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Dave Preston pointed at a laden basket sitting just inside the coffee shop doorway. “Oh, my God! Is that...?” Right in the open. A rubber rainbow!

“They’re condoms. Now, stop pointing and pick your jaw up off the floor. This is Asheville, not Podunk. We have things like this here.” Billy Henderson stepped into the shop behind Dave and closed the door. 

None of the people waiting in line to place orders seemed to pay the basket any attention. Several pairs of eyes, however, focused on Dave. Oops. He shoved both hands into his pockets and closed his mouth. Billy’s bemused smile wasn’t necessary. Not at all. “I can’t help it I’m from the country. Things are different here.” Dave fought the urge to poke his lip out. 

“Here” being Asheville, North Carolina—a haven of enlightenment and open-mindedness. That is, if his Aunt Lisa was anything to go by. She’d lived in the city since leaving the family farm at age eighteen to sell pottery and artwork. Dave’s mom called her a hippie. Dave called her cool. 

Billy’s, “What’ll you have?” gave Dave an excuse to ignore the basket, though his face still flamed.

“I don’t know. What’s good?” Back home the closest coffee shop was a twenty minute drive. Asheville sported one on every corner, it seemed. Dave wouldn’t dare tell Billy that this was his first encounter with a barista. 

Moving hadn’t been something Dave had planned, or even wanted.  His coming out had gotten him trounced by homophobic rednecks at school, earning him a one-way ticket to Coolville, or rather, his aunt’s loft apartment in the city. 

He and Billy had met a month ago on Dave’s first day at a new school, and so far, Billy’d called him a virgin about one hundred times. Never rode a crosstown bus, never ordered a burger and fries at school, never bought ink pens and paper from a vending machine...

Billy gave him knowing smirk number four-hundred forty-seven. Or was it forty-eight? 

“Hey, I can’t help it if my parents raised me in the woods instead of civilization.” Sometimes Dave’s heart ached to be home, but he wasn’t going to tell that to Billy. Mr. City Boy had never gone hiking in the mountains, never trout fished in the streams, and considered a night at Motel 6 “roughing it”. He wouldn’t understand. 

“I’ll order for both of us,” Billy said. 

Dave didn’t wave a rainbow flag or let himself get caught ogling guys. Hell, if he hadn’t opened his big, fat mouth back at home, he could still be there, quietly blending in and slowly going insane, dressing in flannel shirts, boots, and jeans as part of his “homo camo”. 

His motto: Don’t call attention to yourself and they’ll never know. Only, he had, they did, and now he lived with his aunt. 

Billy talking to a kid behind the counter left Dave free to shoot discreet glances at the basket again. Condoms. Right in plain sight, not offered by a well-meaning older cousin, or acquired by a friend of a friend bold enough to march into the local health clinic and make demands. Hell, soon Dave would graduate high school and he’d never even used one—for its intended purpose, that is. Water balloons didn’t count. 

“Here you go. One caramel macchiato.” Billy handed him a lidded cup and sighed. “If I was a shrimp like you, I could have one too. I got a skinny vanilla.” 

Billy had what Dave’s mom called “puppy fat,” though he was no longer a puppy at eighteen. He was also the first openly gay teenager Dave had ever met, only because he’d been the one handing out fliers at the door for the Gay/Straight Alliance meeting Aunt Lisa had insisted Dave go to, “To meet other nice young men your age.” Five minutes after arriving, Dave had met more gay guys than he knew existed—and many had shoved phone numbers into his pockets. 

Billy had gone one step further, offering to walk Dave home and sorting through the phone numbers to weed out the losers. Funny how all the guys who’d given their numbers had wound up discarded. But Billy and Dave had been best friends ever since. 

They sat at a back table, away from the couples, older ladies, and a group of women chatting while trying to entertain small kids. Dave’s eyes kept straying to the basket. “I can’t believe they put them out like that, in a coffee shop!”

“A lot of stores here have them, doing their part to prevent pregnancy, the spread of HIV and other infectious diseases.” Billy popped the lid off his coffee and slurped the dark liquid. 

Dave shot a glare at Billy. 

“Hey! It says so, right on the card.”

Sure enough, a placard above the basket said, “Doing our part to prevent pregnancy, the spread of HIV and other infectious diseases,” followed by, in smaller letters, “please help yourself.”

“I bet no one has the nerve to take them.” If only Dave had the guts to grab a handful. One day soon he’d find the right guy and have sex for the very first time. At least he could have his own supplies and not come across as a total goober. 

His Aunt Lisa had stammered through a short version of “the talk”, blushed bright red, then brought in reinforcements in the form of the gay couple down the street who’d pretty much told him, “No glove, no love” and “you can skimp on some things, but never buy cheap lube.” So much for having gay spiritual guides. Of course, the men were in their forties and probably didn’t lecture teenagers much. 

Before Billy answered, two guys blocked the view. One threw a cup in the trash and the other reached toward the basket. When he straightened he shoved his hand into his pocket. “Oh, he’s hoping to get lucky,” Billy remarked. The guy withdrew his hand to place it on the other man’s back. 

