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Ryan Turner flat out loved Canterbury Christmas market because it was the most magical, special and Christmassy place in all of Kent. There was nothing better than walking along the long High Street with the rough, uneven, ancient cobblestones under his feet on the icy cold night as he descended into the endless crowd with a small pile of posters in hand.

He loved seeing all the bright red, blue and golden fairy lights hanging along the fake wooden roofs of the market stalls that were designed to look like log cabins. Some of the stalls went all out with their cute decorations, hanging little white snowmen, red Santa and golden reindeer lights off everywhere the stall owner could fit them.

Ryan really liked a so-called healing crystal stall (the very notion of healing crystals was beyond stupid) that long strings of ice-blue LED lights hung down from the entrance and ceiling so it looked like any guest (foolish enough to go inside) could be entering a dark snowy wonderland.

The market was great at decorations and even the items the stalls were selling were rather passable this year. No one ever came to the Canterbury Christmas market for good jewels, gifts or animal sculptures, because the markets always failed on those fronts, but this year there were plenty of cute ideas.

If his parents hadn’t kicked him out for being a boy instead of their little girl, Ryan would have brought his mum, the cutest little handblown glass wolf he had ever seen. The detail was stunning, he could almost see every single hair on the wolf and even the detail on the wolf’s sharp teeth were impressive. 

His little brother would have probably been too scared to dare touch the glass teeth, they looked that real. And Ryan just hated that he wasn’t seeing his family this Christmas.

Going to the Christmas market had always been their thing as a family. His mum would get in from work on the last night of the school year, grab them and they would all spend the evening exploring the market. Him and his brother would beg their mum for more sweets, fudge and other sweet delights that the market had en-mass.

But not this year, maybe not any other year now.

He shook away the silly thought. His family were probably just adjusting to the fact that he was living as a boy and he had asked them not to buy him girl’s clothing, girl’s perfume or anything that showed he used to live as a girl.

It was an adjustment and they would come around at some point. Maybe. He hoped. He really, really hoped.

Ryan stood up perfectly straight and pulled his black trench coat, men’s black jeans and men’s black hoody tighter around himself and he played with the pack of posters in his hands. Because he wanted to make a difference tonight for other trans youth in the UK and abroad, so he was going to hand out posters advertising the work of Trans Santa.

At least that way lots of other trans youth could have a better Christmas than he was going to. 

He bit his lower lip (he had to stop thinking that. His parents would come round) and went over to a beautiful market stall with bright copper coffee pots hanging down from the ceiling like falling snow. The rich aroma of decadent light and dark roasted coffee filled the stall.

Tables draped in bright cloths covered in adorable Christmas scenes like Santa flying through the snowy night sky, Santa falling through a chimney and snowmen drinking steaming hot chocolate, were pushed against the walls of the heavenly stall. 

Ryan couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have found an actual artisan coffee stall. It was amazing and the hints of salted caramel, dark chocolate and arabica beans were just incredible. 

He went over to a table covered in irresistible cafetières filled with freshly made coffee. In front of each impressive cafetière was a small airtight container filled with dark brown roasted coffee. He popped open the container closest to him and the coffee smelt sensational.

There was such depth in the decadent medium roast with a dark chocolatey depth. It was insane how someone had managed to put that much flavour, hints and smells in a ground coffee.

His Dad before he left, he really didn’t like having a masc daughter or children at all for that matter, he had only ever brought cheap instant coffee that tasted so artificial that it was just gross. This coffee was on a whole different level.

“Can I help you?” a deep, velvety, manly voice asked behind him.

Ryan was so looking forward to getting a voice like that. He turned around and raised the small pack of posters towards the stranger and-

He just froze at the sheer sight of the cute, adorable and drop-dead gorgeous man standing in front of him. His heart rate shot up, warm sweat rolled down his back and his throat closed. 

Ryan didn’t know where to look first. The man’s face was a little pointy and perfectly clean-shaved, his adorable smile reached his kind, hazelnut eyes and his longish brown hair framed his face perfectly.

Even the man’s tight coffee-themed apron that certainly highlighted his insanely fit, muscular body made Ryan’s stomach fill with a million butterflies that wanted to fly towards the man immediately. 

The man grinned even more. “Um, do you talk?”

Ryan laughed and thankfully his throat opened again, but he couldn’t stop staring at the man’s beautiful grin.

“Um, yeah I talk. Just admiring all the coffee here,” Ryan said as some jazzy version of Christmas songs started playing outside. 

“I’m Theodore,” the man said extending his hand.

