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There had to be a job out there for her. Sophie Walker looked around her tiny apartment and sighed. She couldn't wait to live on her own, and now, she's suffocating in debt. She couldn't wait to get out of the house and move into her own apartment. She wanted out of her drama-filled dysfunctional family and the chaotic life that surrounded them.

She was now stuck in a shitty apartment in one of the most dangerous neighborhoods of New York City. She has no hope of changing her situation either. She put her head into her hands and sobbed. She had recently made out a budget for the next few months and no matter how much she skrimped and saved, she only had a month or so before her world would come crashing down on her.

She leaned back on the couch and caught a glimpse of her reflection in the gold-framed mirror that hung on the wall. She never considered herself beautiful or sexy, but she was decent-looking in her opinion. 

She was plain and never wore much makeup. She had long brown hair and dark brown eyes, a heart-shaped face, and long eyelashes. Most of the time she wore her glasses, but when she was going out, she wore her contacts. She was curvy and had big boobs even though she was on the thin side.

At 23 years old with a college degree, she was broke as hell. She knew that if things got too bad financially, she could move back home. Unfortunately, she'd rather live in her car or in a cheap motel before moving back with her overbearing, demanding mother.

When her mother found out that she was leaving home, she was devastated, but it took her only a couple of days before she turned Sophies's room into an office. She had younger twin brothers who felt the same way she did. They would be going off to college in a couple of years and they couldn't wait to get out of the house.

She had a business degree but she was in debt because of student loans and she wasn't having any luck finding a job. She loved her job at the hospital but thinking about what just happened there, make her sick.

She was a good employee. She was good at her job, never late, and barely called in. She worked her ass off and deserved a promotion. Instead of a promotion and raise, her boss, the chief of staff at the hospital, groped her and tried kissing her during a "private meeting" in his office. 

She was disgusted and wanted to throw up every time she thought about it. He was old enough to be her father, and instead of apologizing for what he did, he blamed her for leading him on. He said that she gave him "mixed signals," an accusation she vehemently denied.

She never told a soul what happened because she knew that if she had, his career would be over. Maybe he really did believe that she was leading him on and giving him mixed signals. She stayed late when he wanted her to, picked up the slack from other employees, turned in her work on time, and even came in early. In her mind, these were not the actions of someone who was looking to fuck her boss. They were simply the actions of a good employee.

After quitting her job at the hospital, she had a hell of a time finding another job. She had convinced herself that it would only take a week or so to find something that interested her, but after a month with still no prospects, she was getting concerned. 

Leaning back on the couch, she bit her nails until her fingers hurt. It was a nervous habit she developed in high school. Thinking about becoming homeless, she immersed herself in a new job search, hoping that something would soon come up.

Billionaire CEO, Reed Bennett was tired and his muscle ached. Every morning before work, he went to the gym to try and release the stress that he was carrying around. Working out like a maniac didn't really do anything to lower his stress levels, but it did give him a banging body.

Sitting at his desk, he felt the familiar anxiety welling up inside of him. 

The pressures of running his billionaire-dollar conglomerate were taking a toll. He wondered why the hell he employed so many people. He buzzed in Leah, who hurried into his office, with her trusty pen and pad in hand. "Yes, Mr. Bennett?" She was a petite woman in her 60s who had worked for him for years. He knew she was having problems doing her job ever since she was diagnosed with rheumatoid arthritis.

She was like family to him and he didn't have the heart to fire her. She couldn't keep up with the workload and she was becoming forgetful. "Leah, can you please set up a meeting with the Redwood Project investors? Also, when you're out and about during your lunch break any time this week, can you buy my mother a nice gift for her birthday?" It made him feel good to see her light up and he smiled to himself. 

Shopping was something that Leah loved and she was quite good a choosing the perfect gift. "Yes, of course, Mr. Bennett." She turned around and walked toward the door. "Oh, and Leah, can you tell Cheryl from HR that I need to see her?"

When she left, he got back to the mound of paperwork cluttering his desk. He was so stressed out. There was always something that needed his attention. He thought about his board of directors. A nice bunch of people, but unmotivated to grow the business. 

He loved the money and his lavish lifestyle and he wasn't going to give them up. He had a reputation of being a bastard, but he didn't mind. In fact, he liked it. There was only one person who really knew him and that was his mother. 

She is a kind and loving woman who helped his father build the empire that is now Bennett Enterprises. She also has an MBA from Harvard and is witty as hell. He was worried about her. 

She was getting up in years and was frail. She already fell a couple of times, but thankfully, she didn't break any bones or hit her head. He moved her into his huge penthouse apartment because he didn't want her to live alone. He alone was unable to provide the care that she needed, so he would need to hire a caregiver for her.

Someone knocked on his door. "Come in." It was Cheryl. She glided into the room and gently closed and locked the door before walking over to his mahogany desk. She smiled at him and he stood up while unbuttoning his shirt. He put his arm around her waist and pulled her close to him for a deep and crushing kiss. 

She was just what he needed to relieve his stress. He kissed her neck and then made his way down to her breasts. "I'm glad you came in today, Cheryl. I'd hate to have to discipline you for calling in again," he moaned as he reached under her skirt to feel her wet pussy.
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