Dave’s raging teenage libido declared a field day. He shifted in his chair to hide a semi-erection. And yet, once the lust died, other things came to his attention. Regardless of age or gender, no one seemed to bat an eye at an openly gay couple touching in public and snagging free rubbers. Dave had died and gone to heaven. And despite what Reverend Scott used to say back at his mom’s church, there were homosexuals here. Lots of ‘em. Dave no longer had to worry about being gay; he just had to worry about the condoms in the basket and that he’d never had the occasion use one. 

He had questions, and his choices for answers boiled down to: a) asking Aunt Lisa and praying she didn’t break any speed limits while escaping, b) hoping the gay neighbors wouldn’t mind a game of “Twenty Questions”, c) opening a forum at the Gay/Straight Alliance (so not happening) or d) asking Billy. He wasn’t sure if Billy had any more experience than he did, but Billy’d been out of the closet longer, so therefore had just earned the title of Dave’s Gay Guide.

“Ever use one?” Dave asked, keeping his voice low even though no one was close enough to eavesdrop. 

“Sure,” Billy replied. “Haven’t you?”

Damn. He was more experienced. “Yeah, well ...um... no.” Unless Dave counted a certain water-balloon incident when he was eight and didn’t know the packs he’d found in his cousin’s Mustang weren’t really balloons. They’d tasted funny and made his lips greasy when he’d tried to blow them up. 

Billy’s eyes took on a “plotting” gleam. “Let’s grab a handful on the way out.”

“What?” Oh, no way in hell! Yet, one day Dave hoped to have a sex life. He’d listened to enough lectures to know that sex required a condom. Even his parents had told him that. 

The day he’d come out, his Mom had hugged him, cried, treated his cuts and black eye, and told him he’d be safer at Aunt Lisa’s. Dad had paid a visit to the high school to “open a can of whoop-ass”, tried not to let his feelings show otherwise, then sniffled and hugged the stuffing out of Dave the day he left. 

His folks had come to visit twice since he’d left, and he chatted with his mom online nearly every day. Dad sent a text every two or three days. As slow as he typed, he’d probably burned up the rest of that time hunting and pecking on his cell phone. 

They loved him. They wanted him safe. But they had a farm, forty head of cattle, and three more kids in Podunk—also known as Spruce Hollow, North Carolina, population 1,400 if you counted pigs and chickens. Moving the entire family to Asheville wasn’t much of an option.

Billy’s grin widened, shooting straight past mere “plotting” to “plotting world domination.” “Why not? No one cares. That’s what they’re there for. So young people like us don’t have to take chances.” 

The coffee drink Billy had gotten Dave tasted like heaven. Okay, he could trust Billy with coffee, but what about other things? A girl about their age snagged a few condoms, face coloring to match her copper hair. No one said a word. 

Whatever Billy blathered on about went straight over Dave’s head. That innocuous-looking basket, nothing special on its own, held his full attention. 

“C’mon, let’s go hang out at my house until Mom gets home,” shook Dave out of his reverie.

This was it! He took a deep breath, determined not to wimp out. Maybe Billy could create a diversion while Dave grabbed a few packs. He stood and made a beeline for the basket, by way of a trashcan, so as not to seem too obvious. 

The trashcan was two feet away. If he tossed his cup just right, then kept the forward movement, he could... His world turned upside down. Green, blue and red wrappers came closer, so fast he couldn’t track. Smack! On the floor he went. A shower of condom packs rained down. 

“Oh my God! I’m so sorry. I didn’t see you there.” A young woman with a bag the size of Milwaukee slung over her shoulder stood above him, holding a kid in her arms.

“He’s all right,” Billy interjected, grabbing Dave’s upper arm and hauling him to his feet. 

The condoms lay in a rainbow of plastic at Dave’s feet. The elusive prizes he’d been hell bent on taking. He did the only thing he could think of to do. He ran. 

“Dave! Dave!” Billy huffed and puffed behind him, dodging folks on the sidewalk. He finally caught up, only because Dave stopped. “What’d you take off for?”

How could Dave tell him he was ashamed of his own cowardice? Under the guise of picking up the packs, he could have stuffed his pockets. Stupid, stupid, stupid. “I can’t believe I got knocked down into a pile of condoms.”

Billy grinned. He had a big, goofy grin now, the kind that made Dave want to grin too. “You got some, right?”

“No.” Dave hung his head. The perfect opportunity, wasted.

“That’s okay. I’ve got enough for us both.” Billy reached into the pocket of his hoodie just enough for Dave to see what he’d hidden inside. Holy fuck! Billy had struck the mother lode! 

Heat crept all the way up Dave’s face to his ears. “Your house?” he squeaked from a suddenly dry mouth.

“Yep. Let’s go.” 

They shuffled down Main Street, leaves crunching under their feet. A man passed with a mini dog on a leash, and two skateboarders headed in the other direction, one with two inch gauges in his ears and tattoos all the way up his neck. Dave never saw stuff like that back home. He and Billy caught up with the two men from the coffee shop, strolling along, hand in hand. Again, that wasn’t something seen in Spruce Hollow. 

Dave nodded toward them. “It’s amazing.”

“What’s amazing?” Billy replied. 

