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“What size are you?”

I frowned at Jeremiah, who had swept into the little kitchen like a man on a mission. 

“Sorry?”

“What. Size. Are. You?” He dragged the words out, each period crystal-clear.

I frowned. “Uh, six foot one?”

“Please. You’re five-ten at best.” The look he gave me was withering. “But I didn’t mean that. Like, clothes. You’re what, a medium? Large?”

Understanding brought no extra clarity. “Medium,” I confirmed, fighting the urge to stand up a little straighter, a little taller. 

It wasn’t as if I felt particularly self-conscious about my height; frankly, it seemed to be one of those metrics, like shoe size and how big your nose was, that you had no real say in, yet guys got weirdly competitive about. 

“Perfect.” Jeremiah’s stare was appraising.

“So, you need to know that, because...” I prompted, when it became obvious no further explanation was forthcoming.

For a moment, I thought he genuinely didn’t intend to tell me. Which would be frustrating - in that I had become pretty curious - though not entirely out of character for him. It hadn’t taken long, after the four of us moved into the apartment as practical strangers, to conclude there was some level of yet-to-be-diagnosed ADHD in our most unpredictable roommate.

“Look, I’ll cut you in ten percent if you help me out.”

“What?”

Sometimes, with Jer, it was like parachuting into a half-dozen ongoing conversations. You just had to hope that eventually one of them would drop enough threads that you could pick up the context.

“Andy can’t make it, and I’m supposed to be online in...” He consulted the clock on the microwave. “Shit. Six minutes.”

“Online,” I repeated. 

He nodded, like he was relieved I was finally catching on. “Right. But Andy had to cancel, so...”

There was a perfectly reasonable, understandable conclusion to that, in Jer’s head at least, I knew there was. It almost felt embarrassing to be obliged to admit that I didn’t have a damn clue what it was.

“Because you needed Andy for...”

He flashed me a look of frustration. “We can’t all be scholarship kids, Scooter.”

I chewed back my annoyance - at both the implication of his comment, and my ongoing confusion - before replying. “You’re making zero fucking sense, Jer. Can you just go back to the beginning and explain what you think I already know?”

It was a deep sigh; one that almost left me feeling guilty for being so demanding, until I remembered the scholarship jab. 

“Andy helps me with the clothes business. If he’s not here, I can’t show off the new stuff. No new stuff to sell, no money, no rent, no food, no tuition fees. Understand?”

“Clothes business?” 

Jer rolled his eyes. “I go online once a week. What did you think Andy was always coming over for?”

I shrugged. “I just figured you were studying together, or something.”

“We’re not even doing the same major.” His tone suggested I was doing nothing to counteract accusations that guys on sports scholarships were lacking in intelligence. 

I made a show of looking at the clock, remembering his countdown. “You have four minutes to explain better. Preferably using words that even us ‘scholarship kids’ might understand.”

It seemed, for a short but interesting moment, like he was considering calling me a variety of probably very rude names and then storming out. And then all the words came out in rapid succession.

“I sell clothes online, like a side-hustle, y’know? Menswear, it’s all drop-shipped, so I just livestream once a week, take the orders, and someone else delivers them. Andy models, I do the sales pitch, and it takes, like, an hour and then we’re done. He gets a cut of the money I make, and I use the rest to pay for school and shit.”

I blinked at him, processing. “But Andy can’t make it today.”

Jer nodded. “Right.”

“And you can’t postpone it? Or just... hold the clothes up on hangers, or something?” 

He shook his head. “I’ve been promoting it all week: if I don’t do it on time, I’m fucked. And you make so many more sales if there’s a real person showing the clothes. Like, ten, a hundred times more.”

It was funny, how all of these things could make so much sense, and yet the conclusion at the end of it be so ridiculous. 

“You can’t model them yourself?” 

“Not if I’m doing the sales pitch at the same time. Anyway, the samples wouldn’t fit me.”

I’d only met Andy a few times, in passing, but I could remember he was about my height, and build. Jer was taller and much skinnier.

“So you need me to...”

“Model the clothes. It’s really simple, Scooter, I promise. You don’t have to say a word.”

Two minutes, according to the clock. Which probably explained Jer’s increasingly anguished expression.

“Twenty percent,” I suggested, watching his face.

