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      Cal, a celebrity stylist visits an underground London jazz club. There, he meets a university professor named Archie, who seems determined to have an empty hookup despite immediate and intense chemistry.

      Do either of them really want it to end after a single encounter?
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      An underground jazz club was not Cal’s usual scene. Normally, he spent his time at trendy clubs and posh cocktail bars. Part of that was practical. As a stylist with rich and famous clients, he wanted to have his finger on the pulse of what was new and trendy. When one of his styling clients told him about a speakeasy-style bar that had been getting a lot of buzz, he was intrigued. He’d been seeing hints of 1920s-inspired fashion in next years’ winter previews his contacts had given him a sneak peek of, which made the jazz club even more intriguing.

      London never had Prohibition, so the underground vibe of Giggle Water was completely contrived. Fake or not, it was executed very well - from the hidden door at the back of a florist, to the exposed brick and brass finishings. Cal suspected the club might have actually been a Molly House that was given a jazz-era makeover. That would explain why, although the club was not explicitly a queer one, he saw many visibly queer people as he waited in the short line to descend into the club proper.

      When Cal emerged from the narrow stairwell, he was greeted with a surprisingly open space with vaulted ceilings which suggested it was once a cellar for the historic building above. There was a small stage in the corner where a trio was playing klezmer music and the club was packed with young and fashionable people. That was a good sign that the visit was actually worth his while.

      Ordinarily Cal’s personal style leaned towards the garish and gender non-conforming. For once, he was there to see and not so much to be seen. His deep blood red blazer with subtle black brocade over a tight black t-shirt with a slight sheen and high-waisted, perfectly tailored slacks might be ostentatious on someone else, but on him, it was practically understated. His blond curls were tousled in an easy surfer style and he was wearing cologne that smelled like boozy cherries with a hint of musk. A diamond stud glinted in one ear and he was wearing a subtle amount of eyeliner to make his eyes pop and give them a slight cat-eye look.

      As Cal scanned the well-dressed crowd, he started to mentally catalogue the vibe of the most well-dressed people. From what he was seeing, waistcoats for women but still with very masculine tailoring were well-represented, as were asymmetrical blazers for all genders. A very masculine-presenting person breezed past him in a corset with wide-legged trousers with very high slits giving a flash of silver booty shorts underneath.

      “Oh, yes,” Cal murmured to himself.

      He’d have to get himself a pair of those pants. Maybe paired with a latex-look turtleneck and a diamond belt and ankle height go-go boots.

      Cal had seen enough to know it was worth lingering awhile longer. It was still relatively early, and it was possible more interesting fashionistas and socialites would make their way into the club. So he got in line at the bar.

      “The cocktails are quite excellent here. Though if you aren’t a fan of actually tasting the alcohol, you might find them strong for your taste,” came a masculine voice in a crisp, posh, English accent.

      Cal turned to find a tall, dark-haired man in his mid-twenties with aristocratic features and hazel eyes. He had a pair of round slim-framed glasses perched on his nose. He was wearing a black and white patterned shirt with an identical tie, and an immaculately slim-tailored pair of black pants and a single breasted blazer that nipped him in at the waist. It was nothing groundbreaking fashion-wise, but it was trendy and well-tailored enough to catch his attention. The stranger was holding a cut crystal glass with something dark and strong in it.

      Cal gave him an obvious once-over, then grinned. “Well, I’d say that makes sense seeing as this is a cocktail bar,” he drawled.

      “Oh, you’re American.”

      “Canadian,” Cal corrected. It was a common mistake, though one that irked him. “You sound disappointed.”

      “No, not disappointed. Are you a tourist?”

      Cal examined the stranger, one eyebrow lifted. He was having a hard time reading him. It felt like he was being flirted with, but it could also simply be smalltalk. There was a soft lisp to his voice and a certain flow to his mannerisms that made his gaydar ping. However, he’d mistaken poshness for queerness in the past, and he wasn’t keen to repeat that mistake. There was also a note of hopefulness that made him think he wanted the answer to his question to be no.

      “Resident,” said Cal.His gaze flicked to the man’s full glass, then up to his face. “Unless you’re second-guessing your drink, I’m guessing you’re not in line. So?”

      “Pardon?” said the man. He was holding himself confidently, but something in his eyes suggested nervousness.

      “Are you going to offer to buy me a drink? Or have I…” he shifted a little closer, “...completely misread you?”

