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I was as nervous as hell. No exaggeration. I hadn't been on a first date in years. Not since before my transition. Going on a date as a bonafide guy was going to be nerve-wracking.

Circling through my section of the restaurant, I made sure everyone had what they needed. Three couples were finishing up, a group of four were content to continue drinking, and another four tables were waiting on food. It was a busy night. I had my hands full.

My mind wandered back to my date tomorrow night. I had met Lance on Grindr. After a few weeks of texting and phone calls, he had asked to meet me. The thought gave me butterflies in my stomach. He didn't know I was trans yet. When did you bring up something like that?

I lifted my tray over my head to get past a group of people headed to the restroom. I was closing tonight. The plan was to crash when I got home. Sleep until one in the afternoon tomorrow then get ready for my date. We were headed to Chez Louis Trattoria. Bit of an expense for a first date but we had established a great rapport. This was hopefully leading somewhere.

I wasn't looking for a one-night stand—a quick hookup. I was searching for long term. I wanted a boyfriend—a real one. One I could cuddle with on the sofa and watch movies. Someone comfortable. Not someone I needed to impress every single day.

Although, I was no slouch. I took care of myself.

Four days a week in the gym had turned my curvy feminine body into one sculpted of muscle. I stroked my short beard. Even that had come in nicely. I had been on hormones for five years already. I'd had chest surgery two years after starting them. My chest was lean and sleek. I had splurged for tattoos on my chest last year to cover the scar lines.
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