“How nobody cares if you’re gay here.”

“Oh, some people care. It’s just not as big a deal here as where you’re from. Lots of artsy types and freethinkers.”

Yeah, and Dave wished he could’ve grown up locally. Surely he’d have had at least one boyfriend by now. Even though he was kind of scrawny, with hair and eyes a muddy brown, he’d never been accused of having been hit with an ugly stick. “How many boyfriends have you had?” 
“A couple. Nothing serious. Why? You volunteering?” Again Billy flashed a silly grin. 

A guy could do a lot worse, though. Billy called himself fat, but he wasn’t. And he hunched over all the time like he was afraid he’d hit his head in doorways or something—at six-foot-something, he probably had. Billy also had clear green eyes that seemed to sparkle with humor, and hair so dark Aunt Lisa thought he dyed it. 

Billy for a boyfriend wouldn’t be bad, but he knew every one of Dave’s flaws, every weakness. Had seen Dave sleeping with his mouth hanging open and drooling. Who wanted a drooling, snoring boyfriend?

Aunt Lisa lived in a small but open loft, with Japanese screens for room dividers. The first time Dave had brought the guy home, Aunt Lisa had taken one look, declared him “adorkable”, and started planning her nephew’s wedding. She also had the annoying habit of treating every study session like a date. “Can I get you boys a drink? A snack? Billy, do you want to stay for supper?”

Billy thought it was cool how accepting she was, even if she did have trouble discussing certain subjects. Then again, at only twenty-six, it hadn’t been that long ago that she’d babysat Dave while in her teens. Dave sure remembered. It’d always taken days for the nail polish to wear off. 

Dave nodded at the couple ahead of them. “Just wondering. I still can’t believe people aren’t running after those two, calling them names and telling them they’re going to Hell.”

Billy grabbed Dave’s hand. 

“What the hell? What are you doing?” Dave should have pulled his hand away, but it seemed to like where it was.

“Proving a point.”

It felt kind of weird at first, holding hands with his best friend in public, or anyone in public for that matter. But Billy was right. No one seemed to care except one old lady walking a poodle who’d smiled and said, “Awwww.”  Actually, after a while, holding Billy’s hand was kinda nice. 

They dropped hands when they got close to their neighborhood. It wouldn’t do for anyone to think they were together. 

“Go on in my room,” Billy said, once they reached his front door. “I’ll be right there.”

Dave trudged up the narrow stairs of what used to be a shoe store, now converted into apartments. Billy’s room was bigger than Dave’s back home, with floor to ceiling windows that they liked to sit in when the weather was nice. Hey! Billy had cleaned up, so Dave didn’t have to slog through the usual knee-high pile of dirty clothes and computer parts. The double bed was even made—sorta. At least the covers were on top and not on the floor. 

Billy stomped up the stairs and soon appeared through the door.  

“You got us a snack?” Why the hell had he brought fruit?

Billy doubled-over, laughing his fool head off. “No, you idiot. They’re for practice.” 

“Practice?” Oh. The light bulb came on. Dave sank down in a bean bag chair across from the bed. Holy crap! They were actually going to do this. If his face grew any hotter it might set off the fire alarm. 

“Think fast!”

Dave grabbed a blue missile just in time. Cellophane crackled in his fingers. Billy sank down on his bed, placing a banana between his knees. He tossed one to Dave and set two more aside, “Just in case.”

Oh my God. Surely he didn’t mean...

Billy tore the condom pack open. “Never use your teeth. It could tear the condom.” After a moment he added, “I heard that from a cute porn star on a public service announcement. Ha! They should show that one in health class. I’m sure there wouldn’t be so many people falling asleep. The little hottie gave live demonstrations too.”

Porn stars? Doing public service announcements? And Billy watched them. Damn, but Dave had missed out, living in the country, with folks who firmly believed in parental controls on their Internet. He stared down at the banana gripped between his knees, hoping his cock didn’t get jealous. The banana was just as long and a bit wider than the meat he pounded in the shower. His first attempt at opening the cellophane shot the pack across the room. 

Billy caught the escapee and tossed it back. The second time Dave succeeded in getting... something out. Cold, squishy, and it didn’t have much of a smell. 

“Okay, hold the reservoir tip and roll the condom down the banana,” Billy instructed.  

Not fair, Billy’s condom was on his banana already. The yellow and green combination wasn’t pretty. Dave tried unrolling his, then turned the thing over and tried again. Slowly, slowly, he worked the latex down. Things were going well until he sneezed and the errant rubber popped off and shot across the room to land behind the dresser. Billy handed him another. “I hope I remember to get that before the next time Mom cleans in here,” he said. “Otherwise I’ll have some explaining to do.”

After a few tries, and more than a few condoms, Dave was finally capable of sheathing a banana should the need ever arise. That is, until he applied too much pressure and split the skin down one side. Ow! He didn’t even want to think about that. 

Billy grinned, slowing peeling one of the spare bananas. Suddenly the room got hotter. 

When Billy slid the fruit between his lips, a banana wasn’t the only thing rising from Dave’s lap. 
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“Keep pouring!” Billy stood by the bathtub, holding their latest victim in both hands. 

