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			content notes

			Bakery owner Nolan is always happier in the kitchen kneading dough than dealing with customers, but when an employee calls in late one morning, Nolan has no choice but to work the front counter.

			The only upside is the chance to trade a few words with the gorgeous, assertive, skirt-wearing Tomas, a credit union teller who Nolan has quietly pined over since he first walked through the bakery’s front doors five years ago.

			What Nolan doesn’t expect is the revelation that his attraction to Tomas isn’t entirely one-sided when Tomas invites Nolan over for a date.

			Content Notes: trans m/trans m, strap-ons and toys, explicit sex (oral, PIV), fisting, frotting, brief and consensual somnophilia, overstimulation, intercourse in a commercial kitchen, anatomical terms used for trans men: cock, dick, cunt, pussy, hole, slit

		

	
		
			Sometimes, when Nolan’s alarm goes off in the morning, ripping him from the blissful oblivion of sleep, he comforts himself with multiverse theory: somewhere out there, in the infinity of it all, there is a Nolan who doesn’t have to get up at 3:00 a.m.

			He isn’t fully awake until his second or third cup of coffee, but by then he’s in the kitchen of the bakery he owns and already in the middle of his second batch of croissants. His first employees tend to file in around 6:30 for the bakery’s 7:00 open, the morning rush of people so substantial that they’re lined up from the registers, right out the door, and onto the street. 

			Nolan, thankfully, does not have to deal with too many customers one-on-one, preferring to hole up in the kitchen, mixing dough and moving pans of fresh bread, pastries, and cakes from the ovens to the cooling racks. He catches the occasional call-in pickup order when the front counter is slammed, but otherwise, he’s able to keep to himself in the back, putting his extensive baking expertise to good use, and avoiding using his decidedly lacking people skills, not that many people are tripping over themselves to make his acquaintance. 

			At 5’10”, he isn’t the tallest man to pass through the bakery’s front doors, but every part of his body is packed with a solid combination of fat and muscle. He keeps his beard and mustache thick but trimmed to a few inches, and nearly every bit of his coppery skin is covered in dark hair. He isn’t accustomed to putting much effort into smiling, but he knows how to remain professional and courteous on the rare occasion he does have to speak to customers (which is easier to manage over the phone). Overall, Nolan would prefer to be heard and not seen, and based on the looks he gets from some customers, he figures they agree.

			Well, except Tomas.

			Tomas is probably the most beautiful man Nolan has ever laid eyes on. He’s maybe an inch shorter than Nolan, but where Nolan is thick and intimidating, Tomas is soft and delicate. His long hair is dyed a soft, comforting pink, his eyebrows are dark but well-shaped, and he has one pretty hazel eye and one pretty green eye. What little body hair he has is wispy and blonde, barely visible at all, and his face is meticulously clean-shaven. His skin is so pale it’s almost concerning, with rosy cheeks, plush petal lips, and a warm smile that reminds Nolan of sunlight and kind of makes him want to slam his head through a wall to release the burst of energy and joy he feels each time he sees it.

			He’s also easily 15 years younger than Nolan, if not more, and although Nolan’s not terribly prone to self-flagellation, he’s aware that Tomas is absolutely out of his league.

			Tomas usually comes in during the breakfast rush, and regardless of how busy it is or what Nolan may or may not be doing, Tomas asks whoever’s on register if he’s there (the answer to which is “always”). Nolan shyly obliges him, despite the overwhelming urge to remain hidden away in the comfort of his kitchen. 

			Tomas has been coming into the bakery since it opened five years ago, back when it was less busy and Nolan had fewer employees, making it more likely that Nolan would be on one of the registers, and customer loyalty is important. Besides, he secretly enjoys the excuse to be in the orbit of someone so alluring.

			Sometimes Tomas puts in a pickup order for the afternoon, and he likes to ask for Nolan’s input, whether he should bring his coworkers cupcakes, cream puffs, chouxquettes, or palmiers.

			Nolan is usually torn between giving the first answer that comes to mind—usually whatever came out of the oven most recently—and pretending to deliberate so he can steal a few more seconds of Tomas’ attention. 