He clenched his jaw. “Come on, dude, I gotta eat.”

“I don’t know how much you think a scholarship pays,” I pointed out, “but it’s probably less than that in reality. And it means some of us don’t have time for jobs, outside of studying and practice.”

I wasn’t sure if he believed me - frankly, I wasn’t even lying - or just felt the pressure of time ticking down. Finally, Jer sighed.

“Fifteen.”

“Done,” I agreed.

The word was barely out of my mouth before he grabbed my shoulder. I just about had time to set down the bowl of cereal I’d been holding - it wasn’t exactly a balanced lunch, but it’d been easy - as he dragged me to his room.

His phone was on a tripod; laptop on the desk next to it, with a big countdown in white letters on a black background. Forty-five seconds to go.

“Clothes are in that box on the bed,” Jer explained, quickly, “there should be tissue paper separating each outfit.” He pointed at a plastic ruler on the floor. “If you’re past this line, the camera can’t see you.”

One thing you could say for an obvious countdown: it streamlined your confusion.

“What do I put on first?” 

He reached into the cardboard crate, pulling out a couple of items and thrusting them against my chest. “It’s all in order. The stuff on hangers is to show different colors; you hold those up when I tell you to. It’ll all make sense, I promise.”

I nodded, then looked skeptically at the ruler again. “And if I’m past this, people really can’t see me?”

Jer rolled his eyes. “It’s shopping, Scooter, not a strip tease.”

His shove, propelling me over to the bed, was a clear indication that question time was through.

“Hey guys! Great to have you joining me, I’ve got some awesome new things to show you, I’m really excited for you to see them!” 

After a fleeting moment of bemusement, I realized he was talking to the camera, not me. Or, more accurately, to however many people Jeremiah apparently had tuning in to these weekly sessions. 

I dropped the bundle of clothes he’d pushed at me on the bed, spreading them out. A dark blue button-up shirt, and a pair of tan pants in a fabric that almost felt like a kind of canvas. It was the sort of outfit you could imagine wearing on a first date.

“First up, we’ve got a combo I think you’re gonna love,” Jer told his audience, though not without flashing me a look that could only be interpreted as ‘hurry the fuck up.’

I dragged my t-shirt off, then shoved down my sweatpants. The pants were slimmer around my thighs than I usually wore; I had to jump on the spot to tug them up and fasten them. I was still doing the final buttons on the shirt, when Jer pulled me into frame.

“We’ve got my friend Scooter helping out, today, and I just know he’s gonna do an awesome job.”

The countdown on the laptop screen had disappeared, I realized. Now there were a whole bunch of numbers, along with a message in big text flashing up instead. 

“WHERE’S ANDY?”

Jer chuckled. “Andy couldn’t make it today, he sends his love. And he hopes you’re gonna pick up plenty of items, even if he can’t be showing them off to you himself!”

“HEY, SCOOTER,” appeared. Feeling fairly self-conscious, I gave the camera an awkward wave.

“So, Scooter’s wearing this beautiful new shirt, and I think you’re all gonna agree that it looks great on him, right?” Jer nodded, approvingly, at his own suggestion. “You can wear the sleeves down, like Scooter is now, if you want something more formal. Or, you can roll them up, and it’s a much more casual look.”

I flinched, in surprise, when he took my arm and started rolling the shirt sleeve up. Big, lazy folds of the soft blue fabric, bunched up around my elbow.

“Now I’ve paired the shirt with these awesome pants, and I think they’re super-flattering, right, Scooter?” 

He’d told me I wouldn’t need to talk, which was a relief because what’d seemed like a reasonable idea when we’d negotiated in the kitchen, now felt entirely ridiculous. I nodded agreement.

“There’s a little stretch in the legs, so if you have great thighs like Scooter, here, you can show them off without sacrificing comfort.”

I could feel my face starting to redden; it was a relief when he twisted me on the spot. Well, for a moment, anyway. I felt Jer pull up the back of the shirt.

“And that same stretch is gonna make your ass look incredible, right?” He chuckled. “Trust me, this is your date night secret weapon.”

His wink, as he turned me back around again, did my blush no favors.

“Now, as well as this blue, there’s a white version of the shirt, and a really pale yellow that’s subtle and so nice, I think.” He gestured to me, with his chin.