Ryan went to shake the cute man’s hand before realising the posters were in his right hand, so he put them down on a table and then shook Theodore’s hand. They were so smooth, so strong and so warm that Ryan had no intention of letting go.

“I’m Ryan,”

An icy cold gust shot through the stall knocking all the posters off the table and Ryan went down to pick them up but Theodore was already there.

Ryan’s stomach twisted into a painful knot as Theodore read one of the posters and his handsome face became a cute mixture of confusion, puzzlement and a little joy.

“What’s Trans Santa?” Theodore asked.

Ryan had no idea if he wanted the ground to swallow him up and never spit him back out again or not.
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Theodore couldn’t stop staring ever since stunning Ryan had come into the coffee stall. Ryan looked amazing with his blond mullet, his cute face that was a perfect mixture of masculine and feminine features and his blue eyes were so intensely focused on the coffee. Most of the tourists that came to the stall were people who didn’t have a clue about coffee, maybe Ryan was different.

That would be a great change from his normal customer, even though he wouldn’t have minded Ryan to be something more than a customer. 

His body looked amazing in that black trench coat, jeans and hoody.

“What’s Trans Santa?” Theodore asked as he knelt on the icy cold floor with one of the small posters in his hands. 

If Ryan had made the posters himself then these were great. The dark blue snowy background was a good contrast against the trans flag in the top corners, the pink and blue title saying Help Someone In Need This Year With Trans Santa and the QR code in the middle was impossible to miss.

If he had seen one of the posters about he would have scanned the code just to learn more, it looked interesting. 

Then Theodore realised how nervous, unsure and a little scared Ryan looked as he knelt down next to Theodore. He didn’t know Ryan could get any cuter but right now all Theodore wanted to do was hug him, run a finger through his blond hair and just tell him that everything would be okay.

Because it would be.

“You’ve never handed out posters before, have you?” Theodore asked picking them all up and handing them back to Ryan.

Ryan looked to the ground. “Thanks, and is it that obvious I’ve never done anything like this before,”

Theodore laughed and grabbed a small paper shot-sized cup from under his cash register and poured Ryan some of the salted caramel flavoured coffee.

“Wow, this smells great,” Ryan said. “And I don’t know how to talk to people about trans stuff because I don’t know how others will react,”

“If they’re good people, they’ll listen and respect you even if they don’t care,” Theodore said knowing it was the truth. “So what is Trans Santa?”

Theodore loved Ryan’s adorable little grin like that was the best question he ever could have asked him.

“Okay so Trans Santa is a brilliant charity where trans youth across the UK write letters to Trans Santa, then people can go on the website, gift money to each letter and the trans person can get something for Christmas,”

Theodore nodded. That was really cool and it would have been great if his sister had known about that a few years ago. 

Ryan stepped closer. “So that means all the trans youth can get something for Christmas when they wouldn’t otherwise. There are so many trans people this year who aren’t going to get anything from Santa, that it’s important we remind them that they are loved, they are worth something and there are people who support them,”

“You have actually practiced this, haven’t you?” Theodore said laughing.

Ryan laughed. “Oh yeah, maybe I spend a few hours in front of my mirror last night practising. But it is really cool and some of the letters are heartwarming as hell,”

Theodore took out his phone and scanned the QR code. The moment was even better when Ryan got so close to him that Ryan’s rich, earthy aftershave with subtle hints of oranges filled his senses.

Ryan smelt so good and the feeling of him being so close felt surprisingly right, perfect and natural. 

A moment later he found some of the letters that trans youth had written and wow, Ryan was right. Each letter was a mixture of heartbreaking, heartwarming and passionate moments. 

He wanted to read one out loud so he really understood what this was all about.  

“Dear Trans Santa, this year is the first Christmas I don’t have a family, friends or anyone to spend Christmas Day with. I started university and testosterone recently this year so I have somewhere to sleep, but I would like some headphones, music and a new coffee machine this year please to help make the day a little less lonely,”

Theodore just put his phone away after reading that. He had no idea what to say, think or react to something as heartbreaking as that. When his sister had come out as a girl, no one in their family had cared and they always spent Christmas together. 

Everyone in the family still got his sister presents, food and no one treated her any differently because she was still their daughter, sister and family member.

It was just... heart-wrenching that some people wouldn’t do the same to their own son, daughter or child. Christmas was a time for family and it was disgusting that some families forgot that.

Theodore looked at cute Ryan and he realised Ryan wasn’t silent because he didn’t know what to say. He was silent because his eyes were watery, he was holding his throat as if a lump had formed in it and
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