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I turned the corner, steeled for boredom and then a battle, only to stop short. 

I'd been expecting to sit in awkward, ominous silence in the row of uncomfortable chairs outside of the principal's office, only that wait apparently wouldn't be a lonely one. Not with someone already occupying one of those frustratingly-upright and under-cushioned seats. 

The bigger surprise, though, was the person who'd apparently be keeping me company.

Brady Carmichael wasn't a geek, though he obviously wasn't a jock, either. Too slim to risk permanent damage on the football team; lacking the focused muscles that might earn a spot among the baseball players. Not that I got the feeling he cared about either of those things, nor his exclusion from them. 

"What're you doing here?"

It came out, I knew, harsher than I intended it to. No question whether Brady clocked that tone, either, not with the way he was glaring at me balefully through his hair. That was long, and a little wavy, and he had a habit of letting it fall forward to part-cover his face when he wanted a barrier from the world around him. 

You notice shit like that, when people aren't afraid of what makes them different from most everyone else. 

He shrugged, expression still sour. "Got called to the principal's," he explained. Brady's voice was deeper than you'd expect it to be, like puberty had added a half-foot of resonance to his vocal cords, along with the growth spurt and all its other changes.

"Well yeah," I agreed, gesturing around us at the olive green corridor. "That part was obvious."

Another shrug, and he turned away. 

I dropped into the seat one down from him, wincing at the uncomfortable padding. I hadn't been here quite enough to have a favorite chair yet, though it was close. Enough, certainly, that my mom had to come bail me out on her own these days; my stepdad had washed his hands of me. Apparently I was "too far gone" and "stubbornly beyond redemption."

"We got caught playing poker again," I explained, even though he hadn't asked the question in return. 

Brady didn't look around, but I couldn't miss the slight snort of amusement from behind the curtain of hair. 

"So, where's everyone else?"

I stretched my legs out, crossing them at the ankles. It was a reasonable question.

"They only wanted the bank. Everyone else got a warning."

When he shook his head, slowly, it was like he was entertained despite himself. 

"They trusted you with the money?"

I gave a grunt of mock-annoyance. "I'm the only one who can count."

That same huff of amusement. "Clever. Though not clever enough to not get caught."

I mirrored his shrug. "Eh, what else would I be doing today? Math?" Stretched my arms above my head, gripping my wrists as I twisted first left, then right, then left again. "And it's not like you were any cleverer... looks like you got caught, too."

Apparently he didn't think enough of that to bother responding. 

"Go on, what did they get you on?" His silence was only making me more curious. "I didn't think you did dumb shit like the rest of us." 

For a while I thought he was going to ignore me, refuse to respond. Just like Brady Carmichael had ignored us when we gave him shit for his long hair and weird taste in music, and had ignored us when we asked him questions after he came out as gay, at all of fourteen years old, and ignored us when we wanted to know his plans for after graduation. Brady Carmichael was an expert at refusing to respond to things he didn't want to respond to. 

So, it was a surprise when he actually did answer me, for once. 

"They caught me up on the roof." 

I waited, for a minute, to see if there was going to be any more to that sentence, or if that was my lot. Until it was abundantly clear that Brady had no intention of spilling any further details. 

"On the roof?" I parroted. 

A nod, that veil of wavy, dark brown hair rippling. 

"And you got pulled up in front of Jameson for that?"

Officially, we weren't meant to go up on the flat roofs of the single-story classrooms. In practice, it was usually the sort of thing that got you a metaphorical slapped wrist and a warning not to do anything which might force the teaching staff to write an incident report. Nobody liked filling in those. 

Another shrug. 

I frowned. "No, but seriously, that was it?"

He took a deep breath, and then let it out again, slowly. His leg had been tapping up and down, I realized; he stilled it a second later, almost as if my spotting it had suddenly made it obvious to Brady, too. 

"I was naked when they caught me."

I blinked at him, then at the dreary wall opposite us both, and then - because my body was still waiting for my brain to finish its processing - back at him, again. 

"You were naked. On the roof."

If he shrugged again, like all of this was normal and I was the weird one for being so confused, I was about ready to yell at him. He didn't, though. 

"Yeah. My clothes were on the ground."

"Were you... sunbathing?" It was ridiculous, but it was also the only thing which seemed to make a scrap of sense. 

Brady snorted. "Not hardly."

