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The bar was good. Dark wood, decent pours, music at a volume where you could still hear the person you were with if you wanted to. A place that had made a decision about itself and stuck to it.

May Little had been here before. She liked it. She'd claimed the third stool from the end, hoisted herself up onto it, got her heels onto the crossbar and her elbows on the bar, and from there she felt like a person sitting at a bar, which was not always a given. At three foot eleven you made peace with furniture early or you spent your whole life annoyed at it, and May had made peace with furniture.

She had a gin and tonic and a view of the room. The green dress was doing what it was supposed to do, fitted through the waist, good at the neckline, one of the four dresses in existence that worked on her frame. She owned all four. Her dark hair was down. She hadn't come out looking for anything. She'd come out for the gin and the room.

She noticed the man because he noticed her first, and she was used to noticing people noticing her. She'd developed a sense for it, the whole sequence: double-take, look away, look back. Most people ran through all three in under ten seconds. This one had looked once, held it a beat, looked away, and then walked over a full minute later.

Small difference. She registered it.

"Can I buy you the next one?" he said.

She looked at the glass in her hand, still about a quarter full, and then up at him. Dark hair, six-two maybe. Not bad. He had an easy way of standing, comfortable approaching a stranger without seeming like he approached every stranger. Big distinction.

“I don’t know” She said sizing him up.

“Come on” He smiled, “One little drink won’t hurt”

She smiled back, "Fine. You can. I'll tell you what I want."

He waited.

"Grey Goose and tonic. Ice. Lime, not lemon."

"Specific."

"I know what I like."

He flagged the barman and got it right first pass without checking back with her, which she also registered. Then he turned back and said, "I'm Cal."

"May."

"Pittsburgh?"

She tilted her head. "That obvious?"

"Not obvious. The vowels."

"Local?" she said.

"Shadyside," he said.

She picked up her original drink and finished it.

"Alright, Cal," she said. "I'm going to ask you something and I need you not to get weird about it."

He waited. She liked that he waited. Most people started pre-answering.

"Are you a fetish chaser?"

He didn't flinch. He took a second with it, weighing the answer, which already put him ahead of most people she'd asked.

"No," he said. "I'm a man who likes brunettes who can pull off a dress the way you're pulling off that one."

She looked down at herself and back up at him.

"Good answer," she said.

"I thought so."

"You practised it."

"First time anyone's asked me that specific question," he said, "so no."

She held his gaze for a second. He held hers back without working at it.

"People think I don't know why they come over," she said. "I know. You can tell inside the first two sentences. There's an excitement that reads a specific way, and once you've seen it you can't un-see it."

"And I didn't have it."

"You had a different kind," she said. "Which is fine."

He smiled like it cost him nothing.

Her drink arrived. She tasted it and it was right. She set it down and they talked, and she let the conversation go where it wanted to. It went several directions at once. The bar, the neighbourhood, a book she'd read, a film he'd seen, a mutual opinion about a sports team she mentioned mostly to test his reaction, and he passed because he disagreed without being a knob about it. He was quick. Not sharper than her, she didn't rate many people sharper than her and she was honest about the fact, but he could follow and he could push back and he didn't talk over her when she was mid-sentence, which was a lower bar than it should have been and which he cleared comfortably.

At some point the gin was gone and a new one had appeared. She did not remember ordering it. He'd timed it quietly and made nothing of the fact, and she made a note of the man.

"You're good at this," she said.

"What is this?"

"This." She gestured at the space between them. "The thing we're doing."

"I'm talking to someone I find interesting."

"You're also keeping my glass full."

"Multi-tasking."

She laughed. The real laugh, the loud one, the one she'd given up trying to calibrate to the room about fifteen years ago. The couple two stools down looked over. She didn't care.

"Where do you live," she said.

"Five minutes down the road," he said.

"Let's go then."

She walked into his place before he'd finished closing the door. Good street level, no steps, which mattered, though she didn't comment. The hallway was tight and the kitchen was a normal kitchen, and she noted the lower cabinets were at a height she could reach without getting creative about it, and she filed that away.

"Nice place," she said, and meant it.

"Can I get you something?"

"No," she said. She'd turned to face him. "Come here."

He came. She put her hand flat on his chest and held him there.

"Just so we're clear," she said. "I know what I'm doing and I know what I want. You don't have to manage anything."

"Okay."

"Good."

She reached for his belt.

Buckle, zip, his jeans shoved down his thighs, and she stood in front of him fully upright, heels on the floor. Standing. At three foot eleven, in front of a man who was six foot two, and the geometry worked out perfectly. It always had. She had never once stopped finding that funny.

He was half hard when she took him in her hand and fully hard by the fourth stroke, thickening in her grip, heavy and warm in her palm. She worked him slowly, her thumb dragging over the head on each upstroke, and listened to his breathing go shallow above her.

"Oh, May."

"Shh," she said, and took him in her mouth.

She went slow to start. Lips first, then tongue, long pulls that took him in and drew back to the head, her hand working the length her mouth left alone. He was clean and warm and she could taste the salt of him already, which told her plenty about how the last hour at the bar had gone for him, and she smiled around him at that, and he felt the smile and groaned.

Her tongue moved in strokes along the underside, circled the head, pressed into the ridge below it and held there until his hips gave a small tell he didn't authorise. His hand went into her hair, not pulling, just holding on, and she heard the sounds he was trying to swallow and made no effort to help him. She hollowed her cheeks and took him deep, held him at the back of her throat while his whole body went still with the effort of not moving, then drew back slow enough to feel every inch of it leave, and went again.

She got her free hand on his thigh and rested it there. Not doing anything. Just adding to his situation. The muscle under her palm was tight as cable.

She could feel him starting to come apart. The rhythm of his breath went ragged, and then the first proper shift of his hips, the involuntary one, the body taking over from the man.

She pulled back and let him leave her mouth entirely.

The sound he made was satisfying.

"Not yet," she said.

She stood there and looked up at him, her hand still loose around him, keeping him nowhere near enough. His hand was still in her hair and his eyes hadn't caught up.

"Your turn," she said.

He reached down and kissed her. No rush to it, no fumbling either. She gave the kiss a few seconds because it was good, and then took both his hands and placed them on her waist.

"Zip's at the back," she said.

He found it and drew it down, and she let the dress drop and stepped out of it, and stood there in her underwear and let him look. This was the moment she checked with every man, the moment the looking happened. She watched his face while he did it. There was heat in it and nothing else, no wonder, no inventory, none of the wrong things she knew how to spot, and she reached back and dealt with the bra herself because he'd earned the view.

"Okay
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