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Sophia bit her lip as Mr. Green reviewed her resume.

Though she wasn't interested in a banking job, she couldn't afford to miss rent again.

Of course, she knew that she could always move back in with her parents, but doing so would just be an admission that she couldn't make it in the real world and she didn't want to give them that satisfaction.

Hell. She was twenty-two, had a college degree and yet they still treated her like a child.

"Now, I see that you majored in Psychology."

She smiled. "Yes. But I took a lot of finance classes." Well. She had taken one, but he didn't need to know that. 

She hated misleading anyone, but she was desperate. She already owed her roommate close to fifteen hundred dollars for all the rent she had missed.

The interviewer smiled as he put down her resume and she noticed that his gold watch had little diamonds on the numbers. Hope blossomed inside of her. Perhaps a banking job wouldn't be so bad if she could buy nice things for herself.

	"And you enjoyed them?"

	She smiled. She had just taken that accounting class to get a higher gpa. She had never thought it would help her when she was trying to apply for a job! 

"Oh yes. I loved learning about credits and debits. It was so simple and beautiful." 

Boy, she hoped he bought that line. She didn't want to go back to sending her resumes to a bunch of companies, hoping that one of them would bite.
Her lack of experience didn't exactly make her the ideal candidate for prospective employers.

	"Then I think you'll love it here just as well. You'll be helping in the wire department to process wires and to verify deposits." 

Her eyes widened. She got the job?

"Thank you, Mr. Green," she responded, relief and gratitude coursing through her. She would do well in the job and would never be behind in her payments again.

He smiled. "There are just a few things we need to sort out."  He flipped her resume over and pointed his pen at her. "Can you please take off your shirt and bra?"

"What?"

Groaning, he pinched his nose. "I'm sorry, Sophia. That came out wrong. You see, there are work discrimination laws and we can't hire too many women with the same cup sizes." His eyes flickered towards her breasts. "They look like B's, but I just want to make sure." He picked up a ruler and handed it to her.

She winced as she took the ruler. "Sorry. It's just that-" Heat flushed her cheeks. How was she going to explain that she thought he was a perv? 

He waved it off and she sighed, relieved. She didn't want to have offended her new boss before she had even started!

She reached for the bottom of her blouse. Thank goodness she had gone with the skirt and blouse instead of that blue dress she had been planning on wearing. It would've been embarrassing to just be sitting in the room with just her panties and her heels on.

She placed the shirt on her lap and then reached for the clasps of her bra. Really. People worried over everything these days. Race, height, weight and now breast size? Where would it all end?

"Excellent," Mr. Green said after she had removed the bra. "Now please hold the ruler underneath your breasts." He smiled as he fished for something in his drawer. She froze when she saw him take out a camera.

He smiled as he turned it on. "For proof that you weren't a DD when we hired you." He took two shots of her. "It will help protect us in case you gain or lose weight."

"Has the bank gotten into any trouble because of breast discrimination?" she asked. It just seemed so random. 

"Not our branch, but the Camden branch got into a little trouble last year when a teller gained some weight." He put the camera down and moved in front of her. "You know people these days. Equal opportunity and all that."

"Oh yes," she quickly agreed. She didn't watch the news, but it seemed like they were always talking about discrimination whenever she flipped through the channels.

"It's a shame, really, but we do what we have to do to keep our name clear." 

Alarm coursed through her when he reached out and cupped one of her breasts. "These really are beauties." She knew she should slap him, but what if he was just making an innocent comment?

Shivers coursed through her when he began teasing her nipple. Was this part of the interview? 

"Thank you," she answered hesitantly, not knowing what to do. Hopefully, he would release her soon, because her nipples were becoming painfully erect.

He smiled as he cupped her other breast. "I feel as if I could suck them all day."

His naughty words sent liquid heat rushing to her core.

Still unsure if he was just making conversation, she spoke cautiously. "Mr. Green, I don't think-"

He chuckled. "Why are you so suddenly shy?" He pinched a nipple and she bit back a groan at the delicious sensation. She hated how her body was responding to him. What he was doing was wrong, but yet a part of her really did want him to suck her breasts.

His clean smell engulfed her as he leaned across and whispered against her ear. "I think we're just about to have a little fun."

Her clothes fell on the floor as she bolted out of her chair. How dare he? She wasn't about to sleep with him to get a job. "I think I better go."

	He chuckled and the laugh sent an ominous threat down her spine. 

	He picked up the camera. "I wouldn't act so rashly if I were you. Step out of those doors and these pictures go straight online."

	Her breath caught in her










































































