it completely covered her up to her neck. Feeling her eyes well up with tears once again, she just let them flow down her cheeks. 

She needed a good cleansing cry. Keeping her frustrations and fears bottled up inside of her always triggered a binge eating event, but she was trying to change that. She hated feeling helpless and losing control of her life. 

She'd have to cancel her gym membership because of her job loss but she would keep up with her fitness regimen by watching videos online. She didn't want her weight to spiral out of control and when she exercised she felt like she was doing something positive for herself. 

Just as she was starting to relax, her phone rang. The caller ID said "Tori," her best friend since middle school. She would have let the call go to voicemail, but she knew that if she didn't answer, Tori would keep calling until she did.

"Hey, Tor, What's  up?" Hannah asked.

"Not much at all. Same old shit. What's going on with you," Tori asked.

"Same," Hannah replied.

Tori asked, "I was wondering if you're gonna be free on the weekend of the 8th because I'm planning a spa weekend with a couple of my co-workers and I want you to come."

Hannah, soon to be unemployed, knew there wouldn't be any money left over for gas or entertainment so she's have to make something up. She didn't want Tori to know that Mike sold the bar and that she would soon be unemployed. Besides, she was in no mood to talk about it. 

"Damn, Tor! I'm going to a training conference that weekend. Mike and some of our new vendors are hosting it and I have to be there," she said. "Believe me, I'd rather join you for a spa weekend than have to listen to Mike drone on about customer service and his new glassware venture at the training conference."

"It won't be the same without you, Hans," Tori replied.

"When I go into work tomorrow, I'll find out who else is going to the training thing and if the consensus is that it's no big deal, maybe I won't go," Hannah said.

"Sounds good. Text me as soon as you find out so that I can make the hotel reservations." Tori said.

"Will do, Tor. I'll let you know," Hannah replied.

She quickly ended the call, finished drying herself off, and put her pajamas on. 

She felt bad about not telling Tori about her job situation. She just couldn't muster up the energy to discuss it. In her state of mind she would have broken down and she didn't need that negative energy now. She had been through enough for one day.

She wasn't going to turn her computer back on until tomorrow, but she wanted to spend as much time as possible looking for employment. She prayed and put as much positive energy out into the universe in the hope of landing her dream job very soon. 

She could always apply for unemployment but who knows if she'd get approved or how long it would take. She needs a job now. 

Just as she was about to close her laptop, she noticed a listing posted by Lancaster Enterprises. The company was seeking a personal assistant for its CEO, Demetri Lancaster. 

She had heard of Lancaster Enterprises. It's always on the news and it gets a ton of press in the media. There was a weird requirement though. Instead of submitting a resume and having a video or phone interview, the applicant had to schedule an appointment for an "in-person" interview through the company's employment portal.

Strange as it sounded, especially in this day and age, she scheduled her appointment. She needed to find a job quickly so she made her appointment for the following day, her day off from the bar. She still has a couple of weeks of employment left before the bar closes, but the sooner she gets a new job, the better.

She'll get a good night's sleep so that she'll look well-rested for her job interview tomorrow. She doesn't know what to expect, and even though she doesn't have any experience as a personal assistant, she has exceptional organizational skills and is a quick learner. 

Before she went to bed, she did a quick internet search on Demetri Lancaster and Lancaster Enterprises. She wanted to be as well-informed as possible in case the interviewer tests her knowledge about the company.