“Are you sure?” Dave filled up the two-quart pitcher under the sink tap. 

“Yeah, let’s go for the record!”

“If you say so.” Slowly Dave poured water into the already stretched latex sheath—blue this time. About halfway through: Pow! 

Water splashed into the tub, on Billy’s jeans, and even on his face. He wiped his cheek with his T-shirt sleeve, grinning like a loon. “Now let’s try a green one!”

***
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“We should both be experts by now,” Dave groused. They’d passed the banana test and had graduated to rolling condoms down anything roughly the right size and shape—like all four posts on Billy’s bed. The back of a spindly chair. And the broom handle. Holy fuck if they forgot where they’d put one before Billy’s mom came home. 

“You forget. I was already an expert.” 

Yeah, yeah. Like Billy hadn’t mangled a few bananas. “You think all that shit they tell us in school is true?” Dave asked.

“What shit?”

“About using condoms. Are they just trying to make life miserable or what?” Heaven forbid Dave should break someone’s dick like that poor banana. 

He’d never seen Billy so serious. “Dude, my mom’s a nurse. The lectures in school don’t come close to what I get at home.” He closed his eyes and shuddered. “I always know when she’s worked with an HIV patient. She’s starts in on the safe sex talk the moment she gets home.”

“Aren’t there drugs to take care of HIV now?”

“They can help, but there’s still no cure. And ‘Do you really want to take a handful of pills every day for the rest of your life, and have to tell each new boyfriend your status? Not to mention side effects.’”

Dave peeked around the corner. Billy sounded so much like his mother that for a moment Dave thought she might have come home. 

Billy wasn’t done yet. “And HIV isn’t the only thing you have to worry out.” He ticked off points on his fingers. “There’s chlamydia, genital warts, gonorrhea, hepatitis, herpes, human papillomavirus, jock itch, syphilis...”

“Whoa, whoa!” Dave held up his hands to cease the onslaught before his head exploded. “You can list diseases in alphabetical order?”

Billy’s face took on a pinkish hue. “Mom made me learn them.”

Oh. That explained a lot. “That report you did in health class that made you the teacher’s pet and pissed off half the class when you threw off the grading curve...”

“All from memory.” Billy tapped his forehead with a fingertip. “At least I didn’t recite the rhyme.”

“The rhyme? She taught you a rhyme?”

“Yeah. ‘If I fail to use protection, I might cease to get an erection.’ Erectile dysfunction can be caused by... ”

Oh, jeez. “Billy, I get it. Stop!” PLEASE! 

“She keeps telling me how I need to take care of myself, and not let anyone convince me otherwise. Dude, any more lectures and I’ll be wearing rubber to jack off. If I tried to have sex without a condom, I probably couldn’t even get it up. She’s says if I ever take chances, she’ll kill me.”

“No she didn’t!” 

Billy nodded so hard his brains probably rattled. “Yes she did. Now, for most kids, ‘I’ll kill you’ is a figure of speech. But Mom’s a nurse. Not only did she say she’d kill me, she’s told me fourteen ways to do it and not get caught.” Billy’s shiver didn’t look fake. “So it’s safe sex for me! I like living. Which I think is Mom’s point.”

Which led straight to Dave’s next question. “So, have you? Had sex, I mean?”

Billy stared at the condom he’d stretched over a candle. “Sure I have. Haven’t you?”

If he called Dave “virgin” one more time... Though, in this case, it was true. “Weren’t very many opportunities in Podunk.”

“Point taken. I’ll cut you some slack this time.” Billy grabbed Dave in a headlock and rubbed a noogie on his head. 

Dave wriggled free and jerked out of reach. They’d crossed boundaries, leaving him free to pry into his friend’s personal life. “What’s it like?”

“What’s what like?”

“You know, sex.”

“It’s good.”

Now was not the time for Billy to go taciturn. “Does it hurt?”

Billy grinned. “Not if you’re the driver.”

Asswipe. “What about... the other.”

Billy’s face grew in Dave’s field of vision, so close he could count every freckle on the guy’s nose—given time. “If he knows what he’s doing, and is a decent guy, it may hurt a bit at first, but not too bad.”

Dave had to find the right guy. Only... how could he hope to please someone when he had zero experience? He spotted Billy ripping open another condom pack. “Billy, what are you doing?”

“You know, practice makes perfect.”

That was it! The answer to his problem. He needed to practice. “Dude, when’s your mom coming home?”

“In about two hours. Why?”

It was Dave’s turn to grin. “Let’s de-rubberize the house and go upstairs.”
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“You want to do what?”
Dave was glad Billy was already sitting down on his bed, otherwise he might have fallen. “You heard me. Look, if the guy has a banana growing between his legs, I’m all set.” Well, not really. But... “Or if he had my dick. I’ve never even seen another guy’s at close range before. What if I get nervous, can’t get the damned rubber on, and he laughs at me?”

Billy stroked his chin in what he probably considered a thoughtful manner. “Laughter would kind of ruin the mood, wouldn’t it?”

“Don’t joke at a time like this. I’m serious. Now are you going to help me or not?”

Billy’s put upon sigh should have earned him an Oscar. “You’re asking a lot.”