			In the mornings, it’s just a simple “latte and croissant” because Tomas is not a morning person, either, and he looks so grumpy pre-pastry, his scowl could rival Nolan’s own default expression. Pre-transition, Nolan was often told he had RBF; now people are just intimidated.

			Nolan barely admits to himself, much less anyone else, that he looks forward to Tomas’ visits. His disposition doesn’t seem to matter to Tomas, whether he’s still groggy or if the caffeine has finally taken hold and made him slightly more tolerable, because Tomas is generally in the same boat. Even if they don’t exchange a single word, Nolan simply likes looking at him, but it’s difficult to do that discreetly given the bakery’s small service area, with only enough room for a few tables and chairs aside from the front counter and pastry display.

			Nolan finds himself so distracted by thought of Tomas, that he has arrived at the beginning of the street the bakery is on without even noticing. It’s only a few blocks down from Nolan’s apartment, which is an older building crammed in amongst downtown high-rises that he hopes doesn’t get bought out by a real estate investment firm and “renovated” any time soon. The streets are dead and still in the early morning, the chilly air reminding Nolan to zip up his hoodie as he walks down the sidewalk.

			He unlocks the front door of the dark bakery and steps inside, flipping on lights before bolting the door behind him and heading straight to his office in the back, which is little more than a closet with a desk big enough for a laptop. He hangs his hoodie on a hook and trades it for a black apron that’s faded over time from being constantly streaked with flour and butter.

			He pulls the first batch of pastry dough out of the fridge, carefully packaged in plastic wrap to keep its moisture, as well as a massive pallet of eggs and a tub of butter, and sets it all on the counter to warm up a bit while he makes himself his first cup of coffee of the day. The machine is one of those big industrial machines with three spouts and a milk frother, but Nolan simply sets it to pour out some drip coffee, puts a cup under the spout, and then watches it with blurry, half-open eyes.

			The earthy smell of coffee gradually fills the bakery, and Nolan wishes that was enough to make him feel awake, but no, he’s going to need at least two full cups before he feels human.

			By the time he has a few batches laid out on sheet pans and ready to bake, he’s starting to feel slightly closer to a functional human being. His cellphone ringing knocks him further out of the morning daze, and he blinks owlishly down at the screen, which tells him one of his employees scheduled for this morning, a very nice young person named Rook, is calling.

			“H’llo?” says Nolan, articulate beast that he is.

			“Hey, Nolan! So, you know how I take the bus to work?”

			“Yes, I do know that,” Nolan agrees.

			“Right, yeah, so, like, the bus broke down on the highway?”

			Oh, no.

			“Oh, no.”

			“Yeah, I know,” Rook agrees. “So, they’re sending another one, but it’s gonna be, like, 30 minutes, maybe an hour.”

			“Oh,” Nolan says again as he screams internally. “Well, that’s not your fault. We’ll manage. Get here when you can, and be safe.”

			“Okay. I’m sorry. See you when I see you.”

			“Bye,” Nolan mumbles, and then Rook hangs up, and Nolan seriously contemplates lying down on the tile floor and just staying there until his heart stops pounding anxiously inside his chest.

			It’s not that he can’t work the register, it’s just that he would rather go hand-to-hand with Shiva himself. He won’t be manning it alone, at least—Raina, the other opener, should be arriving soon—but Nolan knows the morning rush is too brutal for just one person to handle by themselves.

			He checks the time. There’s thirty minutes to opening, which gives him as much time to mentally prepare himself, and anywhere from two to three hours of the rush to get through.

			To ease his restless thoughts, he starts the opening procedures—retrieving the register drawers from the safe in his office and slotting them into the machines, turning on the credit card reader and all the lights on the display case—before grabbing a fresh croissant off a tray and stuffing it between his teeth.

			He barely fills a second cup of coffee before Raina is pressing her face up against the glass, and it’s time to unlock the front door and flip the sign.

			“No Rook?” she asks by way of greeting. She’s the daughter of one of his cousins, and while most of Nolan’s employees are at a little overfamiliar, though polite, Raina treats him with an amount of casual familiarity that makes him feel kind of buttery.

			“Bus broke down,” Nolan says. “Just us this morning.”