He was pale, exceedingly so, and it was even more obvious next to the darker complexion my mom's Hispanic parents had donated to me. The only time I'd seen Brady go a different color after being outdoors, it'd been more like a lobster red. 

We'd given him shit about that, too, if I remembered right. And he'd ignored us then, as well. 

"Did someone put you up to it? Like, a dare or something?"

That seemed even more stupid an idea than the sunbathing had. Some of us had spent our high school lives resolutely incapable of turning down a dare, regardless of how idiotic. Brady Carmichael was not among those people. 

I could just about see his smirk. 

"Kinda."

The names of potential candidates were flicking through my mind's eye. Guys with reputations for egging each other on to do riskier and riskier crap. Cross-referencing that, though, with who might hold any sway over Brady made for a short list. Or, more accurately, a list with zero names on it. 

"Why were you naked on the roof?" It was possible that a different - more forthright - approach would unlock something which made more sense. 

It certainly was enough to trigger that damn smirk again. 

"Long story," he demurred. 

I looked, pointedly, up and down the corridor. "And we're busy?"

It was another of those pauses, the ones which made me think I was definitely not getting an answer. And, frankly, for all the backstory fascinated me, I was reluctant to push any harder and give Brady the satisfaction of knowing how interested I was. 

"It's an app," he said, though, finally. His intonation making it seem like he thought that would explain everything. 

I didn't get to see if he smirked again, because - despite my suggestion that we had nothing but time to talk - the door opened and Jameson was there looking annoyed. 

By the time Brady emerged again, ten minutes later and with the principal looking as bemused as I still felt, there was no time to ask the two-dozen questions my brain had come up with. Not when I was being dragged in straight after, for another of those "you have promise, young man, but you seem hellbent on squandering it" lectures. 

When I made it out of there, with four days of detention to look forward to, Brady was already long gone. 
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I didn't see Brady again until after last class. That'd usually be the point where I'd rush out, probably already late for football practice. Instead, I was headed down to do my first day of detention. 

He was already there, having picked a chair almost in the very corner of the classroom. His long fingers twirling a pen.

I pulled out the seat next to him; wondered whether his studious lack of a reaction to my presence came naturally, or if he was doing it intentionally. 

"What's the app?"

Preamble and niceties would, I'd decided, be a waste of time. And, given Brady's general attitude to conversation - or, more specifically, how rapidly it could dry up - I didn't want to waste any possible inclination to chattiness on small talk. 

"You wouldn't know it," he muttered, still not looking my way. 

"That's why I asked."

No reaction to that. I resisted the urge to point out he could be a rude bastard. 

"So it's an app where people dare each other to do shit?" I suggested. 

From the way he tilted his head, from side to side, it seemed I was partly on the right track. Maybe. 

"And they dared you to take all your clothes off, and go on the roof?" 

Brady sighed. It was the sound of someone realizing their silence wasn't going to have the intended effect. 

"Why do you care, Garret?"

That was an even more idiotic question than mine had been, I considered telling him. Obviously, I cared because it was so weird a prospect.

"So who dared you?" I pushed, ignoring what he'd asked me first. 

He shrugged. "I dunno."

None of it was adding up, that was the frustrating part. I was getting answers - shitty ones, but Brady was at least talking now - yet I couldn't make them fit together in any way that came close to making sense. 

"So some stranger tells you to get naked, in public, and you just do it for no reason?" I made no attempt to hide the incredulity in my tone. 

"Oh, there was a reason." Brady sounded smug. 

I waited. And then waited some more. 

"I don't see why you can't answer a friendly question," I complained, finally. 

Brady gave me a fast glance. Expression sober. "We're not friends, Garret."

I made a face. "Fine. Classmates. People who've known each other for years. Better?"

Maybe, in a toss-up between responding to that, and just answering the question I'd posed beforehand, Brady decided the latter was the less uncomfortable. 

"I got paid. To do it, I mean."

"Wait, what?"

The look he shot me was withering. "Paid. Money, Garret. You've heard of it?"

Flipping him off, maybe with a reminder that he was being a rude asshole, was tempting but seemed counter-productive. At least for the moment. 

"You got paid, cash, to take your clothes off and go on the roof." I frowned, trying to join the dots in my head. "By a total stranger."

"Yep." Judging by the flat, almost uninterested way he confirmed it, Brady wasn't feeling super-snarky any more. 

"What's the app called?" I pushed. 

The slightest of winces. "Uh... BroBid."

I stared at him. "Bro... bid?"

A nod. 

