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The blue light of the smartphone screen illuminated the sharp, clean edges of Bram’s beard. At exactly 1cm, the hair was coarse but groomed, a tactile boundary he maintained with obsessive precision.

On the screen, the chat bubbles from "Sara" were a frantic mess of lowercase letters and sporadic emojis. Bram took his time, his thumbs hovering before typing a response that felt as solid and immovable as his own stocky frame.

Sara: so what ru actually looking for here?? lol like what’s the vibe?

Bram: I am looking for a high level of planning and clear communication. I find ambiguity stressful. I prefer a partner who values a scheduled approach to intimacy and social outings.

The three dots of Sara’s typing appeared almost instantly.

Sara: OK then, Mr Robot lol

A second later, the chat window dissolved. User has left the conversation. Then, the familiar sting of the "Profile Unavailable" screen. He had been blocked.

Bram didn’t flinch. He didn’t feel the heat of rejection; he felt the cold exhaustion of a repeated pattern. He’d been called a lot of uncomplimentary things in his life, but they never really landed, because he knew the description was inaccurate. He wasn’t a robot any more than he was a microwave in the kitchen. In any case, robots were efficient. People were the ones who were broken.

He set the phone face down on his bedside table, aligned perfectly with the edge of the wood, and moved to his desk. He opened his laptop. The hinge creaked, a sound he’d been meaning to oil, and he navigated to a bookmark titled The Calibration Project.

The forum was a relic of an older internet, devoid of the slick, sensory-overload UI of modern apps. No one currently posting knew what it had been about originally, but these days, it was a grey and charcoal sanctuary for the neurodivergent. No profile pictures. No real names. Just threads of ASMR links, high-resolution photos of industrial machinery, and long, rambling manifestos on the "Correct Way to Organise a Spice Rack."

He clicked New Thread.

Subject: Is this unreasonable?

I am a man living in London. I am seeking a woman who resides in the same city. My requirements are as follows:

	High level of organisation.

	Use of lists/spreadsheets to manage daily life.

	A mandatory "Lead-In" period. No physical touching until emotional and intellectual predictability is established.

	A shared habit of observing the details others miss.


Is this an impossible request?

He hit Post, shut the laptop, and went to work.

The workday was a suffocating blur of spreadsheets and sensory management. By the time Bram returned home, his social battery was in the red. He made tea, steeped for exactly four minutes from boiling, and opened the forum, expecting the usual cynicism.

There were six upvotes. A few comments read: "I feel you, bro" and "The 'Lead-In' is real. People are touch-aggressive."

But what caught his attention, in the top right corner, a small red "1" hovered over his inbox.

Bram slumped in his chair and clicked it, bracing for a moderator’s warning about using the board for solicitation.

From: Rx_29

Subject: Wednesday

Meet me in The Angel pub, Islington. Wednesday at 8:00 PM, if interested.

There was an attachment. Bram’s mouse hovered over the file. It wasn't a JPEG. It was an .XLSX file.

He downloaded it, his heart beating in a way that felt uncomfortably irregular. The spreadsheet snapped open. The data entry was clean.

Date # Physical Contact Max Duration Objective

1 Zero 60 Minutes Exchange of interests, limitations, and expectations.

2 Zero 90 Minutes Review of Date 1; Discussion of sensory triggers.

3 Handshake (Optional) 120 Minutes Shared activity (Parallel Play).

4 Handshake (Mandatory) 150 Minutes Discussion of earlier dates, Hopes for the future

5 Manual exploration (clothed) 180 Minutes Establishing non-intimate physical proximity

6 Hand holding 240 minutes Trust and boundary workshop

7 Kiss (Optional) 300 minutes Evening out. Dinner, cinema, drink

8 Manual exploration (nude) Open-ended Determining attraction. Neutral venue.

Bram leaned back in his chair, the glow of the cells reflecting in his dark eyes. He ran a hand over his beard, feeling the short hair prickle against his palm.

In a world of chaotic vibes and casual insults, someone had sent him exactly what he had been looking for all those years.

"No way," he whispered to the empty room.

He looked at the clock. It was Monday, 7.56 pm. He had just over forty-eight hours to prepare. For the first time since he had started trying to date, the confusion in his chest didn't feel like a weight... it felt like a countdown.

*  *  *
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The Angel was a cavern of murmured conversations, safe enough for a first meeting, provided one sat far from the jukebox. Bram arrived at 7:55 PM. At 8:00 PM precisely, a shadow fell over his table.

He looked up and didn't see a face first; he saw a wall of charcoal-grey fleece.

