The Cameron Hotel Chapter 8--
Red Handed





Chris sat across from Riddick, both having walked into the dining room, saying nothing. Riddick had his paws over his crotch defensively...not aroused, just uncomfortable as he breathed deep and tried to keep steadied.

Chris laced his fingers together and leaned forward, "So, do you mind telling me what you were doing?" Riddick just whimpered softly and tried to say something...but couldn't, "Out with it Riddick!" Chris snarled, obviously holding back from yelling.

"I...I was just...a little curious..."

"A little...A little curious?! He was sucking your cock Riddick!"

Riddick flinched and looked down, "I...I'm sorry...I just..."

"You just what??"

Riddick shook slightly and took another deep breath...not sure just yet which part of all this, his father was so angry about.

Chris placed his hands on his forehead and growled softly, "Why didn't you tell me?" 

Riddick gulped, "Tell...you? Tell you what?"

Chris looked up, his eyes fixed and angry, "Tell me that you were gay!"

Riddick stammered a bit, "I...I'm n...I mean..."

"What Riddick??"

"...I..." Riddick looked down.

Chris slammed his paws down on the table, "Riddick!"

Riddick jumped again, "What!? What is it?"

Chris growled, loud enough for Riddick to hear now, "Stop bullshitting around!"

Riddick glared back at his father, "What the hell do you want me to say Dad!?"

Chris stood up, knocking over his chair, "Are you fucking gay?! Why did you lie to me!?"

"What does it matter if I'm gay!?" Riddick stood up too, "Why is it that important to you!? And you wanna' know why I lied!? Look at how you're acting! I've been with you for one fucking week! I wasn't about to ruin what time we have together, damn-it!"

Chris growled low again, his paws forming fists. 

"What? You're gonna' hit me now!? THIS is why I didn't tell you!"

Chris slammed a fist into the table, "Damn-it!!! You were getting a blowjob from a pet!!! You didn't tell me--" Chris huffed and ran a paws through his headfur.

"I'm sorry I didn't tell you dad..." Riddick looked down and sat back in his chair, "I'm sorry...I just...I didn't want this to happen. For you to find out about me, that your own son was a tail raiser..." Riddick sighed.

Chris took a step back, "W-What???"

Riddick kept looking down, "I'm gay dad...ok? I'm gay..."

Chris shook his head and continued staring in disbelief, "Tail raiser? You're the bitch!? Or whatever you call it? A submissive?? A bottom!?"

Riddick coughed slightly and looked up, "No! No...I...one time, I..." he shook his head, "You don't wanna' talk about what...what all I've done..."

Chris laughed in disbelief, "Well Riddick, what HAVE you done?"

Riddick just shook his head, "Don't make me get into this dad..."

"Damn-it Riddick, I'm not in the mood to play games!!!"

"I...I don't know why it matters for me to tell you what I've done." Riddick looked up again, "I mean...I'll tell you...I just don't know why you want to know..."

Chris sighed and picked up his chair then sat back down himself, scratching at his chin, "Look, I just want to know, alright? We...I mean we talked about girls together. Wh-why not this too?"

"I...there was never a collie. I've never been with a girl. But there was a guy, Kevin, a red Panda...we...we...are you sure you want to hear this?"

Chris growled, growing a bit irritated, "Yes!"

"We did a little bit of everything. You name it..." He took a deep breath, "We did it. Oral, paw, foreplay, anal, even a little light bondage, I only let him top me once though. And...then since I've got here...Luke and I have been..." Riddick sighed, "playing around I guess. Dad look! I'm sorry if it bothers you that I'm gay I just--I am and I'm sorry...I should have said something..."

Chris stood up and seemed to consider moving, "This...this doesn't have anything to do with you being gay!"

"It...well then why are you so damned mad at me!?" Riddick tried not to let himself cry at all.

Chris looked like he was about to yell, then stopped and ran his hands down his face, padding over slowly and standing right in front of Riddick. He looked down the few inches to look into Riddick's eyes and sighed.

"I...I know he's a pet...I didn't hurt him though. He wanted it..." Riddick shook slightly...not at all sure what Chris was going to do, "I'm sorry dad...I...I really am..."

Chris bent down slightly and hugged Riddick, holding him close, "It...It's not your fault Riddick...It's not your fault..." Chris stood back up straight, without looking at his son and padded toward the door, Riddick timidly following behind, confused.

Matt opened up the front door--a beam of light from the setting sun shining into the living room as he stepped through, "Hey guys! Any plans for dinner tonight?" he blinked and looked at Chris who was walking toward him, "Chris?"

Chris pushed Matt aside and walked past him, slamming the door behind him, the sound of his car speeding off soon dying out. Matt stared at the door, confused, as he hung up his coat and sat his hat down on the entryway table.

Riddick took a deep breath and held his stomach as a few tears started to trickle down his cheeks, "I think I'm gonna' be sick Matt..."

Matt turned and walked closer to him, "Riddick? What happened?"