“Yeah, but who else can I ask? The gay couple down the street? No. Just...no. But you don’t want me going into a situation unprepared, do you?” Dave didn’t like to beg, but turned out he was pretty good at it. 

“Oh, all right. Just once can’t hurt, I don’t suppose.” Billy stood up, shucked off his jeans and boxers like he disrobed in front of friends every day, then plopped his naked ass on the bed. A stiffy rose from his crotch. 

Damn, and Dave had thought he sprang wood at the drop of a hat. He riffled through the faded Halloween pumpkin that held their dwindling hoard and grabbed a now-familiar square package. The damned thing wouldn’t open. 

“Hand it here.” Billy big paw came into view, and Dave dropped the package onto his palm. So much for being a quick study. But how was he supposed to concentrate with his best friend’s boner staring him in the face? Billy’s dick was fatter than Dave’s, but Dave had him beat for length.

Billy held out a small white circle. Thank God it wasn’t green. “Don’t forget to squeeze the tip.” 

Dave reached out and wrapped his fingers around Billy’s cock. Oh dear God! Billy’s cock! In his hand! And it felt... good. 

The latex gripped the end of Billy’s shaft and, on the third try, Dave managed to roll it halfway down. He kept stopping every time the thought hit him: I’ve got Billy’s dick in my hand! And, oh yeah, Dave’s own dick got jealous, pushing uncomfortably against the zipper in his jeans.  Finally, he reached Billy’s base and paused to admire his handiwork. 

“Uh? Dave?” Billy breath came in shallow pants.

Dave glanced up with a grin. “I did it!” His grin fell. Billy didn’t look too good. “What’s wrong?”

“I think there’s a wrinkle. You may need to smooth it down.” He fisted both hands in the bedspread. 

“Like this?” Dave wrapped one hand around Billy’s wood and pumped up and down like he would his own cock. Billy gasped. Dave smiled. What was the use of having a dick in his hand if he didn’t intend to enjoy it?

“Smooth faster!” Billy croaked. 

“Like this?” Oh man, now if only Billy returned the favor, because if Dave didn’t do something soon, he’d blow in his jeans.  

“Yes! Yes, yes, yes!” Billy’s cock pulsed. And pulsed and pulsed. 

Dave grabbed himself through his jeans with his other hand. Oh damn, oh damn, oh damn. 

When his head stopped spinning it came to rest on Billy’s knee. Dave felt better than he had in a long, long time—except maybe for the wet jeans. 

Billy smacked him playfully on the shoulder. “I think you got the hang of putting one on. Now practice taking it off without making a mess.”

It took the rest of the week, and their remaining rubbers, but Dave became a master in the art of applying and removing condoms. He also got pretty decent at hand jobs. 

And good friend that Billy was, he practiced too. 

***
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“Davey? Billy’s here. Y’all boys play nice, I’ve gotta get on down to the grocery store for a few things.” Aunt Lisa nearly screamed, “I’ll be gone for two hours!” She swiveled a finger back and forth between the two of them, lower lip caught between her teeth. Oh no! Sex talk! “Do you boys need any...well... you know?”

“No!” Billy and Dave chorused. 

“Well, if you’re sure.” After a little more lip biting, she took her leave. “Have fun!” Did she have to pour so much innuendo into “fun”? She didn’t know about the condom lessons, did she? Could she tell just by looking at Dave? 

“Guess what I got?” Billy blurted the moment Aunt Lisa left. 

Dave sat up from his sprawled position on his bed to peer into Billy’s backpack. “More condoms. So what?”

“They’re flavored.”

Oh hell. Dave snatched one up, ripped it open—he’d gotten so much better at that—took out the pinkish-red circle, and gave it a lick. Eww...

“Not like that. I think they taste better on.” 

“What do you mean, you think? Aren’t you supposed to be Mr. Sophisticated-I-know-everything-there-is-to-know-about-sex?”

“You know how it is; some knowledge is best firsthand. Firsthand for you, rather.”

They rolled on their condoms in record time. Sometimes springing wood at a stiff breeze got on Dave’s nerves, other times, the ability came in handy. “Umm... Since you’re the one with experience, I think you should go first. You know, to show me how it’s done.” Dave waggled his brows. 

One thing he loved about Billy: the guy didn’t argue much, not that he stood a chance with his mouth full. He pounced, taking the head of Dave’s cock between his lips. Oh dear, sweet heaven! Dave clenched his fists, fingernails digging into his palms. Billy’s mouth. On his cock! 

Billy sank down further, coughed a bit, and came back up—only to go down again. Oh my God. That was, that was... Fucking fantastic! All the air seemed to vanish from the room. Dave gasped, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. Billy? I’m gonna... ”

Instead of stopping, Billy sped up. A two-twenty current shot straight to Dave’s groin. Every muscle in his body seized, as pulse after pulse erupted into the condom. 

“You okay?” Billy’s concerned face swam before Dave’s unfocused eyes. 

Somehow all Dave’s bones had melted, and he’d probably never get the stupid grin off his face. “That was fucking awesome.”

“Really? Good! Your turn!”

