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Riley Kennedy leant against the surprisingly warm cream walls of the large box-like church hall as he admired all his handy work for the most important night of the year. Riley was so glad that the four rows of long plastic tables were perfectly neat, tidy and filled with Christmas cheer for all his friends that were coming in two hours' time.

The warming aromas of mulled wine, diet coke and wood varnish filled his senses as Riley listened to the pop and bang and buzz of the church hall as the heating kicked into action. He was never really sure about having this event in the hall because he wasn’t religious and no one in the Trans Network was. But the church hall was always big enough for the Network yet it was still cosy and warm and there was just something charming about it.

He had loved the tiny little Christmas red crackers that his mum had managed to find in the Canterbury Christmas markets. The little splash of red looked great on top of everyone’s paper plate, plastic cutlery and bright blue, pink and green tinsel that ran down the middle of the tables. He had never been too sure about the tinsel, the last thing he wanted was for the others to feel cut-off from the person opposite them, but the tinsel looked great.

Riley really liked the delicious, mouthwatering aromas of freshly roasted chestnuts, sausage rolls and juicy roasted pork that was laid out next to him. He really didn’t want there to be any leftovers but his best friend Caroline had brought so much food. He knew that was going to be flat out impossible.

And that was why he loved Transmas. 

Riley went over to the impressive array of food laid out on the table from pasta dishes to sandwiches to desserts. There was something for everyone and that was the whole point of Transmas. A wonderful Christmas meal where all the trans people in Canterbury could come together and celebrate Christmas.

Riley smiled as he saw Caroline, in a stunning little black dress, bringing in even more food (he really hoped she was done emptying her car now). He didn’t doubt for a second he was one of the lucky ones in The Trans Network. He had a family that loved, treasured and always supported him but so many other amazing trans people didn’t have that option.

It was why Riley always tried his hardest to make Transmas an incredible experience for anyone. He was so looking forward to the conversations, the music and the food. The Network was his entire life and he liked meeting, talking and just being with other trans people. Especially at Christmas.

“Oh shoot,” Caroline said.

As much as Riley didn’t want to stop inspecting all the delicious, mouthwatering cakes on the edge of the table, he cocked his head and looked at Caroline. She was frowning and he had actually never seen her do that before. 

“What’s wrong?” Riley asked going over to her.

“Sean texted me and he’s ill so he can’t bring the Christmas tree,” Caroline said coughing slightly. She was probably trying to remember her fem voice training and Riley was glad it was going well for her. 

“Okay, do we need a tree?” 

As soon as the words left Riley’s mouth he just grinned because that had to be one of the most stupid things he had ever said. The Christmas tree was a critical part of Transmas, because of the Secret Santa more than anything else. Riley had already brought a present for everyone and when everyone else came in they were going to put their presents under the tree.

No tree meant no gifts. 

Riley hated it as his stomach churned at the very idea at some of the members not receiving any presents this Christmas. He knew of at least ten trans people for who these gifts would be the only ones they got this year.

Riley flat out couldn’t have them missing out just because they didn’t have a tree. He checked his watch and as much as he didn’t want to go out and leave Little Miss Chaos in charge of the church hall, he knew he was going to have to go out.

“I won’t destroy anything you know?” Caroline said grinning. 

“What happened at Trans Day of Remembrance? What happened to that artwork with all the names on?” Riley asked going over to the back of the hall where his black peacoat was.

“It was burnt down,” Caroline said. “I may have left my curling irons on, but I blame my boyfriend,”

Riley just laughed and shook his head. Caroline could blame her sweet, pretty boyfriend as much as she wanted but everyone in the Network knew she was a loveable nightmare.

Riley headed out the church hall and just hoped beyond hope he could find a Christmas tree quickly. 

Or a lot of Christmases were going to be dampened if not ruined entirely.
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James Roberts absolutely had to find a Christmas tree as he made his way through the impressive cobblestone high street of Canterbury. He had only been at Kent University for three months after moving down from Solihull up North, but he really liked the city. The High Street itself was wonderful with its old green, blue and red shops that could have been from the Victorian era for all he knew.

James really wasn’t brave enough to walk in the middle of the crowd of young families, women and men in their thick winter coats as they marched up and down the high street searching the stalls for any last bargains before they headed home for the winter holidays.

