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My best friend Andy drove us up into the parking space of a mansion. We’d been driving for hours, we were both tired, and I legitimately thought he’d got confused.

“Dude, no way this is your house.” 

“It is.” Andy put the handbrake on and killed the engine of his blue SUV. “I told you my family has money.” 

“Yeah, but there’s money and then there’s this. Are you secretly a Rockefeller or something?” 

Andy laughed as he hopped out of the car. We’d been college roommates for more than two years now, and for the first time I was joining his family for Christmas. Partly because my own family was scattered around the States and no one seemed enthused about Christmas this year, but partially because he’d said his older brother Reid would be there. 

“Looks like Reid’s already here.” I followed Andy’s gaze to a shiny red pickup truck. My heart gave a leap. “I think my folks said they’d get here tomorrow, and of course Phoebe is flying in tonight.” Phoebe was Andy’s girlfriend and she’d forgone the road trip with us in favor of flying. 

We unpacked the bags and took them inside. 

I’d met Reid before a few times, although we’d never spent a lot of time together. Still, a thrill of nervousness went through me. Reid was gorgeous, three years older, some kind of big shot in the business world even though he was still relatively fresh out of college. I hoped I wouldn’t become a slobbering mess — but — well, maybe the reality of him wouldn’t live up to the fantasies I’d had, staring at the picture of him Andy kept on his wall, or from my feverish late night stalking of his social media.. 

Andy led the way inside, he called out, “Hello?” 

There was no response. “Ah, he’s probably asleep or something.” Andy led me upstairs and showed me to a guest room. One of many, I guessed from the number of doors coming off the landing. 

My room was lush, with its own en suite bathroom and huge windows looking out over the snow-topped forests of Colorado. 

“Beautiful.” 

“Mm, it’s pretty good,” Andy said, carelessly. “I might take a nap now that I’ve thought about it, after all that driving.” Andy yawned, as if to prove his point. “See you downstairs for dinner.” 

“Yeah, thanks, see you.” 

I was a bit dazed by the room. 

I couldn’t understand how Andy could put up with our little dorm room and shared bathroom when he was used to living in places like this. This was only his family’s Colorado holiday house, his parents had a place in New York City as well. I tossed my duffel on the bed, thinking I’d unpack, maybe have a shower, when I realized how thirsty the trip had made me.

I made my way towards the stairs and glanced around, trying to find the kitchen. 

I ran directly into Reid. 

He was taller than I remembered, dressed casually in a plaid shirt and loose jeans, his rusty red-brown hair mussed, his brown eyes sparkling as he steadied me, one large hand on my shoulder. 

“Sorry! I didn’t see you. I was just trying to find the kitchen.” 

“No harm done. Hi Ryan, how was the drive?” His smile was warm, and set me at ease.

“Good. Fine.” I wished I could be more erudite, or at least, not sound like some emotionally stunted post-teen boy. 

“It’s good to see you again.” He hadn’t let go of my shoulder. In fact, I became aware that he was rubbing circles on my arm with his thumb. It felt great, I didn’t want it to stop. 

“It’s been too long,” I managed. 

“I’m looking forward to spending more time with you. I was glad to hear Andy invited you for Christmas.” He let go of my arm finally and gestured for me to follow as he made his way towards the front of the house. My brain caught up with processing his words. 

“You were?” 

“Mm-hm, kitchen’s through here, I’m guessing that’s what you were after?” 

“Thanks.” I followed, stunned and unsure how to continue the conversation. 

“Coffee? I’m making. Dad’s coffee taste is so precise he bought this machine, it’s pretty intense if you’re not used to it. But if you want something more festive I think we have some Swiss hot chocolate.” 

“Coffee sounds wonderful.” 

He led me into the kitchen. It looked like something out of a cheesy Christmas movie, or some kind of fine living catalogue. The coffee machine was intimidatingly large, all chrome and knobs. Bigger than the one at my favourite campus coffee shop. This family was loaded. 

“So, tell me about yourself, are you single?” Reid got to work, casual as anything, grabbing coffee beans and various shiny steel implements. 

“I...” I faltered. Why was he asking this? Yeah, I am. I’ve not had the best luck with the gay guys on campus.” I bit my lip to stop myself saying more. He didn’t need to know everything. 

“That sucks, but I gotta say I’m kinda pleased. I'm single too.” He ran the bean grinder and I was grateful for the noise, so I didn’t have to reply right away. My mind had gone totally blank. 

The grinding noise stopped and I realized he probably needed me to at least acknowledge the admission. “Oh?” Genius Ryan, you’re really impressing him. That slobbering mess situation you were worried about...

“Mm, and I’ve been wondering...” He grinned, pulled a lever and steamed some milk, giving us another break as the steamer did its thing. “What are you into? Like, what do you look for in a boyfriend?” 

“Why—” I choked on the rest of the sentence, my cheeks heating up. “Why do you ask?” 

Reid turned to face me properly, his smile wide and toothpaste commercial perfect. “Because I think you’re hot, Ryan. And if you’re interested I think we should hook up. My tastes, personally, are a little wild, so I want to talk like adults about it before we jump into anything.” 

Something clicked in my brain, something finally processed. Reid had just said he was interested in me, that he wanted to go to bed? 

My tiny trans dick got very excited. 

“I — me? Why? I mean, we barely know each other.” 

“Hot.” Ryan shrugged. “And you’re funny and smart, I know you’re a good friend to Andy and I know more about you than you think, he talks about you a lot. So? Interested?” 

I nodded, unable to put into words the vastness of my interested feelings without making a complete fool of myself. 
Reid grinned, finished up the coffees and handed me one. It smelled like heaven in caffeine format. “Cool. So, what do you look for in a partner?” 
“I...” Blushing, I swallowed. I stared deep into the milk foam swirl of the coffee and forced the words out. “Well, first up, my partner has to be cool with me being trans, that’s non-negotiable. I haven’t had bottom surgery and I don’t know if I ever will, top surgery was kind of the big thing for me. My chest scars are still kind of obvious but I’m proud of them. I know some are put off by that.” 

Reid moved closer. “I’m cool with all of that. I actually like the idea that I can make you wet for me. That’s a bonus in a man.” 

I stuck my finger into the hot coffee and winced. “Ow.”

“What’d you do that for?” 

“Check I wasn’t dreaming.” 

“Maybe you like a bit of pain too?” He guessed. He placed his hand in the small of my back to guide me towards the giant plush sofas in the living area. A fire crackled merrily festooned with fresh pine boughs and candles, I wondered if literal Christmas elves decorated and maintained this place. This all felt too good to be true. 

“I’m genuine. I know this seems weird and sudden but I’ve been watching your socials and what can I say? I have a crush.” 

I sat down heavily on the couch, and nearly spilled my coffee. I closed my eyes. “You have a crush on me?” 

“Yeah. But as I said my tastes run pretty kinky, so I wanted to run it by you before we did anything, and only of course, do whatever you’re up for.” 

I had to savor this moment. Reid, who I’d lusted after — and yes I’d stalked his socials too — was propositioning me? With kink? Hell yeah. 

“Yeah. I’m kinky too. I haven’t done a ton
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