It took a second for the implication to sink in, and then I realized I was meant to be holding up the other colors. I grabbed the hangers, presenting one on each side of me, trying not to dwell on the fact that I must look like the assistant in a magic show.

“Super-classy, and classic, and really versatile,” Jeremiah was explaining to the camera, but my attention was on the screen alongside it. A smaller number was slowly but steadily rising, the box around it flashing each time it ticked up again.

Sales, I realized, orders being placed. Suddenly, the reality that there were actually people watching me - strangers, and no way of knowing how many of them, not without decoding the rest of the numbers on-screen - became very real.

Jer’s elbow bumping against my arm dragged me back. 

“Next up, we’ve got something a bit more casual,” he explained.

I figured it was my cue to change, stepping past the ruler on the carpet and dropping the shirts onto the bed. It was quicker, I decided, to part-unbutton the shirt I was wearing and tug it over my head. The pants ended up inside-out, once I’d peeled them down my legs. 

A t-shirt next, with bold stripes across the chest. Dark gray shorts to go with it.

“... perfect for the beach,” Jer was saying, when I stepped back over to him, “or just for hanging out.” Without missing a beat, he pulled me in closer with his arm around my shoulder, fingers pinching at the fabric of the shirt. “It’s one-hundred-percent cotton, and I wish you could feel how soft it is...”

I let his voice tune out again, as he tilted me and turned me, describing what felt like a nice - though not especially remarkable - outfit to the people watching. I couldn’t argue that Jeremiah didn’t know what he was doing. He had a smooth, natural way of discussing the clothes: not as pushy or staged as a sales pitch, but with a sort of enthusiasm that seemed genuine and believable. 

Another nudge made clear it was time for me to hold up the other options; I dutifully grabbed the hangers, watching the little box flicker green.

I could kind of see how this might get addictive. To Jer, anyway: someone who apparently had no issues whatsoever in talking to a camera and keeping up his shop spiel. It was almost a surprise that he was doing a biology degree, not something in the performing arts school. He certainly had the look I associated with a theater kid: blonde hair always flopping down into his eyes, no matter how frequently he brushed it back, and a big, expressive mouth. He wore clothes which, on the face of it, you’d never think would go together. Only Jer somehow managed to pull those outfits off, maybe from strength of character alone.

“Next up,” he said, giving me a gentle but pointed shove, “what you’re gonna want when you get to that beach day.”

I threw off the t-shirt and shorts - Jer could figure out tidying up his room later - and snatched away the layer of tissue. Underneath was a white sleeveless shirt and an even shorter pair of red shorts.

“Okay, so, obviously it helps if you have epic arms like Scooter here, right?” Jer laughed, as he squeezed my exposed bicep and I tried not to wince in embarrassment. “But seriously, this look is perfect if you want to catch some attention and some sun, all at the same time.”

The words washed over me, as I let myself be turned and repositioned. 

“HE LOOKS LIKE A LIFEGUARD” flashed up on the screen.

“We should get you a whistle,” Jer joked. 

“WILL HE GIVE THE KISS OF LIFE?” 

I blinked at the message, and the winking emoji that accompanied it. 

“Buy the outfit,” Jer suggested, slyly, “and maybe he’ll hand-deliver it to your door.”

“Terms and conditions apply,” I muttered.

“CUTE VOICE” appeared in the big font.

“So, would you wear something like this, Scooter?” Jer seemed to have decided that my comment meant further interaction was allowed.

I shrugged. “Maybe.”

He gave me a sarcastic look, one that said ‘don’t be too enthusiastic,’ as he turned me. His fingers stroking across my upper back.

“Now, if you’ve got broad shoulders like Scooter does, this shirt is gonna look fantastic. And the sides are cut away, for maximum exposure.”

I flinched again, as his fingertips slipped down my sides. He was just illustrating the deep arm holes, I knew, but the touch felt so familiar.

“And when it gets really hot, the shorts are perfect for swimming, too,” Jer continued.

He tugged at the shirt’s hem, pointedly. Eyes widening, an unspoken scold, at seeing my frown.

I sighed, as I pulled the shirt off.

“Okay, maybe you need to be confident to rock the red,” Jer conceded to the camera, “but that’s why we have other colors.”