"BroBid," I repeated. 

Brady hissed in annoyance. "Yes, Garret, BroBid. It's like... Uber, but for... dares."

It was tempting, not least because of how my parroting so obviously got him riled up, to repeat that, too. I didn't, though. 

"Are they all naked dares?" I asked, instead, because knowing the answer to that was even more tempting. 

Yet another shrug. "Not always. Depends which bid you accept."

He wasn't giving me much to work with, but I was joining what dots I could. "So... someone puts out a dare, and you get to pick whether you do it or not? Like an Uber driver claiming a rider?"

"Basically," Brady agreed. 

"And all the people on it are... bros? Dudes?"

He tilted his head, side to side like I was only partly correct. "I mean, most of the people claiming tasks are. I dunno about all the people offering them."

I nodded, slowly, trying to fit each grudging tidbit into my picture of what he was talking about. 

"And you count as a bro?"

Brady gave me a sour glare. "It's a broad term, okay?" 

I held up my hands, at his defensiveness. "Just checking... bro."

He rolled his eyes at me, but I noticed that the curtain of "you're dismissed" hair didn't come down. 

"Did you send them photos of you naked?"

For the first time, Brady looked uncomfortable. "Yeah," he admitted, reluctantly. "To prove I'd done it."

Maybe he thought I was going to laugh at him, or be disgusted. I was too occupied thinking the possibilities through for either. 

"So the dares, the tasks... they're all sexual?"

Now he really did look unhappy. I figured it was more about the topic, than what he'd done on the app. 

"No," he said, dragging the word out, "depends which you pick."

"But you pick the sexual ones," I pushed. It wasn't entirely clear whether I was making a statement or asking a question. 

A beat. And then he made a sort of angry huffing sound, like he was exasperated and offended all in one. 

"Despite what you think, some people find me attractive, Garret."

I chuckled, mostly in surprise. "I didn't say anything about you being attractive, or otherwise."

His expression said he was unconvinced. "You don't have to be some muscled jock for people to want to see you do..." 

Brady paused, and suddenly I was intensely curious as to what might finish that sentence. 

"So what sort of things have you done, then?" I asked, when it was clear he had no intention of volunteering more. 

"Do you really want to know," he pushed back, still sounding angry, "or are you just looking for another opportunity to make fun of me?"

It was, I thought, unfair as framing went. Sure, I'd teased him some, when we'd been younger kids. But everyone teased everyone. 

"Aren't I allowed to just be curious?" 

There was something surgical in his stare. Like he was working on the principle that, if he focused on me intensely enough, the reality of whether I was being truthful or not would be unmistakably clear. 

Whatever the scalpel uncovered, he must've decided I was being sufficiently sincere. 

"Nothing extreme," he said, voice lower now. There was nobody sitting near us - just a couple of younger kids closer to the front of the room - but he still glanced around as though there might be a chance of someone eavesdropping. "Just, like, solo stuff."

"Solo st-" I started to parrot, then stopped as I saw his expression get flinty. "Like, jerking off?"

A wince. "I mean... yeah. Some people want to see that."

He sounded defensive again. Like he fully expected me to call his performing skills into question. 

"How much do you get paid?"

Brady chewed his lip for a second, thoughtfully. "Depends. It's all bids, right? So if someone really wants something, they can offer a lot... but if there are a few people looking to claim them, the price goes down."

I nodded, slowly, still processing. 

"So for, like, getting naked on a roof, for example..." I grinned at him. 

He looked bashful, but he still mustered a smile. "Forty dollars."

I gaped at him. "Forty bucks, for standing on the roof with your dick out?"

The smile was gone, replaced by an angry glare. "Keep your voice down, idiot!"

I gestured apology. 

"Anyway," he continued, "the being-naked bit was only part of it. They wanted me to drop my clothes over the side, so it'd seem like I was trapped up there, exposed. And then... y'know."

I didn't know, but I could guess, and since I assumed Brady got paid then I also assumed he'd jerked off on the roof of the school before whoever caught him came along. 

"Couldn't you have just, like, pretended to drop your clothes? But hidden them?"

He shrugged. "They wanted video of it all. And if you get caught cheating on a task, your rating goes down, and you're less likely to get more."

It really was like Uber, I thought, albeit a whole lot more fascinating. 

"So what's the most you've got paid, then?" I asked. "Like, for one thing."

Brady chewed his lip again. "A hundred, I think. But only once."