			Raina wraps a hand around his forearm, giving it a squeeze. “We got this, boss.” 

			Nolan manages a small smile at the encouragement. Raina is his polar opposite, the kind of kid you had to keep from running screaming up and down the street buck naked, where he was always quiet and cautiously over-polite. She gives him another smile, and he nods, then heads back to the kitchen to check the timers.

			He’s just finished refreshing the last tray in the refrigerated counter display when the chime hanging from the front door handle jingles, a sound he normally tunes out, being in the back, indicating their first customer of the day has just come through the door. As it continues to jingle, the frequency steadily ramping up as people begin to file in from the street on their way to work, he tries to ignore the sound simply to keep it from increasing his anxiety.

			As busy as they are, few customers sit down and eat their breakfast, their patronage at the bakery simply a brief stop on their commute. That’s something else he likes about Tomas—the man always dines in for breakfast, as though he needs the quiet, mental preparation for his work day, which Nolan can certainly relate to.

			He hopes he’ll see Tomas this morning, like he does most mornings, as a small reprieve that he will desperately need after having to work the register.

			One of the few upsides to the breakfast rush is that time flies by, the minutes timed through the clockwork procedure of taking orders, accepting money, and exchanging baked goods and coffee.

			Nolan is so completely wrapped up in the repeated tedium of it all that he’s almost surprised when Tomas’ pretty pink hair bobs into view in front of him. Nolan mentally assesses himself—how hot he is all over from moving around the small space behind the counter, sweat beading on his forehead, probably staining the underarms of his shirt. He definitely remembers putting on deodorant, and even long hours in the kitchen without moving much makes him sweat, but his anxiety is suddenly sure he must reek of exertion.

			As Tomas steps up to Nolan’s register, Nolan catches a whiff of something separate from the bakery’s typical sugar and yeast smell—lavender, maybe—and it reinvigorates his fear that his deodorant is failing at its job, but Tomas’ expression relays that anything short of a steaming cup of coffee is probably the last thing on his mind. He’s so cute. And relatable. And cute.

			“Usual?” Nolan asks. He’s been trying to work up to using whole sentences around Tomas, but, so far, he has failed.

			Tomas makes a sound, somewhere between a hum and a grunt, and pulls his card out of his pink leather wallet. It’s embossed with tiny interlocked symbols of Mars, easy to miss for anyone not looking, and Nolan usually doesn’t notice those kinds of things about customers, but he tends to notice everything about Tomas.

			His outfits, for instance. Today he’s wearing an off-white button-up blouse tucked into a high-waisted, knee-length navy pencil skirt, and a soft blue cable-knit sweater hugging his shoulders, the color of which reminds Nolan of the soft blue cupcake liners they sometimes use for kids’ birthday parties. Resting on his shoulder is a leather satchel that Tomas usually carries to work, and Nolan can’t see anything Tomas is wearing below the skirt, but lately, with the cold weather, it’s been either fawn beige boots that stop at his ankle or come up to his knees, usually with a slight heel.

			Nolan keys Tomas’ latte and croissant into the register, trying not to think about whether the back of his shirt is soaked through with sweat as he turns away to retrieve the pastry and prepare the coffee, while Tomas inserts his card.

			Nolan barely remembers to utter a “Thank you,” as he hands Tomas his breakfast. He glances at the table right next to the front window, the one Tomas always sits at if it’s unoccupied, and is pleased to find it empty.

			Tomas doesn’t step away immediately, despite the line of customers behind him. His shoulders squared, he gives Nolan a once-over, which makes Nolan want to shrink away and disappear into the back when he most definitely cannot.

			“You’re not usually up front,” Tomas remarks, his smirk on the sleepy side. “It must be my lucky day.”

			Nolan suddenly feels dizzy, warmth rising to his cheeks as the shock of the man who he has been secretly crushing on for years flirting with him rolls through him. “Yeah,” he says. He tries to think of something else, but someone in line loudly clears their throat, impatient for their delicious baked good, and Nolan splutters out a, “Sorry. Enjoy your breakfast.”

			Tomas purses his lips in a way that isn’t disappointment, exactly, but he does step aside, his perfect eyebrows slightly pinched as he heads to his usual spot. Nolan hardly has time to dwell on the awkward exchange as the tide of hungry customers swells once more.