I held up the black and gray examples, trying to focus on a point beyond the camera, on the far wall of the room. 

“WILL BUY SECOND PAIR IF SCOOTER FLEXES” popped up onto the laptop. Jer turned to look at me, expectantly.

Sighing, I raised my arm and clenched the muscle. Trying not to make it look like I was putting much effort in, or that I was surprised by Jer’s fingers wrapping around my swollen bicep like he was weighing a melon.

“Why, Scooter, who would’ve guessed you were so stacked,” he observed, innocently.

I bit my lip, to hide the grin. His innocent act wasn’t all that believable.

“PECS TOO!”

His hand slipped down my arm, fingers cradling the swell of my chest.  Squeezing, ever so slightly.

“Okay, next!” Jer announced, brightly. 

I pulled myself from his grip, stepping out of frame. Then froze, the sheet of tissue still in my hand, at what that next outfit was.

Underwear. Trunks. White, with a blue waistband.

I looked back, over my shoulder, in time to see Jer give me a ‘come on, then’ look.

I shook my head.

“Now, what I didn’t tell you is that my buddy Scooter is on the swim team, aren’t you, Scooter. So he doesn’t have any qualms about showing off a pair of underwear that’s bigger than his normal swimsuit.”

The last part delivered with the sort of pointed tone that made clear the argument was intended for my ears first and foremost, and expected to settle any protests I might have.

I knew I had a choice. Sure, I’d made a deal with Jeremiah, and he was expecting my help for the whole hour, but he had to have known the chances of my turning him down would’ve been so much greater, if I’d known all the details. Like, for example, that “selling clothes online” extended to underwear, too.

He was keeping up the patter to the camera, trying to play for time, but I could see - from the darting glances my way, that were becoming increasingly frequent - Jer was getting worried. 

“COME ON, DUDE” flashed up. It was for Jer, of course, as the host, but I couldn’t help but feel like it was a message for me, too. I needed to either get onboard with what was happening, or decide it wasn’t for me; wavering wasn’t doing anybody any favors.

I held the trunks up. Yes, they were underwear, but Jer had been right: it wasn’t like people hadn’t seen me in swimsuits even more revealing. I was no exhibitionist, but you couldn’t be on the swim team and have too many hang-ups about showing skin. At least, not in theory, anyway.

Sparing a scowl at him, I turned to face the wall so I could push my own gray boxer-briefs down. Feeling - even though I knew I was well past the ruler on the floor - like I was exposing myself to an uncounted audience.

The trunks were snug; tight, even. I was still trying to adjust the leg openings around my thighs when Jer grabbed my arm and practically dragged me back into the frame.

“Okay, so these are super-cute, I think you’re gonna agree. And they suit Scooter perfectly.” He met my eye, briefly mouthing ‘thanks’ before winking. “Crazy-soft cotton, and the cut really emphasizes your thighs and waist. What do you think, dude?”

I swallowed, trying not to think of all the people who might be sitting at the other end of the unblinking black lens. Or, for that matter, how Jer’s hand was flat against my stomach, as he tilted me slightly - left, then right, then left again - to show me off.

“They’re... they’re really comfortable.”

He chuckled. “Just comfortable? Not sexy?”

It was weird to look down, past his fingers pressing slightly into my abs, to my bulge outlined in the clinging white. To try to be objective about a situation so beyond what I’d expected to be doing today.

“I dunno,” I admitted, “maybe?”

Jer looked at the camera. “What do you think, guys?”

“FUCKING HOT” snapped up, onto the screen, and I couldn’t hold in my snort.

Jer seemed on the verge of laughter, too. “If you’ve got swimmer’s thighs, like Scooter, one of the benefits is the elastic here.”

My hands clenched into fists, instinctively, as his fingertips suddenly slipped into the left leg opening. Only a half-inch or so, just enough that he could run his finger around and show how the fabric stretched. The movement seemed innocent, all part of the demonstration, but I had to clench my jaw to keep myself from hissing in surprise.

“SCOOTERS MEASUREMENTS???” 

Jer glanced up at me. I decided to ignore his smirk.

“T-these are m-medium,” I managed to stutter.