I knew my eyes must've got big, because of the way he was looking at me with amusement. 

"A hundred bucks? What did you have to do?"

He opened his mouth, as if to reply, then shook his head. "I'm not saying."

He was still smiling, though, so I figured the shutters hadn't come down completely. Maybe it was the surprise of that which made me want to ask my next question. While my luck - and Brady being talkative - still held. 

"So... can anyone sign up?"

The stare went on for a while, maybe as he decided whether or not I was still being serious. 

"As long as you're over eighteen, yeah." He frowned. "But..."

I waited. "But, what?"

That dissecting stare again. "Look, Garret, the guys on the app... you know what they want, right?"

I shrugged. "To see naked dudes. Bros, I mean."

Brady's lips tightened a little. "Yeah, but more than that. So sure, you could sign up, but you'd have to be okay with doing that stuff, and knowing other men were watching it."

He was right, of course. And if I was being honest with myself, I hadn't really thought that whole thing through, not completely. My brain just got hooked on the money aspect, and being curious, and suddenly I was wondering why I couldn't do what Brady was doing. 

"I'd get to pick what I did, though, right?"

"Yeah. But the easy stuff doesn't make you much."

That, I figured I could handle.

"Better than nothing, though. And it's not like I haven't been doing it at home, for free."

Brady, hilariously, looked scandalized by the idea of me jerking off. As if we hadn't just been talking about him getting paid by strangers to film himself doing sexual things. 

"Sorry to burst your bubble, bro," I said, grinning as I emphasized the word, "but you're not the only guy who knows how to beat his meat."
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We'd been shushed after that, the teacher on reluctant detention duty pointing out that we were meant to be there as a punishment, not for a social club. I'd grudgingly moved a few rows across, and pulled out a math assignment to go cross-eyed over.

All I could think about, though, was Brady's app. Or, well, more accurately, all I could think about was what Brady had been doing, or getting asked to do. 

And, frankly, how strange it was for Brady Carmichael to be the one doing all that. 

The fact that he jerked off wasn't a surprise. I mean, trying to find an eighteen-year-old guy who didn't was going to present a serious challenge.

But Brady was... well, maybe it was easier to flip that around, and say what Brady wasn't. And the obvious answer to that was "like the rest of us," something which seemed - admittedly, from my outside perspective - like it was both a blessing and a curse. 

He was clever, that much was obvious. Probably too clever for his own good, frankly: the sort of smarts which see you bore easy, and which encourage you to antagonize your less-intelligent classmates, and which put smart-ass comments on the tip of your tongue. Which is usually all well and good, if you've got the muscles to back it up, only Brady didn't. 

You got the feeling that the main reason Brady didn't get beat up was that his barbs were pitched so high, people who tended to respond to that shit with fists didn't even realize he'd skewered them. Most of the time, anyway. 

I'd seen him, just a scant handful of times over all our school years, with a couple of bruises. Not wanted to stare, or ask a stupid question - it was a surefire way to find yourself at the sharp end of one of Brady's zingers - but I figured his way with words hadn't quite been enough. Though it could just as easily have been something at home; Brady's family life was another mystery. 

I didn't like that idea, though. Some part of me wanted to think that Brady got to go home to a regular house, with regular parents. That he didn't have to glare, and scowl, and drip with sarcasm there, like he clearly felt he needed to at school. Or, at least, no more than the usual teenager might. 

Even if Brady wasn't normal, I thought, he deserved normalcy.

Once I'd started watching him, though, started paying attention, it was difficult to stop seeing things. Stuff that I'd maybe been cruising through my own life without paying attention to, like the little stuff, the gestures and mannerisms. The way Brady frowned when he was concentrating in class, or the way he spun the combination on his locker in the hallways. How he might not be handsome in the same way the jocks were, the traditional way, yet there was still something striking - sexy, even - about him. 

Thoughts distracted when someone dropped down heavily onto the bench next to me.

"Man, I can't believe they gave you a fuckin' week of detention. That's such bullshit, dude."

Considering Hudson had stopped by the classroom, to flip me off through the window, the fact it was bullshit clearly wouldn't get in the way of the running back amusing himself.

Hudson was an asshole. A successful asshole on the football field, which earned him some general grace. Still, most people - even the coaches - seemed to understand that, when speed, muscles, and personality were being handed out, Hudson had only lined up for two of the three.

"Yeah, it sucks. But it was four days, not a week."

He snorted. "Still, that's four days too many."