Roxie stood at 186cm, a height that usually made people stare or shrink away. To compensate, she lived in a permanent state of retraction, her shoulders rolled forward, chin tucked, spine curved like a question mark. Her hoodie was massive, the kind of garment designed to swallow a person whole, yet when she reached out to pull the opposite chair, the fabric pulled taut across a set of shoulders that were undeniably powerful.

"Roxie," she said. It wasn't a question. Her voice was surprisingly soft, a stark contrast to her Amazonian frame.

"Bram." Bram gestured to the seat. "You are exactly on time. I appreciate that."

As she sat, her long, fine chestnut hair spilled over her shoulders. It was silk-fine, looking almost ethereal against the ruggedness of her oversized clothes.

"The spreadsheet," Bram began, placing his phone on the table. The Excel grid was already open. "The sequencing is logical. I’ve never been offered a dating manual quite like this before."

Roxie fidgeted with a loose thread on her sleeve. "It’s just a draft. I find that if I don't set parameters, people... they drift. They change the rules halfway through. I can't calculate for drift."

"I don't drift," Bram said firmly. "I find the schedule comforting. It will be followed"

They began the 'Expectations' phase of the list. They spoke about the gym, a shared sanctuary. For Bram, it was the repetitive, mechanical nature of the lifts. For Roxie, it was the only place where being 'big' was a quantifiable asset rather than a social liability.

"I’m a powerlifter," she admitted, her eyes darting to his to gauge the reaction. "I know I’m... a lot. Most men want someone they can carry. I’ve been told I look like a linebacker in a wig." She let out a dry, self-deprecating laugh, the kind she used as a shield.

Bram didn't laugh. He leaned forward, his stocky frame solid as an anvil. "I find your solidity refreshing," he said, his voice devoid of platitude. "I am tired of 'barely there' women. You have a significant presence. It is predictable. I can see where you begin and end. There is no ambiguity in your physique."

Roxie went still. No one had ever framed her size as clarity before.

"Your hair," he added, his eyes tracking the chestnut strands. "The texture appears to be a high-quality sensory input. It's one of my triggers. I like things that are exceptionally soft or exceptionally coarse."

"Like your beard," she countered, her gaze settling on the dark, 1cm bristles. "It’s very... geometric. I like the lines of it."

The conversation moved to the failures of the past, the women who called Bram 'cold' because he didn't read their "hints," and the men who had been intimidated by Roxie’s strength or disgusted by her lack of "daintiness."

"They move too fast in the wrong directions," Roxie said, her shoulders relaxing just a fraction, the hoodie draping differently now. "They want the 'spark,' but the spark is just chaos. I want the build."

"I want the foundation," Bram agreed.

Simultaneously, two distinct pings echoed from the table. Both their phones lit up: 21:00. End of Date 1.

"The hour is up," Bram said, standing immediately. He didn't reach for her hand; the spreadsheet had forbidden it.

"Yes," Roxie said, standing to her full height. She towered over him, but for once, she didn't hunch. She felt the air on her face instead of the floor.

As Bram walked toward the tube, Roxie stood on the pavement, watching his sturdy, rhythmic gait. She felt a strange, humming vibration in her chest, not the usual frantic anxiety of a bad first date that indicated there wouldn’t be a second, but the steady thrum of a machine that had finally been oiled.

She pulled her hood up, but her mind remained on his words: I can see where you begin and end.

He hadn't looked at her with the pity people gave to 'unfeminine' women, nor the fetishistic leer of those who liked 'giants.' He had looked at her as a structural marvel.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone, opening her excel file. Her fingers hovered over the cell for Date 2: Discussion of date 1 and sensory triggers.

She felt a sudden urge to actually wear something that fit. For the first time in her life, she didn't want to hide the 'muchness' of herself. She wanted to see if Bram’s calm, dark eyes would stay just as steady when there was no baggy gray hoodie to mask the truth of her.

Bram didn't look back. He knew the schedule: Date 2 was already set. But as he descended into the station, he found himself replaying the exact cadence of her voice. Solidity. She had called his beard geometric. He touched his jaw, feeling the familiar prickle. The word echoed. Predictable. It was the first time someone had used it as a compliment.

*  *  *
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For Date 2, they had chosen a quiet corner of a library-themed café. It was a space designed for silence, lined with old books that acted as natural soundproofing, a deliberate choice to mitigate the general chaos of the outside world.

Bram arrived wearing a navy button-down shirt. It was crisp and functional, but as he adjusted his seating, the fabric of the sleeves pulled tight against his biceps. The cotton strained, hinting at the thick, dense muscle beneath.

Roxie had spent an hour in front of her mirror. She’d reached for a form-fitting sweater, then panicked, eventually settling for a compromise: a dark green thermal shirt. It wasn't baggy, but it wasn't a second skin either. However, because it actually sat against her frame, the breadth of her shoulders and the powerful arch of
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