He nodded. “And we have sizes all the way down to extra-small, and all the way up to extra-extra-large. Now, if Scooter turns around...”

Obediently, I turned on the spot. Part of me felt relieved to no longer be staring at the camera, like I was no longer making eye-contact with some particularly still, particularly-dangerous black-eyed snake. Only the knowledge that I now couldn’t see the screen, or what Jeremiah might be pointing out, filled my stomach with the sensation of a thousand buzzing bees.

“This center seam is particularly awesome,” he was explaining, his hands a little lower than my hips. It wasn’t clear whether he was holding me in place - figuring I might bolt - or just positioning them there for emphasis. “Now, Scooter has a great ass, I’m sure you’ll agree, but this seam is helping the trunks do his dump-truck justice.”

“Hey!” The scold snapped out of me, before I could stop it.

“Sorry, dude.” Jer didn’t sound sorry one bit. He patted my ass. “I mean, they do Scooter’s perfect bubble-butt justice, don’t you agree?”

I really only meant to look back, over my shoulder, to make eye-contact with Jer and glare appropriately at him. The rapid scroll of messages on the laptop display caught my attention first, though. 

“PERFECT ASS” and “FUCKING HOT” and “LOVE SWIMMERS BUTTS” flicked up the screen, along with a host of other flattering-if-intense reviews of my backside. 

By the time I managed to drag my gaze away, to look down at where Jer was already waiting to meet my eye, he was smiling again. A knowing, calculating sort of smile: one which said he understood exactly what had distracted me.

“Now, I know what you’re thinking,” he continued, still holding my stare. “Does it feel like a permanent wedgie?” 

My eyes widened, as his fingertip slid slowly down the crack of my ass, following the stitching.

“What’s the verdict, Scooter?” 

I swallowed, my throat feeling thick. Then swallowed again. 

“Uh... doesn’t feel... it’s... it’s good.”

He nodded, like this was just how we’d rehearsed. “And the great thing about how these trunks are cut, is the way they emphasize the curves here.”

Jer’s fingers eased down, his hand tracing my upper thighs where my legs met my ass. Emphasizing the full, round bubble of each cheek, snuggly encased in the clinging white fabric.

“BUYING THREE PAIRS NOW” flashed up. 

Jer nodded, approvingly. “They come in this white with the blue waistband, that Scooter’s wearing, but other colors too, right?”

The question was directed at me, though it took a moment to sink in. I jerked away, out of his grip, to snatch up the two other pairs on their little hangers.

He positioned them at waist-level for me. 

“So we also have gray, with a black waistband, and a far brighter yellow, with a red waistband. Which do you prefer, Scooter?”

“The yellow pair looks like a hotdog with mustard and ketchup,” I told him, dryly. 

“LETS SEE SCOOTERS HOTDOG” flashed up on the screen. 

Jer gave the camera a withering look. “It’s his first day, guys. Let’s not frighten him off, okay?”

I laughed, as I tossed the underwear down on the bed, though I couldn’t help but wonder about just who was watching this livestream. The way Jeremiah pitched it, he had regular viewers who tuned in every week. Were they really buying clothes from him that regularly? 

Bending to push down the trunks, I cast a look back, over my shoulder. Jer was already looking my way; he winked, playfully. 

He and Andy probably had all this down to a fine art. The pacing, and the sales pitch, and the banter. The other man was presumably far more comfortable - or used, at least - to taking his clothes off, and posing in underwear. Judging by some of the comments which had appeared on Jer’s laptop, it was taken as a given that the model wouldn’t mind showing some skin, and teasing with the rest.

“Every time we do trunks,” Jer was saying, “I get people asking me about briefs. Well, you know I like to keep you guys happy.”

I pulled off the next tissue layer, not terribly surprised by what I found underneath.

They were, the rational part of my brain pointed out to me, not all that different in cut from the swimsuit I wore to practice and in competitions. Only my swimsuit wasn’t bright red, and I didn’t parade around in front of a camera wearing it.

I fought the urge to cover my crotch, as Jer pulled me back into frame.

“If you’ve got the goods, this pair is gonna flaunt them, right?” He laughed. 

Suddenly, I was extra-aware of the fact that I was practically naked, being watched by an uncounted audience, in briefs which did a shockingly good job of outlining my junk. 

