[b]Day 0[/b]

Isaac Eingrath grumbled to himself, stalking down the hall as his lunch dripped red sauce from his shirt and hair.  Lunch had been a fantastic mess – Ruth Santare, the Junior tiger who almost ran the football team, had dumped cafeteria spaghetti all over him.


Assuredly purposefully, since it was Isaac's lunch.


Everyone in the student body knew Ruth was a jackass and a half, but to Coach, Ruth was such a darling, such a stand-up young man – bullshit, of course.  For not the last time, Isaac cursed whoever came up with the idea of jocks.


Walking into the blue-tiled locker room, he quickly showered, seething inside but outwardly calm.  It didn't help that Ruth knew he was gay, and a good student – everything Ruth wasn't, it seemed.  Strong, tough, dumber than a box of rocks.  Isaac had made the mistake of "joking" with a friend that his first girlfriend had discovered he was gay before he did.  It wouldn't have been so bad if Ruth hadn't overheard – and Isaac's friend drifted away (at least in school) to avoid getting the same treatment.  At least Cain showed up at his house to play video games still.


With a grunt, Isaac shut off the water for the shower and dried off, dressing quickly so that Ruth wouldn't come in and taunt him some more – or worse.  The tiger had, in fact, hurt him before in these very shower rooms, nearly breaking a bone once.  The Sophomore quickly walked down the hall, trying not to have another freak-out.


He didn't succeed, running along the hall to the bathroom before he knew it.  He staggered inside and tried to hold his tears and sobbing in until he was in the stall.


Not that anyone would be in here since it was lunchtime, and why was there a penis poking out of the stall's wall?


Isaac blushed brilliantly, staring at the brilliant-red knotted cock to his left.  He nearly drooled – it was bigger than his own, by easily 20%.  He shook his head, trying to calm down both his sudden sexual need and his math brain, and shakily called, "H-hello?"


"...Isaac?" he heard from the stall beyond the luscious-looking length.  "That you?"


"Y-yeah, who...who is it?" the fox asked.


"...i-it's Jacob," came the stutter.  "F-from Junior year, Klydesdill's class."


"J-Jacob?" Isaac asked, stunned.  "Jacob Morrann?"  He closed the door behind himself, so that if anyone came into the bathroom, there wouldn't be any awkward questions.  "Um...why is your..."  He couldn't bring himself to finish.


Jacob didn't answer at first, his penis twitching – and obviously stuck.  "...my girlfriend is mad at me over something.  I don't even know what.  She led me in here, said she was gonna...suck me off.  Then she leaves me like this, and starts telling me I'm a horrible boyfriend an' shit..."


Isaac gaped at the wall where Jacob's face would be, were the wall not in the way.  "She...wait, really?!" he asked.  "I thought you and Betty were so tight!  I mean, I was jealous of you two, and I'm not even into girls!" he replied.


Jacob laughed.  "Yeah, so many guys were jealous.  I...I just dunno what happened."


Isaac smiled sadly, in spite of himself.  "I'm not the only one having a rough day."


"...Ruth again?" Jacob growled.  Isaac didn't answer.  "Goddammit.  I wanna kick that cunt in the teeth so hard they fly out the back of his skull."


Isaac winced.  "Y...you don't have to do that," he said, nervous.


"I don't have to, no.  I want to," Jacob grunted.  "I mean hell.  Mom'n I are Christian, you know that, and she totally doesn't hate you for your, you know...orientation.  Neither do I, you know that.  That prick's not even at church ever, he's got no fuckin' excuse.  Not that, y'know, anything is an excuse, but, yeah."


Isaac nodded, remembering that parent-faculty meeting.  Jacob had terrified Isaac at first – the light-indigo-furred wolf, towering over him, with his relatively muscled frame was enough to make the fox terrified of another Ruth...