I gave him what I figured counted as a thinly-veiled glare. Hudson had been one of the guys playing, only he'd got away with a warning. Not that I'd ever expect him to fall on his sword for me.

"At least you've got that little homo to entertain you, right?" 

I stopped veiling the glare. "What?"

Hudson laughed. "That Carmichael queer. I saw you guys were both in there. What happened, they caught him stealing the girls' nail polish or something?" 

I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to tamp down on my reaction. It wasn't exactly unsurprising that Brady got hassle sometimes for not being straight. And I couldn't tell Hudson the truth, as to why he'd earned his detention, too.

"I don't know, I didn't ask," I said, trying my best to sound uninterested. 

It didn't seem to matter. "You wanna be careful, dude. That little pervert's gonna be all over you, if you let him. You know how they get."

I couldn't help myself. "They?"

Hudson shrugged. He was tall, and obviously fit, and kinda handsome if you didn't know what his personality was like. Once you got to know him, that pretty much soured whatever good looks he had. 

"Pervs, freaks, all of that sort," he listed, dismissively. "Though maybe that's not so much a problem, for you." He side-eyed me, slyly. "Maybe you just wanna get your dick sucked, since you're single all the time."

"Fuck you, Hudson," I said, placidly. Like most assholes, 90% of what he said was in the hope of getting a rise out of you. 

He laughed, punching me in the arm. "I'm just saying, dude, watch yourself. I know what those sort of people are like."
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"You're gonna need a profile," Brady told me.

I frowned. "Like what?"

"Just something short and attention-grabbing. Something that'll make people think you're worth taking a risk on, as a new sign-up."

It was an explanation, but it left me feeling even more confused. 

"Can I see yours, to get an idea?" 

Brady made a face. "You can't just copy it, y'know."

I gave him an unimpressed look. "Yeah, obviously. It's not math homework. But it'd be easier to figure out what you mean, if I see what you did first."

Judging by the scowl, he didn't like the idea. But, since he was also pulling out his phone and tapping at the screen, he clearly couldn't think of a good argument against it, either.

Eventually, he held it out to me, still with that unhappy expression. 

"Don't go snooping through my phone."

Of course, as soon as he said that, I was tempted to. But checking out Brady's profile seemed more important overall.

I'd had to wait, to corner him. Until our second stint in detention had finished, the teacher on duty pointing us to different sides of the room and cutting off any chance of whispering before then. She hadn't realized it, but since I was itching to talk to Brady more - about dares, and how much guys would pay, and just what, exactly, might be expected of someone who signed up - it made the after-school punishment an even more effective torture. 

BroBid, it turned out, looked like a dating app, or a Facebook profile, or something. A little profile picture of what had to be Brady's shirtless chest - his face cut off at the top - and a sentence of text underneath it. I read it out loud. 

"18. Slim, obedient twink. Switch, into exhib and toys."

He'd not been kidding when he said it should be short. 

"What does 'switch' mean?" I asked.

Brady looked pained. "It just... look, you know about being a top, or a bottom?"

"I'm not entirely ignorant," I told him, witheringly. 

"Well, switch just means... you can be both," he continued. 

I nodded, but I was still thinking. Somehow, the idea of Brady as a sexual being - as in, a guy who had sex with other guys - hadn't really registered in my brain. But, as I considered it, I would've probably figured he was a bottom, because of his slight build and how softly spoken he was, usually. 

The thought of him screwing another dude was hard to picture, but my mind was apparently willing to attempt it all the same.

"So, you know what to put, now?" 

His question jolted me from my imagination, and head-first into the embarrassing realization that I was blushing, just slightly. 

"Not really," I admitted. "Can't you just get me started?"

He sighed, but still held his hand out. I passed over my phone, and watched him ponder for a moment before his fingers fluttered across the display. 

After a minute or two of what looked like focused concentration, he handed it back to me.

"18," I read out loud. "Straight but curious jock, into showing off and taking risks."

When I looked up, he was already staring at me, seemingly waiting for my reaction. 

"It's a bit similar to yours," I pointed out. 

Brady nodded. "The 'showing off' and 'taking risks' bit are bait. You want to sound like you're up for more intense stuff."

"And 'straight but curious'?"

A shrug. "A lot of gay guys like the idea of doing stuff with straight guys. So you have to seem at least a little bit attainable."

I shook my head, slowly, grinning at his cunning. Thumbed down on his own profile, to a little row of preview images. 