“How do you feel in these, Scooter?” 

I swallowed, glancing down at where my cock was resting fatly on top of my balls. Maybe it was the fabric - a clinging sort of microfiber, it felt like - or the cut, or just the way I’d put them on, but the underwear seemed designed to push everything I had between my legs up, and out.

“Exposed,” I told him. “I feel exposed.”

Jer smirked. “Is that a bad thing?” 

The little preview window on the laptop was small, dwarfed by the chat message box and the sales count. Still, it was enough to see the two of us standing there: Jeremiah fully clothed, and me bare apart from the slash of vivid red across my midsection. 

“Different,” I conceded.

He nodded, slowly, then reached for my shoulders. Turning me, so that I was side-on.

“The legs are cut nice and high, so again, if you’re blessed with great thighs like Scooter is, this is perfect to show them off.”

“FUCK, THAT BULGE” appeared on the screen.

Instinctively, I went to cover my crotch. Jer was quicker, though, catching both of my wrists.

“Let them look, dude,” he told me, softly.

My stomach did what felt like a lazy summersault.

I’d been self-conscious, at first, in the locker room. Embarrassed at what my body looked like; at how soft, and weak, and skinny I was, compared to the older guys on the swim team. Knowing I wasn’t exactly being fair to myself, that they had years of practice to help build muscle and shed baby fat. But even today, in the best shape I’d ever been in my life, there was that kernel of doubt I just couldn’t shake. 

Hell, just bumping into one of my housemates as I walked from the bathroom to my bedroom, a towel around my waist, left me feeling awkward. I didn’t know how many sets of eyes were seeing me now, but the messages scrolling up on Jer’s laptop left little question as to what those people were thinking. 

“HOT AS FUCK” and “IT LOOKS THICK AS HELL” and “MY MOUTH’S WATERING”; I fought the urge to close my eyes, wish myself invisible, as “HOW BIG DOES IT GET, SCOOTER?” spooled into view. Jer, who was busy tugging the hem of the briefs so that they sat flat against my skin, gave me an “everything okay?” look that was no more believably-innocent than the last one.

Finally, something arrived on the screen that I could cling to, like a life-preserver.

“WHAT OTHER COLORS?”

“T-the colors, we should... y’know...”

Jer stepped over to the bed, returning with two hangers. 

“We also have them in white, and in baby-blue.” He held them up for the camera. 

“SHOW US THE WHITE”

I startled, as he pressed the underwear against my chest.

“You heard them, Scooter.”

I began to pull away, but he just laughed and gripped my bare arm.

“Come on, just turn around and slip them on. We’re all friends here, right?”

It’d be so easy, I knew, to simply laugh and pull away from him. Treat all this as one big joke. Only there was something in Jeremiah’s expression, something which made me wonder once again just what sort of show Adam would usually be putting on by now.

Red-faced, I turned my back to the camera. Trying to ignore the prickling sensation, that feeling that the lens’ steady gaze was something physical, tangible. 

It felt illicit, to slip the red briefs down my legs. Knowing that all those strangers could see my bare ass.

My fingers fumbled at the hanger’s clips; it took a moment for the briefs to come free. The fabric felt smooth and almost unnaturally soft against my fingertips. Stretchy, as I lifted first one leg and then the other, before pulling the underwear up my legs.

No different to getting changed before practice, I told myself, willing my brain to go along with it. My cock didn’t want to push down, like It had before, so I arranged it to the side, pointing toward my left hip.

“FUCKING PEACHY, SCOOTER,” the screen read when I turned around. The heart-eyed emoji accompanying it almost made me snort out loud.

“DAMN, YOU CAN SEE EVERY INCH”

I flashed Jer a pleading look.

“The white is definitely more revealing,” he agreed, brightly. As though this had all been some prearranged marketing plan we’d agreed upon. 

“WHAT ABOUT THE BACK?”

It was a relief, almost, to turn my back on the camera. 

Jer crouched down, and then a moment later I couldn’t hold in my gasp as his fingers ran across my cheeks.

“Just straightening them out for you, buddy,” he called up.

I bit my tongue, as he eased his fingers between the microfiber and my skin. Working the tight fabric into place while strangers watched him paw at me.