***
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They lay on Billy’s bed, catching their breath after another practice session. Half-full coffee cups sat on the nightstand, along with Billy’s “frequent buyer” card from the coffee shop. Three weeks after the first condom basket sighting, Dave had now developed favorite brands—the kind stocked by the coffee shop on Main Street—and they’d completed a list of fifteen different locations to score free rubbers. And the next time Dave’s mother sent spending money, he planned to splurge on some high dollar models with nubbly ends he’d seen at a local pharmacy. 

“What kind of guy are you looking for?” Billy asked. “You know, to do the deed.”

Hmmm... Good question. “I dunno. Cute, I guess. Built.” Hey, if Dave was gonna dream, he should dream big, right? “Maybe a jock.”

“A jock? That’s a cliché, for sure.” Billy grew quiet for a few minutes. “Why a jock? Why not a geeky computer nerd?”

“Because geeky computer nerds all remind me of you.” Dave punched Billy in the arm to soften the blow of the words. Yeah, wouldn’t do to be hot and heavy with some guy and keep thinking about Billy. That wouldn’t be fair to the guy. 

Billy didn’t say anything after that. 

“Know any gay jocks?” Dave asked, digging his elbow into Billy’s ribs. “Hey, wanna practice putting on condoms again?”

“Not right now. You need to go. I’ve got homework to do.”

What? Billy chose homework over a blowjob?
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“Him,” Dave said, pointing out at the football field. 

Billy glanced up from his gaming magazine. “Colton McCarthy?”

Dave grinned. “Yeah. He spoke to me in Geometry, asked how I liked Asheville.” And he was gay! Yes! Asheville really was Gay Heaven. 

Billy threw an arm around Dave’s shoulders. “Sounds like true love, then.” His smiled didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Be careful though. I hear he’s a love ‘em and leave ‘em kind of guy.”

“Dude, it’s not love I’m after. I want my first time to be special. And look at him! Who’d have thought there’d be openly gay jocks?” Openly gay jocks. Damn, but Dave loved Asheville. 

“Okay, so you picked him, now on to less important matters. Where are you gonna go to college?”

What? “College?” How did they get from talking football gods to college?

Billy shrugged. “I’d thought about going away, maybe California or somewhere cool, but Mom did the math and looks like I’ll be staying here.”

“Leave Asheville? The awesomest place on earth? Never!” Truth was, Dave hadn’t really thought much beyond graduation, though the thought of Billy going away made his insides squirm. 

“We could be roommates if you wanted. My uncle owns a two-bedroom duplex near Asheville-Buncombe Community College, and I can work in his restaurant while I go to school. I’m sure he’d hire you too. He always needs good help. We can knock out our basic classes cheaper there, then transfer to a four-year school. My uncle says they have a pretty good Informations Systems and Technology program.” 

Actually, Dave had grown up believing he’d be a farmer, like his parents and grandparents. But that meant going home. And home hadn’t miraculously become more accepting the last time he’d checked. And there was that whole “don’t want to be without Billy” thing. “I think I’d like that.” 

“Come on,” Billy said, “I’ll buy you a coffee.”

They got their drinks and headed to the back of the shop, where not many people sat. “Now, we need to make a few things clear,” Billy began, “before you go about seducing your jock boy.”

“Like what?” Dave sipped his favorite caffeine addiction while paying rapt attention to his pusher. 

“Who’s the sleaziest guy we know?”

Hmm... Those stoners that hung out near the basketball court were pretty sleazy. Oh, yeah... him! “How about creepy Larry from fourth period?” The guy always wore holey, dirty jeans, and never seemed to wash his hair. No need to feel sorry for him though. Larry’s parents were loaded and he drove a late model Mustang to school. 

“Nice choice.” Billy leaned in and whispered, “Would you fuck him? Bareback?”

“What? Oh hell no!” Dave’s macchiato lost its appeal. “Never!”

“Okay, good! Stay with me here.” Billy’s arm around Dave’s shoulders assured he wasn’t going anywhere. “Imagine you’re with jock boy from the field today. You’re in a clinch and he’s about to go for the touchdown.”

Dave rolled his eyes. “That’s lamer than Aunt Lisa’s attempt at sex talks.”

“Well, imagine jock hunk wants to go bare.”

“Okay, I’m imagining.” Dave imagined so well that his jeans grew tight.

“Now, imagine the last guy he fucked was Larry.”

“Ewww...” Dave’s semi-erection wilted. 

Billy leaned in so close that his breath brushed Dave’s ear. “Right you are. So remember, just say no. And one more thing. Two more, actually.”

“What’s the first?”

“Look out for number one.”

“What’s the second?”

“Remember all those ways Mom told me she’d kill me?”

“Yeah.”

“If he hurts you, I’ll ask her to demonstrate.”

***
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“So, how you liking Asheville?” 

“Fine.” The same as the other fourteen times you asked me that. Then again, maybe Colton the Jock was overwhelmed by Dave’s natural beauty and was tongue-tied. Yeah, right. Billy sure didn’t have trouble carrying on conversations. 

Colton finally asked something different. “Wanna come over to my house and hang out Friday night?”

Oh my God! Dave’s heart slammed into his ribs. Colton invited him over! Whee!

