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15th December 2023

Canterbury, England

“Looking forward to going home?” 

Psychology Student Nathaniel Fox just laughed once as he styled his brown hair in the oval mirror. When his best friend in the entire world, Sophie Bridge, asked that silly question as she laid on his small single bed with bright blue, green and red sheets. He just hoped she didn’t make the bedsheet smell of her delightful flowery perfume too much.

The last thing he wanted was to be sleeping in a flower garden. That would really make his dysphoria kick into high gear.

Nathaniel looked at Sophie. She was wearing her normal tight-fitting dark blue hoody, her long brown flowy hair was spread out around her and her black skirt was a great contrast.

She made the small university flat smell of lavender, roses and a little lemon from her perfume that she always drowned herself in. Nathaniel had no idea why she always felt the need to do that, but she was kind, brilliant and she never judged him so he didn’t mind.

But his nose did at times.

The university flat was barely large enough for the single bed that he had to jump up on, because he was so short, most nights. There was a nice en-suite that showed the great benefit of Sophie was her perfume meant he never had to spray air freshener when she was here. Her perfume simply ended any odour.

Nathaniel’s favourite part of the small flat had to be his light coffee-brown desk that stretched from one end of the small flat to the other. It gave him tons of great space to spread out, study and even watch films whilst he worked.

If his Mum asked, he never ever did that. 

If his brother, Dylan, asked, then he totally did and they would talk for hours about their favourite films and favourite moments.

“You didn’t answer my question,” Sophie said.

Nathaniel had no idea what to say because he didn’t want to go back, he didn’t want to be called his deadname and treated like a girl. 

He was a boy through and through. 

Sophie looked good laid out on his bed like she was at home, comfortable and like she didn’t have a care in the world. He was glad to have a friend like her that just saw him as a guy and not a weird gender mix like a few of his former friends had when they abandoned him.

That was the great thing about university, no one cared he was a guy and he could just be himself. 

It was just a shame that his family did to the point where he didn’t feel like he could come out.

“Do I look okay for this meet-up with your friends?” Nathaniel asked.

“For the thousandth time, you look great and you’re getting better with your hair,” Sophie said. “And this is only so my friend Callum can meet you, get to know you and decide if the four of us should live together,”

Nathaniel really hoped this meeting was going to go well. He didn’t want to have to live with his parents for his second and third year of his degree, he just wanted to live with Sophie and other people in Canterbury.

He didn’t want to have to commute, much less spend every single waking moment with his parents at home.

It wasn’t that his parents were bad at all. Nathaniel loved them because his parents were caring, protective and they were great fun to be around. He couldn’t remember a time when he hadn’t got home and his face was hurting from laughing so much by the time he left.

He just wanted to be a boy and live completely independently as his true self.

Nathaniel looked in the mirror and he supposed she was right. He liked how his binder was thankfully hiding everything today so much so he could wear a light grey t-shirt that actually fit him, he had men’s black jeans and Sophie was right, he was getting better at his hair.

He wasn’t brave enough to go into a hairdresser’s yet, much less a barber’s but it looked good. He did pass but he just wanted to start T so his damn voice would drop.

One step at a time.

“I guess you’re right,” Nathaniel said, “and before you start nagging me about my parents, I want to see them because it’s Christmas, I want to see Dylan, get presents and see my whole family but...”

He couldn’t bear to say it out loud. 

“You don’t want to be treated as a daughter. What does Dylan think?” she asked getting off the bed.

Nathaniel shrugged. “He thinks I should just tell them, because they love me whatever happens. I’m not sure and they were really transphobic in the past and I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to live as a man when they’re around,”

Sophie hugged him and Nathaniel hugged her back. 

“I’m here for whatever you need,”

Nathaniel didn’t want to say anything because there was nothing Sophie could do, or even really understand. She was the perfect straight, ciswoman that had never really hung out with many gay people so she couldn’t truly understand the pressure and fear about coming out.

It was scary.

“And I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to be in a relationship if I can’t be a man with my family,” Nathaniel said knowing it wasn’t true but he wasn’t sure where the thought had come from.

“You’ll figure it out,” Sophie said placing a gentle hand on his. “Now come on we don’t want to keep everyone waiting,”

Nathaniel smiled. He really wanted this to go well and he really wanted to live with Sophie and her friends next year, it sure beat the alternative and it was his only real shot of living his authentic self without any hassle.