“No center seam, here, but I don’t think it needs it. Or maybe Scooter’s ass is doing some of the heavy-lifting.”

He stood again, patting me on the cheek casually. Then leaned in close, lips practically brushing my ear.

“You’re doing so fucking well, dude. We’re making so many sales, you’re a hit.”

Swallowing, I glanced back over my shoulder at the sales counter. It was definitely higher than when I’d last checked it, much higher. As I watched, the box around it flickered green, as further sales came in.

“Next?” Jer suggested.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

Peeling off the briefs felt like dragging off a second-skin. Suddenly anxious, I looked over at the screen, to make sure I truly was out of frame. I wasn’t happy admitting it, but my cock was noticeably thicker than before. Not hard, no, but definitely chubbed up. I wanted to blame the tightness of the underwear, the way it had gripped me, but my brain kept replaying the messages that’d been sent in. 

“Next up, a real classic,” Jer announced. 

I reached into the box, hand emerging with a tangle of black. My heart sank, as I shook out the jockstrap. 

Jer’s expression either said “no arguments” or “isn’t this fun,” or maybe some combination of the two. Either way, the implication was clear: my choice in the matter, short of storming out of his room, was limited.

Wondering why I’d ever agreed to this, I focused on trying to guide my feet into the dangling straps.

It felt strange, pulling the jock up my legs: a weird, not-quite-complete sensation. Something oddly exciting, too, about the fact that while I knew I was wearing something, at the same time my ass was almost completely exposed. Each cheek barely-bisected with a narrow strip of black elastic.

I tried not to think about why my cock was half-hard, as I attempted to arrange myself in the stretchy pouch. Wanting - and yet terrified - to see what I looked like, how revealing this all was. Fascinated, even, by what comments might appear from Jer’s customers: simultaneously desperate and nauseous about their verdict.

I was so deep in thought, I yelped with surprise when Jeremiah reached out and yanked me into frame by the jock’s waistband.

“So, if you ask me,” he told the camera, “a good jockstrap has three main factors to it. First, the waistband.” 

He ran his finger around my waist, my skin goose-pimpling where his fingertip overlapped the edge of the elastic. 

“It’s gotta be tight, but not too tight. Wide, but not too wide. I think this one looks perfect on Scooter, right guys?”

The drooling emoji that appeared wasn’t going to win awards for eloquence, but it didn’t leave much question as to the verdict.

“Then there’s the pouch,” Jer continued. 

His palm was flat on the small of my back. The placement casual, friendly, but steadying with it too. I wondered if he could feel the tension in me, how it seemed like every muscle was tight with nervous energy. Maybe Jer thought, without that guiding touch, I’d bolt away.

A whole body shudder, no more controllable than my ragged breaths or my racing heart, as his finger lightly traced under the swell of my bulge. The sensation amplified, somehow, exaggerated by the skin-tight black fabric. I had to clench my jaw, to keep from groaning out loud.

“Now, obviously Scooter’s got plenty to work with, here,” he said, side-eyeing me with unmistakable amusement. “But regardless, what you want is enough space to be comfortable, only tight enough for support when you’re working out. You don’t wanna be bouncing around uncontrollably, do ya, buddy?”

I shook my head, the movement jerky.

“The benefit of this pair,” Jer added, crouching down so that his head was by my hip, “is that it really pushes your assets forward.”

He turned his hand, knuckles nudging beneath the pouch. Pressing right under my balls, shoving them up and forward and my cock with it. Like I was displaying myself, lewdly and obviously.

“PERFECT BULGE” scrolled past, quickly followed by “SQUEEZE IT AND I’LL BUY THREE PAIRS.”

Jer glanced up, smirking.

I swallowed, even as my hand moved as if on autopilot. Fingers wrapping around the heft of my junk through the pouch; tightening obediently. 

I was harder than before, cock swelling despite my nerves, despite the anxiety. Leaving me unsure whether it was better to leave my hand there, to mask that increasingly unmistakable arousal, or pull away in the hope of stopping it from getting any worse.

Reluctantly, I drew my hand back. Watched the flickering green box and the sales number tick up on-screen.

“You wanna show them the back?” 

Jer made it sound like I had a choice in the matter.