      To Cal’s surprise, the stranger shifted even closer.

      His eyes lidded and he swept his gaze over him, lingering for a moment at the hint of chest visible in the deep arch of his shirt. He raised his glass to his lips, sipped from it, then looked from the bar back to Cal. He locked eyes with him and then asked, “What will you have?”

      Cal grinned wider. He hadn’t come to the club to pick up, but if he did that would be a nice bonus. He stepped up to the bar and then leaned on it. “Sazerac.”

      The man and the bartender exchanged nods, then she went to make the drink.

      “Thanks. I’m Cal.”

      “Archie. Cal. Is it short for something?”

      Cal grinned and shook his head. He kept leaning on the bar and took a moment to fully take Archie in. He was tall and lean, but something about the way his clothing laid suggested a subtly fit body beneath the clothing. He was not his usual type. He tended toward more muscular, straight-passing men as his usual. But something about Archie’s combination of twink and British nobleman was intriguing, as was his attempt at being confident and suave that barely covered up his nervousness.

      “Nope. Not Calvin or anything like that. Just Cal.”  When his drink arrived, he picked it up without taking his eyes off Archie.

      Archie reached around him to drop cash on the bar to cover Cal’s drink. As he did, he lingered close. His nostrils flared in a way that suggested he was taking in his cologne. His cheeks turned a little red and his pupils dilated ever so slightly.

      “Let me be blunt,” said Archie. “I am not looking for anything serious. I know a club such as this isn’t a usual venue for casual hook-ups. But I find dance clubs far too loud and dating applications tedious and uncouth. If you aren’t interested in something casual, I understand and I hope you enjoy your drink. But I thought I would shoot my shot, as they say.”

      Cal smiled at Archie’s boldness. He was usually the aggressor, so the approach made Archie even more intriguing. Not that his approach was aggressive. In fact, it was the most polite come-on he’d ever been the recipient of. “Well, I only just got here. Are you in a horny hurry?”

      Archie nearly choked on the mouthful of his drink.

      “Oh, oh, ouch. Did you burn your nostrils?” said Cal with a wicked little grin. It was fun to throw Archie off his very weak confidence game. It was actually quite cute. He grabbed a napkin off the bar and handed it to him.

      Archie mumbled an apology, then dabbed gently at his nose. He cleared his throat. “Well, em, no, not particularly. But I also do not want to drag it out.”

      “Right, right. Because you don’t really want to get to know me,” said Cal with a little grin. “I get it,” he said as he reached out to straighten Archie’s lapel. “But we can build a little anticipation.” He sidled in closer and looked up at him. He wasn’t considerably taller, but enough that he did have to tilt his chin up. He rested a hand on his shoulder and leaned in.

      To Cal’s surprise, Archie took that as an invitation to slide his arm around his waist. He pressed his palm to the small of his back. Then he looked into Cal’s eyes and swallowed. There was a subtle sheen of perspiration on his forehead that glinted in the overhead light. “My anticipation has been building since I saw you walk in,” he whispered.

      Cal was a creature of ego who loved getting that ego stroked. He was hot and he knew it, and he also had a tendency to be a brat and a princess. Not in his professional life, of course - but he liked to be pampered and flattered in his personal life. So whether he knew it or not, Archie’s words hit all the right buttons. “Go on,” he purred, “Sample the merchandise.”

      “Oh. Em. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…are…” Archie leaned in and whispered, “...are you a prostitute?”

      Cal’s eyes widened and then he sputtered laughter loud enough to draw the attention of nearby patrons. He covered his mouth, then looked at Archie with his eyes twinkling with mirth. “I was just giving you permission to grab my ass.”

      “Oh,” said Archie, his cheeks flushed red. “Apologies. I hope I haven’t insulted you.”

      “Not at all. I’m flattered you think I could charge for it.” Then Cal gently took his wrist and guided it toward his backside.

      Archie did his best to regain his composure. He swallowed and then gently let his hand be guided. Once it was over one cheek, he gave it a gentle squeeze.

      Cal could tell immediately that Archie was very pleased by what he was feeling. Not just by the look on his face, but because he’d sidled close enough that he could feel the tenting in his trousers. “There you go. I don’t bite. Well, not without a safe word.”

      “Now you’re trying to embarrass me,” Archie admonished.

      “Well, yeah. You’re cute
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