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Sharma's uniform stretched across her body, the top barely staying buttoned. The uniform, a black vest and white shirt with black pants, gave her a sophisticated appearance. Tripp's Bar & Grill catered to the richer clientele and as such the workers wore uniforms which reflected the service—upscale and classy. Sharma prided herself on always looking as best she could, but the damn button-up blouse barely contained her ample rack. She tugged on the blouse trying to make it come together better in the front hoping to cover the gaping between the buttons. She feared a button would pop and then the customers would see everything she had.

"Sir, the pants and vest fit fine, I just need a blouse that's a little bigger," Sharma said to her boss and owner of the bar, Tripp Collins.

The man grinned as he looked at Sharma. His amusement in her predicament caused a fierce blush to ride across her face. "I think it looks just fine. If you pop a button, I'll give you a larger shirt." Tripp chuckled.

"Really?" Sharma sighed heavily. It turned into a lost cause.

"Hey, listen, the uniforms come in a package together. Blouse, vest, and pants. If I give you a blouse that is larger, so will the pants and vest. I can't afford to split up the uniforms like that." Tripp smiled at Sharma.

"Problems of a girl with big boobs and a slender body otherwise," she said. It was indeed an issue she had when shopping for clothing. She often had trouble buying clothes unless they came as separates.

"Sounds like a good problem to have," Tripp said.

"Not if you have a boss unwilling to split a uniform to give her a blouse that fits. Can I look around at the mall for a white blouse that fits better? Surely, I can find one that matches this shirt," Sharma said.

"You can do that if you want, but I'm not paying for a separate white blouse," Tripp said.

The man had a hard nose and a tight clench on his finances. "Of course, you won't. But if I find one and it fits, can I wear it?"

"I said you can if you want. Just don’t expect me to pay for it. I already pay a pretty little penny for the uniforms as they are. These packages aren't cheap. I feel I'm offering great perks by providing the clothing," Tripp said.

"It would be if the clothing fit right," Sharma said.

"Good problems to have. I'm telling you, lots of girls are jealous of your big rack and tight little body," Tripp said as he tousled her hair. She ducked from it because she had her hair styled and pulled back into bobby pins and a scrunchy ponytail holder.

If it wasn't for the fact that Sharma loved her job as a server she would have protested more or found another job. But during her lunch break, she traipsed over to the mall in search of a white blouse. It took some looking and she finally found one in one of the dress shops. She bought just the one and headed back to work earlier so she could show it to Tripp. She ducked into the restroom and changed out of the work blouse and into the one she bought.

Tripp always made sure everyone knew he ran the place. Customers knew the man because he made it his business to introduce himself. He ran a tight ship, not allowing his employees to slack on the job. He talked with a customer when Sharma walked in while wearing the new white blouse. It didn't look exactly like the uniform but came close enough. She didn't want to wear it without showing it to Tripp first.

"Hey, Tripp, can I talk to you for a moment," Sharm asked.

"You're early." Tripp smiled as he ogled her body. She quietly shut the door behind her.

"Sir, I've bought this blouse, will it do?" Sharma said as she stepped to the man, so he could inspect it.

"Okay, see here, there's a seam running through the collar that's not on my uniform. And the buttons are different. These are pearl white, iridescent. Mine are white plastic." Tripp stared at her as he pointed out the subtle differences. She knew he'd do as much and she came prepared to argue her case.

"I figured you'd notice these things, but look," Sharma held up the blouse that came with the uniform and stepped back from Tripp. She held it up to the side, so he could compare the new one with his. "As you can see it's not very noticeable. I mean someone would have to look closely at my blouse and at other servers to see the white seam running through the collar and the buttons. Please, I feel like I can breathe in this blouse. I won't have to worry about the buttons popping off."

Tripp chuckled and shook his head. He could be a dick at times. "You realize this takes away from the sophisticated classy uniform look I have going on with my employees. I can't allow this to be a habit with the servers," Tripp said.

"Look, I need to wear a blouse in a size larger. If you won't do this, then please give me another uniform in a size larger and let me have the blouse out of it," Sharma said. 

Tripp sighed heavily. "Okay, this is for you only. No one else has ever given me problems with the uniforms I freely provide. I mean if you could fit your pants and vest into the size bigger, I'd happily give you the bigger size. I'm not splitting up the set though."

"Of course, you're not. And with me buying my own blouses you don't have to. I just don't want this to be something you feel interferes with my work." Sharma wanted to make sure the boss knew she was trying to please him.

"Okay. Buy another blouse or two. Make sure it's just like the one you're wearing. Unless you find one that matches mine better," Tripp said.

"Thank you, Tripp," Sharma said. 

"You're dismissed," Tripp said. Sharma walked near him to leave the room and he reached out and smacked her on the ass. She whipped around and glared at him. He dared her with his stern expression to say something. "That's right, I'm boss."

Sharma shook her head. She went back to work and said nothing about wearing a different blouse. No one else noticed either, not the servers and certainly not the customers. She happily shopped for two more blouses after work, the only other two in her size. Three blouses gave her enough to wear and wash throughout the week.

After the blouse incident, Tripp seemed more interested in her. He commented on her clothing often. "You know your ass looks fine in the pants. I think my blouse topped it off," he said as he grinned.

Sharma spun around on the man. "Really? Why are you so fixated on my body?"

Tripp pulled her to him. "Because you have the hottest body here," he said. 

She wondered why he never asked her out if he was so interested in her body. He found any excuse he could to comment on how she looked, how hot she was, or he'd pat her ass as she walked by. He reached out and smacked her ass as she trailed to the time clock after her shift was over. She spun around again. "Really Tripp? I should complain about this," she threatened.

He grinned and nodded with an amused look on his face. "Go ahead. Complaints get you fired. No one can prove what I've done. It's all for fun anyway. While you're on the clock, that fine ass is mine," he said and laughed. 

She pivoted and stomped to the time clock. He trailed up behind her. "Hey, Sharma. It's a joke. It's all a joke. Like you are flirting with Pete Somers out there. I saw the way you shimmy your chest at him and bat your eyes. You brush your hand against his." Tripp kept a smug look on his face.

"He tips big. It's worth it," Sharma said. It was no use in denying her flirting tactics to get more tips. And Tripp was right. It was no different her flirts with the customers or his with her.

Tripp's ass slapping became an everyday occurrence. The man didn't let up. In fact, he made sure he stood where he knew she'd be walking by just so he could slap her across the ass. One time she even backed up when he was preoccupied so he could slap her ass. It got to where she laughed about it with him, expected it even.

"Damn, you're going to throw your hips out if you keep wiggling them that way," he said the next day as she
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