“Okay, so third - and maybe it’s the most important part, you guys tell me - there are the straps.” He waited, until I turned around. His hand staying still, so that it brushed around my waist until his palm was pressed just below my abs. “The straps are all about support, sure, but it’s framing, too.”

My hands clenched, as he eased the left strap away from my cheek and then released it, slightly to the side. Even though I knew the right cheek was going to get the same treatment, the adjustment still felt shocking.

“Seems like your ass is getting good reviews, Scooter.”

I didn’t dare look back. Knowing that the words on the screen would be too much: even anonymous, even without seeing the faces of the people responsible for them. Easier to play the dumb piece of meat that they clearly saw me as, and to pretend indifference to it all.

“You wear a jock, while you’re working out?”

I shook my head. “N-no.”

“Do you feel sexy?”

“I... I don’t... I don’t know.”

Jeremiah snorted, softly. “Come on, Scooter. You’ve gotta know what you look like.” A chuckle. “What people see when they look at you.”

Swallowing was almost impossible. “W-what do they see?”

There was a confidence, in the way he stroked down the curve of my ass. Like it was perfectly ordinary, standard practice for the two of us. 

His fingertips trailed under the swell of my cheeks, brushing along where the straps hugged me.

“A perfect ass, for a start,” he suggested. Then chuckled, as he grabbed a handful of flesh and squeezed, sending me teetering onto my tiptoes. 

“Hey!”

He pulled and squeezed again, like he was kneading dough. Fingers pushing between my cheeks, the gasp escaping me in one fast rush as he brushed across my hole. 

“Come on, bro.” The sarcasm practically dripped, as he wrapped his arms around my waist and dug his fingertips into the meat of my ass. “A stud like you, strutting round like this? You know what people want.”

For a brief, mortifying moment, I felt him spread my cheeks apart. Twisted, suddenly desperate, until I was out of his grip.

Jer grinned up at me, from on his knees. Apparently impervious to my glare, as I panted and fumed. 

“See what I mean?” He jerked his chin at the laptop.

It felt like a terrible idea, but I still turned to look over.

“I WANNA EAT THAT JOCK HOLE” practically filled the screen.

“Anyone ever eat your ass, Scooter?”

I shook my head, the movement very nearly a spasm.

“How about playing with it, when you jerk off?” Jer’s smile spread, at my obvious dismay. “You know you’re hard right now, right?”

“GET IT OUT, SCOOTER” glowed eagerly in my peripheral vision. 

Looking down was like looking at someone else’s body. Someone else’s erection, tenting out the straining pouch of a jockstrap; someone else’s cock outlined obscenely through the fabric stretched taut around it.

I stared, helplessly, at the inky black lens. Barely noticing Jer standing, moving closer to me, until I felt his arm drape around my bare shoulders and his lips press with shocking intimacy against my ear.

“How about we make your cut twenty-five percent,” he murmured, a proposition I could feel as much as hear. “And you and me try to sell as much as we fucking can?”

His palm felt cool against my chest. I held my breath, as his hand slid down - across pecs, abs, not stopping even as I knew I wouldn’t stop him, either - until Jer’s fingers closed around my shaft. Not a tight grip, but not one any part of my body could deny, either.

“Are you in, bro?” 

Replying would demand speech, and speech would require breath, and I wasn’t sure if my body was even capable of that any more. Not when he started gently working me through the jock.

Letting my head flop, rest against his, seemed perfectly acceptable given the situation. 

“So. Much. Cash.” Jer’s voice a bare whisper, temptation hot against the side of my face. “Just for letting me make you feel good. Where’s the downside, Scooter?”

I blinked at the screen, at the “FUCK, HE LOOKS SO HORNY” message the argument of which I couldn’t quite deny.

“I... I thought you had a girlfriend.” 

Jer chuckled. “Girlfriends are expensive, bro.” His other hand strummed down my chest, fingers catching my nipple and gently rolling it between them. 

My back arched, as the spike of sensations thrust through me. 

“T-thirty,” I stuttered out. Trying to focus, despite the heat of him, and his slyly groping hands, and the knowledge that all of this was being observed. “Thirty percent.”

He sucked his teeth, like I was outrageous. Then laughed again. “Fine. You strike a hard bargain, Scooter.” 

The accusation was punctuated by a tight grip
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