And the white-haired boy hadn't been like that at all.  He'd said that Jesus said jack-all about gays except as an example – where "it shall be more tolerable for the land of Sodom and Gomorrha in the day of judgment".  He even said that there was some question as to whether it was the gay sex that was the sin that got Sodom "divine nuked", or simply the rampant sex, the orgies in the streets.  Granted, there was the infamous passage of "a man lying with another man", but there were also uses of blood sacrifices in the Old Testament, and no Christian did those.


"...Isaac?" Jacob said suddenly.


"Y-yeah?" Isaac yelped, jumping, having nearly forgotten his half-friend's predicament.


"...you...like guys?" Jacob asked hesitantly.  "I've been stuck here half an hour, would you...help me out?" he asked, his voice softening to nearly a murmur.


Isaac blushed brilliantly – he was pretty sure Jacob was too.  "...help...as in...?!" he squeaked.


"Yeah," Jacob replied.  "It won't...go down.  I can't reach it.  I need help...I don't want someone else to find me, y'know?  And it really hurts..."


"B-bu-but!" Isaac began to protest.  "I couldn't, you have a gir - "  He winced.  "...I guess not anymore?"


"Oh yeah, we're through," Jacob muttered.  "Leaving me hanging if you're mad, okay, I get that.  Leaving me stuck in a wall, this vulnerable...you just don't do that, period."


"...y-you're...sure you..."  The fox gulped.  "I mean, you really...isn't that...y'know, a mortal sin for you?"


"I'm not sure, and I'm pretty sure gloryholes are against His word anyway," the wolf replied.  "...sorry, but...are you gonna, or not?" he asked, a bit irritated at how long this request was taking.


"...h...how..."  Isaac gulped.  "How should I do this?"


"H-however you want," the older boy said quickly, obviously embarrassed.  "Seriously, if you wanna get your rocks off to this, I don't care.  I just need out!"


Isaac blushed.  "...I...o-okay," he murmured.


"Lock your door, too," Jacob said.


"R-right," the fox replied, locking the door and taking a deep breath.  "...God I'm scared," he murmured.


"D-don't be.  You...you ever done this before?" Jacob asked.


"N-not on a live target," Isaac replied.  "I...my older brother bought me a...a dildo for practice, because I asked him.  He's old enough, so..."


"...you practice blowjobs on a dildo?" Jacob asked, chuckling.


"I don't have a boyfriend, you know," Isaac muttered.


"I know, sorry," Jacob said, stifling a giggle.  "I just find that a funny image, for anyone.  You do, ah, wash it?"


"O-of course!" Isaac balked.  "I wouldn't put – ew!"


"Just checkin'," Jacob replied, obviously smirking behind the wall.


Isaac took a deep breath.  "...you're sure anything's okay?" he asked.


"Anything, yeah," Jacob replied.  "Just...h-hurry."


"I'll try," Isaac replied.  He gulped softly, smelling the musk of Jacob's aroused cock – even from a couple feet away it was so inviting...his eyes closed slowly as his mouth leaned forward, lips barely parting to touch the tip not even an inch down.  He slowly pushed his lips further, willing himself to blow the gorgeous length before him.


He'd never done this before...not with a live "audience".


"Ohhh," Jacob grunted, his hard-on twitching in Isaac's mouth.  Isaac ran his tongue all over the surface, tasting what had to be leftover semen from masturbating.  He couldn't help but picture the older boy jerking himself off in bed at night.  Precum dripped onto his tongue, and the fox found himself unzipping his pants just to give his own aching meat a breath of fresh air.  He slipped a hand along his own penis, the other teasing the knot of his "playmate".  "G-God, Isaac...your tongue is...Betty was never this good!" Jacob moaned.


Isaac blushed as he realized he'd already deepthroated Jacob – he pulled back to the tip and began to suckle it, running his tongue in circles along it.  Jacob's breath caught, and Isaac lightly touched his teeth to the member, slowly, withdrawing them and letting his lips gently run over the member again.  "Oh...I-Isaac, I'm...!" Jacob murmured.  He tapped the wall a couple times.


Isaac realized he was about to blow too.  Withdrawing, he started to ask, "May I..."