"So what's in your gallery, then?" I asked, as I tapped the first little square. Only to be startled by him lunging forward and trying to snatch the phone out of my hand.

"Garret, give it back!" 

It wasn't entirely easy, holding him at bay with the hand still gripping my own phone. By twisting around, though, I could keep him on the opposite side from where I was clumsily swiping through the larger pictures.

"Garret!" 

Brady sounded pained, now.

I turned to him, still holding him away with my hand on his chest, and his phone in my other outstretched arm. "What?"

He gave me an exasperated glare. "Don't look at them. They're... personal."

"But they're on your profile," I reminded him, gesturing with the phone. 

Given how tightly he was gritting his teeth, it was surprising that I couldn't hear his jaw creak.

"It's different. You're not some guy on that app."

"I'm on the app," I pointed out. "You helped me get set up myself, remember."

If looks could kill, Brady could've just scooped up his phone from my lifeless hand. 

"That's not... I just don't..." 

It didn't seem like he wanted to - or even could - finish a sentence. I risked looking away, back at the screen. 

"I've been on the internet before, dude. I don't shock easy."

No response to that, bar an unhappy grunt.

The first couple of photos were pretty tame. Brady with his shirt unbuttoned, his pale, smooth chest exposed. A black bar running across half of his face, though I knew him well enough from years in school to figure I'd recognize the shape of his narrow jaw anyway. Then one of him in his boxers, face still anonymized, and his finger hooked into the waistband to tug it down slightly.

"Garret," he said, weakly. He'd stopped trying to fight me, some part of my brain noticed.

"You're overreacting, dude," I told him. "I've put spicier stuff than this on my Instagram."

"Stop scrolling, then," he snapped.

Something in his voice, some burr that hinted at dread and anticipation, made me keep going.

"Fuck..." I muttered, wowed, at the sight of Brady sitting with his bare thighs spread and his soft cock dangling thickly between them. 

He was silent behind me, now, and it was unclear whether he was watching me, waiting for my reaction, or watching the screen. My thumb still scrolling, as the next shot brought Brady's bare chest into view, then his flat stomach, and finally the hard jut of his erection sticking out urgently.

"Fuck, dude... you've got a big dick," I said, almost absently. Attention still caught on the photo: Brady leaning back against the wall in profile, body twisted to push his cock forward. Maybe it was how slim he was, the light tone of his muscles, but it looked huge.

"Shut up," he whined behind me, sounding impatient. 

I turned to look at him, still holding his phone out of reach. "No, seriously, no wonder you've been making money. How big is it?"

He rolled his eyes. "That's such a straight guy question to ask."

I looked back at the display, then at him again, expression skeptical. "Right, because gay guys don't care about measurements."

He pulled a face at my dripping sarcasm. "I haven't measured it."

"Sure you haven't."

The scowl suggested his patience was wearing thin. Not that there'd been much of it to begin with. "Can I have my phone back, now?"

I flicked my thumb up again. "Depends," I explained, "are there more photos I can take inspiration from?"

He didn't deign to answer, and I didn't really care either way. Too focused on the screen, and where his shoulders were tapering into his narrow waist. Back arched, pushing his ass at the camera like he was presenting himself for approval. 

"That's all of them," Brady told me. "Phone, please."

I ignored the last part. "So you fuck and get fucked, right?" 

"Garret!" 

He sounded genuinely outraged, which made me laugh.  

"You're telling me guys don't ask you this stuff on here? Or worse?"

The shove he gave me wasn't painful, but it did bring my arm into reach. Brady grabbed it, trying to yank my wrist down so that he could extricate his phone from my fingers. 

"The difference is, those guys are offering to pay," he reminded me. 

I resisted a little longer, feeling him pull against my tensed muscles, then relented. Baking in the heat of his glare, as he locked the gadget and shoved it into his pocket. 

"So, do you have photos you can use?" 

I frowned. "Like, some shirtless ones, maybe. Nothing like... well, nothing like all that."

His expression was best described as withering. "I figured all straight guys had a folder full of nudes they sent girls."

"Guess I'm not like all straight guys," I told him. 

"Well, take some," he said, not rising to the bait. "You can try it without them, but you're not gonna get much attention that way."

I grinned at him. "You gonna help me? Clearly you're an expert."

Brady flipped me off. "Buy a tripod."

"Wow, dude," I said, feigning dismay. "I thought we were meant to be
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