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The city streets were bustling and crowded.

The glow of streetlights and neon signs flickered against the darkening sky. The sound of distant music, cheers, and footsteps filled the air.

“I can't believe I let you talk me into this.” Scott said as he got out of the car. He looked at his younger partner.

“Come on, Scott!” Jason said in a teasing tone. “This is for charity, remember? Show some spirit!”

“I'll be showing a lot more than just spirit.”

“The sign in table is over there.” Jason pointed. “Let's get ready.”

“Yeah, but...everyone’s gonna be watching.”

Jason chuckled, then placed his hand on Scott’s shoulder. “Exactly! That’s what makes it fun. Besides, it’s all for a good cause.”

Scott sighed.

Jason locked the car door and then hung the key on shoelace around his neck. “Let's go.” He led Scott to the sign-in table. “Jason Carmichael and Scott Owens.”

One man and several women stood behind a table. They had clipboards and wore bright orange safety vests.

“Hi,” Jason said to the man. “We're here for the run.”

“You got any ID?”

Jason looked at the man blankly.

The man laughed. “I'm kidding of course. Sign here.” The man smiled more widely and pointed. “Donation bins are over there.”

“Awesome.” Jason smiled widely.
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Jason kicked off his sneakers, then yanked his tee shirt over his head. He began to unzip his jeans and then slid them down his legs. “Hurry up, slowpoke.” He pulled his sneakers back on.

Scott pulled his golf shirt over his head.

“Come on, come on!” Jason was dressed in bright blue boxer briefs. It suited his athletic build.

A passing woman catcalled.

Flushing, Scott unzipped his khaki pants and stepped out of them. He stood there, in his dark green boxer briefs and sneakers.
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Scott followed Jason towards the starting line. He stood there nervously, his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and adrenaline. He felt exposed, but oddly excited.

It was a cool evening.

“All participants, please take your places.” The announcer’s voice boomed through a portable speaker.

Jason smiled happily. “This is gonna be awesome.” He looked around at the crowd of other runners. Mostly guys, a few girls, and everyone stripped down to their underwear.

Scott sighed.

“I did two of these runs back in college. Got talked into the first one by a cute guy I was into. He was straight. Sadly. Joined him for an afternoon...showed up ready to have some fun and had to donate my clothes to the charity. Lost one of my fave tees and some nicely broken-in jeans. Got to see Brennan in his smiley face boxers though. Almost made up for it.”

Scott eyed him.

“Straight boy was trying to impress some girl. She never even showed up.”

Scott laughed.

“Attention participants in today's run...thank you for your generous donations to help clothe homeless youth.”

“See, good cause.”

“I liked those khaki pants.”

“You wore them once.”

“All participants...on your marks!”

“Here we go!” Jason crowed, clapping his hands.

“Ready...set... go!”

With a wordless shout, the entire group burst into their run, bare legs and torsos illuminated by the streetlights.

The crowd lining the sidewalks erupted into cheers and whistles as the runners dashed past. People had gathered along the streets—some clapping, some taking pictures, others just laughing and shouting encouragement. A mix of locals and tourists, their faces lit with amusement and surprise. A group of children giggle and point, while some older spectators cheer with genuine warmth. A few shout playful catcalls, adding to the fun and thrill of the moment.

Scott’s face was a mixture of embarrassment and exhilaration. He glanced around nervously, feeling vulnerable but also strangely alive. His heart pounded in his chest as the cool night air brushes against his skin.

“I should’ve worn something more covering,” he gasped out loud. But this was for charity.

Jason jogged along beside him, his eyes shining with excitement, and his mouth set into a wide grin. “See? It's no big deal!” He laughed. “Feel the breeze, the energy—this is awesome!”

The runners wove through the streets, the cheers of the crowd growing louder as they passed.
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Scott ran, his sneakers pounding on the pavement.

The feeling of the cool night air on his bare skin was electrifying. It was liberating and slightly intimidating. He felt himself moving in sync with Jason, and so many
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