The jock god stared at Dave, golden blond brows reaching for his halo of buzz-cut hair. “Well?”

Well, what? Oh! He’d asked a question. “Sure. What time?”

“My parents are going out at five, so how about you come over at six?”

Parents gone, just Dave and Colton. Bingo! Dave couldn’t wait to tell Billy. “Sure, I’ll be there.”

***
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Billy didn’t sound as happy as Dave thought he would. “If he tries anything you don’t like, get up and leave.”

Dave laughed. Silly Billy. “I’m going there so he will try something. Tonight’s the night, I just know it.”

Billy placed a hand on each of Dave’s shoulders and stared into his eyes. “Remember what I told you. You’re the most important person you got. Take care of you.”

Shit. The guy looked like he might cry. “I will. I promise.”
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“C’mon in.” 

Colton answered the door in his boxers? Dave shut the door and followed him into the nicest townhouse he’d ever seen. It must have cost a fortune. Colton padded down the hall in bare feet, stopping in the kitchen to get a Coke out of the fridge. 

“Thank...” Dave started to say, until his host popped the top, sucked down about half the can, and then let out a belch worthy of a championship. 

Hoofing it ten blocks to get here had left Dave thirsty. He could have used a Coke. Oh well, he didn’t want to be a bother. 

“My room’s this way.” 

Colton hadn’t even offered to take Dave’s coat. Dave followed him up a spiral staircase and into a room roughly twice the size of Billy’s—which was huge. Colton yanked off his boxers and tossed them to the floor, then flopped onto the bed on his back. Damn, he was ripped, and his cock was hard already. Dave’s hadn’t recovered from the chilly walk over yet. 

The jock ran a hand up and down his shaft. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard you’ll still feel it next week.” 

Wait. What? Weren’t they even going to hang out first? “What if I don’t want to still feel it next week?”

“Then there’s the door. Don’t let it hit you on the way out.” Colton folded his hands behind his head, making his biceps jump. 

A bronze god, lying in bed, rigid cock curved over his belly. Dave, next week, sitting on a doughnut pillow like his dad had used after hemorrhoid surgery. Sexy Colton, star of the wettest of dreams. Stretched out, waiting. Oh, hell, maybe just this once. 

Dave reached into his pocket and pulled out a coffee shop rubber. Colton laughed. “Dude, no fucking way. It’s skin to skin, or I don’t go in. Get it?”

“Imagine the sleaziest person we know,” an invisible Billy whispered into Dave’s ear. “Now, imagine anyone that wants to go bare has just fucked that guy.”

“How many guys have you fucked?” Dave asked. 

“Dude,” Colton fixed Dave with a “pin a bug to a wall” glare, “do you honestly think I take the time to count?”

“Okay, fifty of the sleaziest guys we know. Get your ass out of there now.” Dave hadn’t talked to invisible friends since around age six, but he mumbled, “Right with you, there,” under his breath. Eyes locked with the man he’d idolized five minutes ago, he said aloud, “I think I’ll pass.” 

Colton yelled and stomped around his room, probably trying to put his clothes on, but Dave high-tailed it down the stairs and out the front door. 

***
[image: image]


“Sweetie, are you all right?”

Great! Dave should have known Aunt Lisa would be home. “Fine. I just wanna go to my room.”

“Do I need to call Marshall and Chuck from down the street?” She stood with her arms folded across her chest, a deep frown furrowing her brow, and looking so much like Dave’s mother that they’d both be embarrassed. 

“No. I’m having an angsty teenaged moment. You wouldn’t understand, they’ll probably run, it’s most likely hormones, and I’ll have forgotten all about it in ten minutes.”

“Are you sure? You know I’m here for you if you need me, right?”

“Yeah, I know.” He gave her a one-armed hug. “Oh, do you have any chocolate?”

“Dark or milk?”

“I’m afraid it’s gonna take both.” Dave disappeared into his room with enough candy bars to keep him in zits for a month. 
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“How’d it go?” Billy leaned against the door frame, failing to act casual. He’d never make a good poker player—all thoughts projected on his face. Dave’s mom used to wear the same expression when Dave had skinned a knee. “You didn’t call me bragging, and wouldn’t answer your phone, so I’m taking it that practice didn’t make perfect.” 

“I don’t want to talk about it.” Dave had deliberately avoided Billy to postpone having to spill his tale of woe. Not that he thought Billy would laugh at him—much. 

Leaving the front door open meant “come on in” just like Dave’s ignoring all his text messages sent a pitiful cry for help that Billy had apparently gotten loud and clear, even if it did take him a full day to come over.  

Billy’s footsteps clomped behind Dave to the sectioned-off area laughingly known as his room. Dave flopped down on the bed, eyes closed, leaving Billy the ratty old chair he’d found on the curb. 

The mattress dipped as Billy climbed on, scooting very close on the narrow single bed. “What are you doing?” Dave asked. 

“Sometimes you don’t need words, you need hugs.” 

Dave briefly wondered who he’d gotten that saying from, and then it didn’t matter. Billy’s arms around Dave, pulling him against a broad chest, released the floodgates. Burying his face in Billy’s neck, Dave cried. 