			By the time the rush is over, Nolan is ready for coffee number three, and it’s as he drags his meat sack over to the machine off to the side of the register that Tomas approaches the counter again.

			“Hey,” he says, holding his dishes, eyebrows still pinched.

			“H-hey,” Nolan manages, panicking that he might have gotten something wrong with Tomas’ order, despite its simplicity and the fact that both the cup and plate are empty. He keeps one hand on his mug while it fills with coffee from the machine, his upper body partially turned so he can at least feel like he’s giving Tomas his full attention.

			“Do you not like men?” Tomas asks, folding his arms over his chest, looking almost embarrassed. “Because if so, please tell me, and I’ll stop flirting with you.”

			Nolan’s mouth falls open, as the question is the last thing he expected to hear from Tomas of all people. Too many things to process at once leave him speechless—the fact that Tomas just asked him if he’s straight or not, that Tomas needs to know if he’s straight or not, and the fact that Tomas more or less just admitted to flirting with him more than once—and Nolan has to place a hand on the counter so he doesn’t tip over or sink to his knees. 

			“I…” he tries, then closes his mouth, then tries again. “No. I mean, yes. I’m gay. I like men, I’m… yes.” He shuts his mouth before any more meaningless syllables escape.

			It feels weird to say it out loud. While his family isn’t particularly conservative, it’s not something they really talk about, either, and as a consequence, Nolan rarely talks about it, period. They all more or less accepted him as trans without much trouble, if a bit of confusion—more used to the trans and intersex women from back home than the other way around—and though they didn’t understand why he would “choose” to be gay, it wasn’t as if they threw him out of the house.

			“Oh, good,” Tomas says with a sigh, putting one hand with painted, shimmery nails on his chest. “That would have been embarrassing otherwise.”

			Nolan forces himself to swallow, to wet his lips so he can speak. “Because… flirting?” The word sounds weird on his tongue. He’s not some blushing virgin, but since he started his transition a decade ago, he hasn’t really wet his whistle, so to speak, and his already troublesome anxiety seems only to have grown with said transition.

			“Yes,” Tomas says, blinking slow and catlike. “Don’t get me wrong, you make the best croissants on this side of town—maybe in the whole city—and the coffee is decent, but…” His eyes slide down, lingering soundly on Nolan’s ass. “Breakfast isn’t the only meal I come in here for.”

			Nolan sets his now full mug aside, his thoughts scattering in different directions, which he’s sure is visible on his face, as he tries to sync his mind and his body, both of which are screaming at him to run. The prettiest man he’s ever seen has been flirting with him; the prettiest man he’s ever seen is looking at his ass and suggesting he would eat it like a Michelin-star meal.

			“Uh.”

			“So, are you free this week?” Tomas asks, clearly more capable of this than Nolan. “Or now?”

			“Aren’t you… going to work?” Nolan asks instead of immediately saying ‘Yes, please,’ the way he’d like to.

			“Does that mean you’re not interested?”

			Nolan is technically “free” quite a bit, just not at the same time as most people working 9 to 5, given he has to be up well before dawn and usually passes out not long after he gets home each day. The bakery is closed on Saturdays, and Sundays are comparatively light on customers, which makes both days ideal to get big batches of dough ready to be frozen and then taken out for the week.

			“Saturday,” he says, hoping that answers all of Tomas’ questions. “I’m free on Saturday.”

			Tomas holds out a hand. “Unlock your phone and give it to me.”

			It’s not quite an order, but it’s the closest thing to it that Nolan has been on the receiving end of in a long time, and it shoots straight down his spine, making his skin prickle. He does exactly as he’s asked, passing his unlocked phone to Tomas and watching as Tomas presumably puts in his phone number and saves it as a contact.

			A chirp sounds from Tomas’ bag, and when he passes Nolan back his phone, he can see it’s open to a new text thread.

			“There. Now we can make plans,” Thomas says, like it’s as easy as that.

			Nolan bobs his head in agreement, and, with one final, lingering look at his ass, Tomas makes his exit. If Nolan heads back into the kitchen and dances around it, no one needs to know.
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