
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


FALLING FOR GRACE ©

A Surprise Package Transgender ‘Romance’

by Lacey Sparks©

All characters depicted in this story are entirely fictional. Any sexual acts are fully consensual and all characters are above the age of eighteen. Any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

Mature themes are explored, so consumers must be above the age of eighteen and reader discretion is advised. 


“And I couldn’t lie. I had fallen for her. Hard. Really hard.

Harder than the cock I was now staring at...”
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I always get nervous on first dates and that was no different. I had been waiting for twenty minutes already and I kept getting ‘that’ look from the bartender. You know the ‘look’. It’s half pity and half sadness. A bit like finding a dead bird outside your bedroom window.

I had split with my girlfriend of ten years nine months earlier. No one cheated. If I’m honest, maybe that would have made it easier. As it was, she just sat me down one morning and said, “I don’t love you anymore, Jake. I’ll be moving out on Sunday. You can keep the dog. He annoys me. You want eggs?”

I did not want eggs.

In fact, I lost fifteen pounds in the month after she left me. All my friends and family were concerned for my health, so I tried to pull myself together somewhere in the depths of ‘week five’. I had grown a patchy beard, looked scrawny, not had a haircut and my overall cleanliness probably meant I was an environmental health hazard. I joined a gym, started eating properly and started writing again. I’m an author, so if I don’t write then I don’t get paid. But there was nothing particularly knew in that because although I had already published four romance novels that had been relatively well received, I had been working on my latest draft for sixteen months. If you were to ask my agent, I was struggling with a touch of writer’s block, but I was battling through and I already fifty-thousand words into my new project. In reality, if you had actually logged into my computer you would have found a blank MS Word file with a title and nothing more. A title that I had changed no fewer than fifteen times before finally settling on:

‘Finding love in the strangest place’.

It was just three weeks ago when my best friend, Paul, downloaded Tinder to my phone. I wasn’t interested in dating anyone, but he said that Tinder was more like a ‘hook up’ app these days and that the best way to get over someone was to get under someone. I had my reservations about screwing someone I barely knew, but most people seemed to enjoy it and I’m still a red-blooded male so I thought I’d give it a go.

And so there I was, on my first ‘first date’ since the night I met my ex-girlfriend a decade ago. We had met at college, so I’m still relatively ‘young’ at just twenty-nine. Not that I felt it at that moment. I glanced down at my phone and... Nope, no missed calls or messages. Looks like I had been ghosted. Oh well. Resigning myself to being stood up, I took it on the chin, downed my whiskey and stood from the chair.

I didn’t want to see the bartender’s pity, but I couldn’t help myself. I lifted my gaze to find him... not looking at me. Instead, the young bartender was staring at the entrance and his mouth was hanging wide open. So was his colleague’s. And the four guys sat opposite me.

“What the...” I mumbled, following their gaze.

The cause of this slack-jaw virus was contagious and my own mouth dropped open.

Standing in the doorway was a tall and insanely beautiful girl with long black hair, and stunning green eyes. As more stares fell her way, the bar fell quiet and her cheeks blushed red. She was just like she said she would be in a white blouse, black leather pants and three inch heels. Like my body didn’t belong to me, I felt myself wave my fingers like some dopey school kid. Then, as she shyly smiled and headed my way, I sucked in a deep breath and turned to the bartender.

“Two more drinks for us, please,” I mouthed at him, sticking up two fingers. It’s a total coincidence that sign also means ‘fuck you’ and I smirked at how irritated he looked that my date had arrived.

“Hello,” came a soft, sexy voice from behind me. “Jake? Is that you?”

Sucking in another deep breath, I turned way too fast and my elbow almost knocked my empty glass from the table. “Yes. Me. Jake. I am...” I closed one eye and grimaced. “Sorry. It’s been a while.”

“Same.” Her smile melted my anxiety and she reached out a hand. “Grace. Pleased to finally meet you.”

“Jake,” I said, softly shaking her slender fingers. “You have beautiful eyes.”

Grace smiled and her cheeks blushed red. I then stepped aside and pulled out a seat. “Is this still a thing? Pulling out a chair for ladies.”

“Of course. And sorry I’m late. I had to get a cab from 1943.”

It took me a while to register that quip and then I laughed. “Touché. I really need to relax.”

“Your drinks,” Danny the bartender said, resting two whiskeys in front of us. He eyed my date for a little too long. “Enjoy.”

“I guess that’s old fashioned too,” I said, resting my elbows on the high table. “I should have asked you what you wanted to drink. What can I get you? Wine? Red? White?”

I was lost in Grace’s green eyes as she leaned forward and whispered, “Single malt, please. Double.”

“Single malt double,” I muttered, not even realizing. I was staring at the yellow ball of fire that seemed to encapsulate the dark caverns of her pupils. It looked like the sun, surrounded by the greenest forest I had ever seen. A forest that looked like somewhere I wanted to explore. All day. And all night.
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