Billy didn’t ask any more questions, he merely held on. Eventually the sobs gentled enough for Dave to notice that he’d made Billy’s T-shirt pretty gross. “Sorry!” He tried to get up, but Billy wouldn’t let him. 

“What’s a little snot among friends?” 

That brought forth a laugh. Billy could always make Dave laugh. “Remember what you told me about if a guy wanted to bareback?”

“Yes.” Billy stiffened. “Oh my God. You didn’t, did you? I’ll kill that mutha...”

“No, I didn’t. I left. I feel so stupid.”

With a strength Dave didn’t know his friend possessed, Billy flipped them both upright and squashed Dave’s cheeks between his palms. “Don’t ever say that! You did the right thing. I don’t care who they are, they’re not worth taking chances.”

Dave cracked a smile. “I feel stupid because I didn’t smack him one when I had the chance.”

They convulsed in fits of laughter. The mirth slowly subsided. Somehow Dave’s head was on Billy’s shoulder, their eyes met, and something clicked into place. Maybe what he needed was a computer nerd after all. 

For the rest of Dave’s life he might wonder and never know which of them moved first, he or Billy. 

Facing each other on the bed, Billy’s lips met Dave’s, and a jolt fired through him. Then Billy opened his mouth and Dave swept his tongue inside. Strange to have given blowjobs and never kissed. Billy took care of that, brushing his tongue against Dave’s almost timidly, then coming back for more. Dave followed his lead as he had in all other explorations, and when a hand landed on his hip, he mirrored Billy’s movements. 

Billy’s mouth tasted of coffee, Dave’s of the last of his chocolate stash. Together they were café mocha, Dave supposed.

A low groan escaped one of them, another time a giggle, and when they pulled away the few inches it took to breathe, they both had grins on their faces. “I’m glad you didn’t sleep with him,” Billy said. 

“I’m glad too.” Dave’s smile fell. “But what if he talks about me at school?”

“Then we’ll deal with it. Now, I have a confession to make.” 

Oh shit! What now? Dave braced himself for the worst. 

“I lied to you.” Billy gazed down at his soggy T-shirt. “I’ve never had sex. I’d never even had a guy give me a hand job before you.”

“No way! So when you kissed me?”

“That was my first kiss.”

So they’d shared a first kiss, had they? Cool. Dave leaned in to share their second. 
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Dave made it as far as homeroom before the jock from Hell caught up. 

“There you are, you little cock tease,” he growled loudly enough to be heard in Miami. 

“Hi, Colton,” Dave replied as cheerfully as possible, taking shallow breaths to hide his fear. Teenagers were kin to barracudas if they smelled blood, and Dave had no intention of spilling his. Not today. 

Colton’s band of sports cronies huddled around, showing their barracuda teeth. Dave suddenly knew how minnows felt in a bass pond. “See this little wuss?” Colton said, pointing a finger at Dave. “Gets a guy all worked up and then leaves him hanging.”

Never in a million years had Dave ever expected that even in an open place like Asheville, a high-schooler could get away with talking so openly about gay conquests—or misses. He breathed a sigh of relief when Billy entered the room, heading straight for the ruckus. In a bit of perfect timing, Colton reached down to scratch his groin. 

“Hey, Colton, something we should know about?” Billy taunted. “Oh, that’s right, you didn’t do Dave, so it’s not his problem. How about you guys?” Billy smiled his most predatory smile at the half-dozen jocks Mr. Jock Itch had brought for back-up against one skinny kid. 

Two of the guys stepped away, I’m-straight-and-don’t-wanna-hear-this-shit written all over their faces. 

The bell rang and the teacher walked in. “If you’re not supposed to be in here, get out now.”

Colton’s buddies shot toward the door. Colton scratched his crotch again. Billy and Dave got detention for laughing—but it was worth it.  
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Snow fell hard in mid-January, and school had been cancelled for the day. Billy and Dave bundled up against the cold. They passed several people who could have been holding hands, but with all the layers, who could tell? “Wanna go for a coffee?” Billy asked. 

“Yeah. I could really go for one of those macchiato things.” 

The scent of coffee and chocolate met them at the door, and they stood in line to place their orders. The basket still sat in its usual spot, and held a special place in Dave’s heart. Hands hidden by their bodies squeezed together in line, Dave gave Billy’s fingers a gentle tug, while slipping his other hand into the basket. 

His plans hadn’t changed: he still dreamed of his first time being with a special man. And now, he’d finally found him. 
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The Real Story Safe Sex Project
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Created by Lambda Award winning novelist Brent Hartinger, The Real Story Safe Sex Project is a new way to encourage safe sex among gay and bi male teenagers and twentysomethings.

HIV/AIDS is still a really serious disease, and gay and bi guys are at a very high (and rising) risk of catching it. But a lot of people don’t seem interested in talking about it anymore.

So the Real Story Safe Sex Project takes a new, hopefully more entertaining approach: remind people about HIV and safe sex using entertainment and popular culture, especially projects involving your favorite fictional gay and bi characters.

Find out more at about The Real Story Safe Sex Project and read other stories in this series at http://brenthartinger.com/therealstory/
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