Something he was only realising now was something he wanted more than anything else in the world.

Almost as much as he wanted to be loved by someone.
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15th December 2023

Canterbury, England

Physics Student Callum Parker sat on one of the weirdest and most uncomfortable dark blue fabric chairs he had ever sat on in his entire life, and he oddly enjoyed it. The back of the chair was tilted back way too much to be comfortable and the odd ridges in the fabric pressed against his back like lumps of wood.

It wasn’t the end of the world but Callum wanted to get this meeting over with.

The rich aromas of rich, velvety hot chocolate, strong bitter coffee and mint tea (for the uncultured) filled the entire coffee shop at Kent University. He had no idea why the university had allowed an expensive chain store onto campus but he was here, he was buying and it was going to be expensive.

He really liked the dark brown wooden walls, the strange sort of “coffee shop” music that no one ever heard anywhere else, with its nice relaxing and jazzy vibes. And the small round brown tables were a nice touch too. It just helped to make the campus feel less like a university, and more like a friendly social space.

Callum supposed that was the reason why the university had allowed it.

He liked watching the other students pile into the coffee shop and line up on the white and black tiled area by the counter as they ordered their macchiatos, mochas and iced lattes. Things no one could really afford except odd treats.

Callum had already brought a vanilla iced latte for Sophie, a chai mocha for Tilly and a ruby hot chocolate for himself. Then he didn’t know anything about the new guy so he had just ordered him a caramel vanilla latte because everyone loved them.

The new guy would be crazy not to like them.

He knew Sophie and Tilly would gush over him about how nice he was getting them coffee, but they were his friends. There was no reason not to get them coffee. 

There was a particularly cute guy that caught his eye. He was tall, lean and had a strong jawline with deep blue eyes. He was cute but as he leant down and kissed his girlfriend in blue skinny jeans and a white blouse, Callum wanted to roll his eyes but he didn’t.

It had been ages since he had dated. 

Sure he had had a few hook-ups at the start of the university year, because it was university, but they weren’t his thing and he preferred real relationships with cute men. He didn’t want hook-ups and meaningless sex.

He wanted something better, stronger and more exclusive.

“Hiya,” Tilly said coming over and hugging Callum before she sat down opposite him and grabbed her coffee. “Thank you,”

Callum had to admit Tilly looked good in her long flowy blue dress that looked a little too-summery to be good for winter but Tilly looked happy, so that’s all he cared about.

Tilly pulled her long dirty blond hair up into a ponytail and leant forward as louder talking and laughing filled the coffee shop. The university’s football society had just come in. They looked great in their hot football gear but they were way too loud.

Callum wanted to go over there and tell them to be quiet but he didn’t. There was no point.

“So, what do you know about this new guy joining us?” Callum asked. 

Tilly smiled. “He’s lovely, gay and he studies psychology,”

Callum nodded. It would be great to have another science student in the house so he could talk stats and other science topics with him. He really liked Tilly and Sophie but they were Film Studies students, not exactly knowledgeable about any science, social or hard.

“And he’s single,” Tilly said. “And before you need me to be quiet, you are a great guy. You deserve something real, sexy and you’re so kind. Anyone would be lucky to have you,”

Callum only nodded to humour her. He didn’t know why so many people and all his friends in the past always said he was so kind, helpful and he would make a brilliant partner.

He was just being nice.

Callum picked up his ruby hot chocolate and enjoyed the subtle warmth.

“Why is him being gay such a selling point?” Callum asked grinning because it seriously was. At least he would finally have someone to talk to about being gay, where to meet guys and it would just be nice for a change.

He had grown up in a coastal village on the south of England. Not exactly a gay hotspot, he was pretty sure even now he was the only gay in the village.

“Because you two might be attracted to each other, you might finally find someone who deserves your charm and you might have something real,” Tilly said sipping her coffee.

Callum smiled. He had to give it to Tilly and Sophie, they were never going to give up trying to help him.

They had managed to turn a future housemate meeting into a meet-cue. That was clever and it only made him like them even more.

“Hello,” Sophie said.

Callum was about to say hi back when he saw the new guy and he was stunning.

Callum’s mind stopped, his mouth opened a little and his stomach filled with butterflies at the sight of the stunning man. 

He had no idea why he was so drawn and shocked and stunned by the man but he seriously was. It might have been because the man looked great in his
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