Instead James stuck to the outside edge of the crowd surge, allowing the cold white marble wall of one of Canterbury’s many banks chill his right hand. He smiled at the sight of so many happy people of all shapes, sizes and ages laughing and smiling together.

It was why Christmas was one of the most amazing holidays ever. There was so much joy, so much amazing food and James just loved how the holidays brought out the best in people. 

The bright golden, blue and white lights in the shape of Christmas trees, stars and angels hung over the Christmas market like bright beacons. And James had already taken tons of photos earlier in the week to show his parents and sister when he got home.

He was so excited to tell them about Canterbury. They would have loved it here if they ever bothered to visit.

James couldn’t decide on what his favourite thing was, but maybe it was the tiny cafes, restaurants and niche shops in the narrow cobblestone streets hiding off the high street. The entire city was just such a friendly, welcoming place that James never ever wanted to leave, but he was sadly going to have to unless he could find a way to pay for his course. 

He couldn’t believe how he had made such a silly mistake on his university application that told the university that he was self-funding. Not applying through Student Finance England, and he had contacted Student Finance about getting his student loan, but they were taking ages to respond.

And Kent University wanted their money before New Year.

James just shook his head as his breathing quickened. His ears started ringing. He felt like his chest was going to explode.

James pushed his back against the icy cold marble wall and he focused on the somewhat nice (if not a little out of tune) carol singing in the distance. It might have been some twisted version of Silent Night but James had no idea. The singers were that bad but they were having fun so that was all that mattered.

He went back into the crowd and he forced himself not to give his money problems any headspace. He was going to have a nice time at the Christmas party his flatmates were doing tonight, he might even meet a nice man and that would be good.

James went over to a Christmas stall inside a large fake log cabin with flat sides but it had been painted to look like real logs. Clearly this owner hadn’t had much of a budget for the stall this year, but it was nice enough.

The stall had shelves upon shelves of little rose gold, copper and golden Christmas decorations. From babbles to tinsel to little figures that James had no idea what they were meant to be. They were nice though, just not nice enough to buy.

“Can I help you?” a man said in his late fifties wearing a pretty Christmas jumper, black trousers and black shoes. 

James had no idea how a man could comfortably wear shoes and trousers all afternoon and evening in the cold, but each to their own.

“I need a Christmas tree. You’re a Christmas stall, you must have one,” James said not exactly wanting to sound as desperate as he was.

The older man laughed. “You’re in luck. I only have one left but you might want to be quick. Another guy was checking it out only moments ago,”

The older man pointed behind him and James nodded his thanks and rushed past the man. He couldn’t believe how lucky he was when he saw the 4ft tall real Christmas tree with large thick branches, plenty of needles and it was perfectly straight.

Of course there would be plenty of “straight” jokes later on, like how the tree was straighter than anyone at the party, but James loved it. It was going to be perfect and it was certainly going to help make the party perfect tonight.

James grabbed the Christmas tree but another man grabbed it at the exact same time.

He couldn’t believe that someone else was trying to steal his Christmas tree. He needed this tree for his party.

James looked at the owner of the hand and he was ready to give this guy a piece of his mind- 

James’s heart pounded in his chest. His hands turned sweaty. His mind went blank out of all the choice words he had been about to shout.

His mouth dropped open as he stared at the most incredible, stunning and striking man he had ever seen. He had never seen such a fit, sexy guy in his entire life, the guy’s face were all lines and angles and there was something so beautiful in his face. Like it was a perfect blend of sexy femininity and masculinity. 

James just stared into the guy’s bright sapphire eyes and he wanted so badly to run his fingers across the guy’s face to get rid of the rogue black strand of curly hair that threatened to hide one of his stunning eyes.

The man was beyond beautiful, but they were both holding the Christmas tree.

But if the Christmas tree meant James had to see this guy a little longer then he didn’t have a problem with that.

Not a problem at all.
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Riley just grinned like a little schoolboy as he stared at the cute man that had threatened to steal his Christmas tree. His stomach churned up a storm, his mouth was as dry as a desert and Riley flat out couldn’t understand why he felt so attracted to his man. 

He supposed it could have been an effect of being on testosterone but Riley just couldn’t help but feel drawn to this beautiful, gorgeous man. The man had a classic gym-body with a wide chest and a tiny thin waist that Riley really wanted to wrap his arms around. Riley really liked the man’s bright blue hair with some subtly purple highlights
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