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Trisha sat in her cube in the Accounting Dept. of Monica’s corporate headquarters finishing up the bank reconciliation for the company payroll account. This should be something quite simple. The account is a zero balance, meaning for every check cashed, the appropriate amount is transferred to the account. Easy peasy. Except for when it came to balancing the account. It never quite balanced right. It was always out of whack for some odd reason and nobody, even the auditors, could figure out why. All of the money was accounted for but something was off. Usually, it was that one employee who never cashed their payroll checks on time or the one who saves them up for some reason. 

As Monica’s continued to grow the bank reconciliations grew more and more complex with every month. First, just the stores and then the regional accounts. Now that they were franchising nationwide, there was a lot to keep track of in terms of funds coming in and going out.

Trisha worked as an accountant for Monica’s in the corporate office downtown after bouncing around a couple of entry-level accounting jobs. She was happy to work for a progressive company where she could transition without issues and live downtown. 

Trisha had her own apartment midway between work and the live music clubs she liked to frequent. The art house theater was close by, allowing her to indulge in multiple hobbies. 

The one thing Trisha did not have in her life was a boyfriend. She looked amazing with her 2000 cc breasts and forty-inch hips. Curves that literally went everywhere and anywhere.

Trisha hummed a tune to herself thinking about her plans for Friday night. There were lots of things to do in the city. A few new Arthouse movies. Good bands at the live music club. Heading over to the club with her friend, Bee. So many choices and only Friday and Saturday night.

Now that she was working for Monica’s with a stable position in corporate, she could focus on some more personal goals. Her transition was making progress with a number of top surgeries as Trisha wanted large enough breasts to match her bulbous behind, a product of going to the gym on a regular basis. 

There were a few other nips and tucks along the way, leaving Trisha more confident than ever before. The woman inside screaming to get out when she was growing up was now the woman staring at her in the mirror of the lady’s bathroom as Trisha finished washing her hands.

All Trisha wanted now was one decent guy who would look past the fact she was transgender. That is all she wanted and needed from life. Everything else was perfect.

A rock star boyfriend would be nice, but those relationships never lasted. You were just a groupie unable to keep her man tamed. At every show, there were multiple women all looking for a quick fling. That is not to say they were not good for a one-night stand, but Trisha was past that stage even though she kept a few on speed dial for those lonely nights.

Trisha was looking for a guy with a decent job and stability. A guy that would not mind her carrying a long clit between her legs. A guy who loved live music and art house movies. Those types of guys were just dreams for most women. 

On the walk home from work on Friday, Trisha stopped off at one of the supermarkets to grab herself a chicken Caesar salad rather than cook something or call for takeout. Tonight was going to be a music night and she wanted a light supper rather than something heavy.

When Trisha got out of the shower, she let the water drip down over her 2000 cc breasts and 40-inch ass as she dried her long dark hair with a white fluffy towel. There were some good bands headlining at the club tonight and she wanted to get there early before the crowds arrived. The openers were just ok, but if that meant hanging out to ensure she got a good spot then it was fine with her.

Trisha tossed her work dress in the washer/dryer in the closet of the bathroom before walking into her bedroom trying to decide on a good outfit for the night. Probably best to go with all black, Trisha thought to herself tucking her clit inside of her panties before grabbing some black yoga pants with fishnets sewn into the sides. A comfortable bra, a loose top hanging down over her bulbous ass, ripped blue jeans with lots of holes, knee high black leather boots, and she was good to go.

Trisha headed out walking over to the theater since it was a nice summer night with her long, dark hair flowing behind her. The curves were bouncing, causing a lot of guys to turn their heads; even the ones with girlfriends. If they knew her secret, they would just go running away scared to open up to new experiences with a transgender woman who had a great job, cool hobbies, and a figure that would not quit.

At least she had her friends, live music, and movies. Those were more than enough to push away any bad feelings.

Meanwhile, Paul sat in the bar dejected with another bad date under his belt. They say that a woman knows if a man is worth it after the first five minutes of their date. Unfortunately for Paul, that meant the friend zone every single time. Why is it that the nice guys always finish last, Paul thought to himself? Maybe he should try being a jerk and let the girls think they can make a nice guy out of him.

At this point, a year out of college, Paul was never going to lose his virginity. He had a good job and apartment, but nobody to share his success.

Paul was a decent enough guy. Good job. Nice apartment. A friend to everyone. 

The problem was every woman friend zoned Paul telling him that at this point they wanted to have fun and he was husband material.

Paul felt disappointed that every cute girl whom he bothered building up the most to ask out turned him down. Either that or a miserable first date.

Going to the gym was an option but Paul felt uncomfortable being around big, strong males with his thin and lithe frame. When you are working 50-60 hours a week it is hard to find time to go to the gym every day.

Paul sat sighing into his drink when a woman slid into the seat next to him laughing at a joke the doorman told her. She waved down the bartender who brought her a glass of red wine from an expensive bottle.
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