"...what?  D-do whatever man, just...don't leave me hangin'!"


Isaac blushed, and stood up, placing both cocks together and rubbing them at the same time.  The feel of another man's meat on his own was almost too much – when his finger traced both tips, he knew he couldn't hold back.  His seed spurted out, covering the other boy's penis and knot in a messy torrent unlike anything Isaac had ever felt masturbating alone.  "G-God!  J-Jacob...!" he murmured as his shots of semen finally stopped.


"I...Isaac?  Is that your...did you just...on my...?"


"S-sorry," he yelped.


"It's okay, man," Jacob replied.  "Just...c-clean it up, please?"


"Y-yes sir," Isaac murmured, a bit too eagerly in his own opinion, and slurped up all the seed he'd left behind.


As he finished, he felt Jacob twitch, then heard him shift in a thrust, so he shifted his mouth to the tip of his friend, bracing himself for Jacob's orgasm.


The wolf came even more than he did...and while Isaac's was bitter and a touch salty, Jacob's was that and heady, almost addictive.  Isaac moaned softly as he tasted the stuff, swallowing eagerly only to let more replace that which he just gulped down.  He was somewhat disappointed when the waves stopped, but he let go and withdrew.


Soon, the knot deflated, and Jacob sighed as he pulled out of the gloryhole.  It looked awful rough, Isaac noticed as he winced.  "That did hurt, didn't it?" he asked.


"Yeah," Jacob replied, panting.  "...thanks," he murmured.  "I owe you big."


Isaac blushed.  "...how big?" he asked softly, unaware that he'd asked it out loud.


"Dude, I practically owe you my life," Jacob replied.  "I'd do anything for you at this point."


Isaac hesitated only a moment.  "Did...did you enjoy that?"


"More than I'd ever care to admit," Jacob laughed weakly, nervously.


"...could you admit it to a...a boyfriend?" he asked.


Silence.  Isaac's worst fear immediately flared up.  "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to insult - "


"Calm down," Jacob said sternly.  Isaac shut up.  "You mean it?" the wolf asked softly.


"...I..." Isaac murmured.


"Say it.  Do you mean that?  Do you want that?"


"...at least a...trial run," Isaac squeaked in reply.


"...okay."


The fox was stunned.  Isaac stared into the hole, seeing that Jacob's pants were already up.  He got close and asked in his shock, "Really?  You...mean it?"


"Do I lie?  Ever?" Jacob asked.


Isaac nearly teared up, the emotional upset of the day finally getting to him.  He pulled his own pants up and walked out of the stall, waiting on Jacob.  When the wolf came out, the Sophomore glomped the older boy and didn't let go, trying not to bawl in his happiness.


Jacob was surprised at the emotional boy.  "Hey, hey, it's alright," he said, hugging his friend – boyfriend – back tightly.  "It's okay.  No one's here to judge, right?" he smiled.


"Th-thank you," Isaac managed.  "I...I'm so glad you're not angry...and then you said yes...!"


Jacob smiled.  "You're too nice to be mad at," he shrugged.  "'Sides, I could use help with my homework.  This gives you an excuse to tutor me," he laughed.  Isaac laughed too, in spite of himself.


A few hours later, Isaac's mom came by to pick up the fox.  "So," she asked, "how was school?"


"Heaven and Hell," Isaac replied.  "So I missed lunch because someone dumped mine all over me, and then...then I got a boyfriend."


The older fox blinked, stunned.  "Oh?  Who?" she asked with a smile.


"...Jacob," Isaac blushed, trying not to say his name too dreamily.


"That Jacob?  Isn't he really Christian?" she asked, frowning.


"Yeah, I know, but...he said back during that meeting that he wasn't sure what the whole deal was there," Isaac replied.  "And he's...well, he's a nice guy, and I really like him, and..."  Isaac babbled the whole way home about Jacob's good qualities.


[i]He hasn't been this happy in a long time,[/i] his mom realized with a smile.  [i]Maybe this will work out...[/i]
