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  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 1


  

  A little blue car pulled to a stop in front of the Cameron Estate, and a young fox slid out and walked up the long path to the house, his face still soaked with tears and his breaths shaking.

  

  He reached the door and rang the bell. Matt could help; Matt could always help. And besides, where else did the fox have to stay tonight? He was supposed to stay the night with Jasyn. And he couldn't go back to his and his brother's room, now...not when he was already feeling like this.

  

  He rang the doorbell a second time.

  

  Inside, a large lion grumbled and scratched his mane, standing up from the couch in only in his boxers and a stolen robe. Today was one of his days off, and the first one since he'd started back to work that he'd really been able to spend relaxing. He padded over slowly, opened the door with a yawn.

  

  Alex and Chris stared at each other in the doorway for a moment...the lion looking down, and the fox's neck craning up.

  

  Chris blinked at the small fox, "Uhm...can I help you, kid? You, like...selling cookies or something?”

  

  Alex sniffled and shook his head, "Who...who are you?”

  

  The lion raised an eyebrow, "...Chris.”

  

  Alex looked away, "Is Matt home?”

  

  Chris shook his head, "Sorry kid, he's at work, and...wait...how do you know Matt?”

  

  "My name is Alex...he...” The fox was cut off with a hiccup and a breath, "...he helped me out a while back. And I...I just...I need somewhere to stay. I thought he could help.”

  

  Chris tried to smile as he scratched his mane. He wasn't, at all, used to kids...much less crying ones, "Uhm...well...I guess if he knows you. I suppose you could stay. But I can't make any promises...”

  

  Alex nodded silently, then looked back up, "Wh...where's Sirrus?”

  

  

  

  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 1 --

  Don't Worry

  

  

  Jasyn stood up from his couch. He'd sat, staring out the window long enough. He'd already run out of tears, and there was no point in continuing to wallow in the silence of the late afternoon.

  

  Solemnly he walked, mustering all of his strength to hold back from breaking down more, and pulled himself up the stairs and into his room. There, Luke still laid asleep in the bed, completely oblivious to any of what had happened...

  

  ...or to the fact that he'd now been trusted to Jasyn's care.

  

  Jasyn padded over, quietly, and sat on the edge of the bed. Alex told him to take care of the raccoon, and he loved Alex. He loved Alex more than anyone in his life, and he'd made a promise. Broken up or not, he was going to keep that promise to his fox...HIS fox...

  

  Luke wouldn't be lonely anymore...and Alex would see that Jasyn was still the wolf he fell for.

  

  Luke felt the bed move and he stirred. He peaked open an eye and looked up at Jasyn, too asleep to notice that wolf had been crying.

  

  Jasyn looked over, "Hey kid...”

  

  "Hey Jasyn...” Luke yawned and hugged his pillow, looking up at Jasyn like nothing but the innocent kid he was, "Did you have fun? I...did good, right?” He shyly averted his eyes, "We're...friends now...?”

  

  Jasyn smiled softly, though it stung hearing that that was the kid's only concern. "Yes, we're friends.”

  

  Jasyn placed a paw gently on the raccoon's head, and Luke blinked and turned to nuzzle the paw, with a smile.

  

  Still smiling, the wolf stood back up and cocked his head at the door. "If you wanna' leave Rei up here to sleep and follow me downstairs, I'll cook us a little somethin'.”

  

  Luke nodded and sat up, "Just give me a minute to get dressed...”

  

  "Why bother?” Jasyn looked down at himself, having never put on more than boxers after his shower, "I didn't.”

  

  Luke just smiled and blushed.

  

  "But it's up to you.” Jasyn waved a dismissive paw and stepped toward the door, "Just head on down whenever you're ready.”

  

  The wolf left the room, and stopped by the bathroom on his way downstairs, so he could clean his face of any remaining signs of his earlier crying. Lagging behind him, the raccoon stood in Jasyn's room, debating whether or not to wear more than his underwear. Unlike Jasyn, though, his underwear were tighty-whiteys, not boxers.

  

  Shirtless, but at least wearing pants, Luke eventually joined Jasyn in the kitchen.

  

  While the wolf wasn't looking, he sat down at the kitchen table with a wince and a grimace, and watched on as Jasyn cooked their food. Once the food was finished, Jasyn served Luke first, and the raccoon went right about eating, while Jasyn got his own ready.

  

  After setting his food on the table, the wolf smiled and ruffled Luke's headfur, "Taste good, kid?”

  

  Luke smiled a little and nodded, enjoying the paw in his hair. Despite the lingering pain, he was happy that he's finally done what he needed to do to get the wolf to like him, "It tastes great, Jasyn! You're a really good cook.”

  

  Moving his paw to the 'coon's shoulder, Jasyn raised an eyebrow, "Just a chicken sandwich. Basically cooks itself.” The wolf chuckled softly and sat down in his chair, as Luke continued eating.

  

  The two ate in silence for a bit, Jasyn shooting his little friend concerned glances from time to time. The raccoon seemed to be having trouble staying comfortable, and after a few minutes, he winced as he shifted in his seat. His eyes pinched closed and he grimaced, like he was in pain, and he groaned just a little, trying not to make too much noise as he relaxed again.

  

  "K-kid?” Jasyn's ears perked up and his eyelids drooped, "You okay?”

  

  Luke looked up, startled, and smiled, "Yeh-” He nearly yelped at first and then coughed lightly, "Yeah, I'm fine Jasyn. W-why?”

  

  The wolf looked down, "I'm sorry I was so rough kid...”

  

  "What? I-I...” Luke shook his head, "No, Jasyn! It's ok, really! I'm fine!”

  

  Jasyn shook his head, "Kid, I saw you flinch. And...you held it back, but I still heard you yelp. And I'm a canid...I know a yelp when I hear one.”

  

  The raccoon didn't respond; he only looked down and played with his food. He didn't know what to say, and didn't want to say what was on his mind.

  

  "Come on kid. Talk...” Jasyn flattened his ears, "...you've been quite almost this whole time.”

  

  "I...I don't know what to say Jasyn.” Luke's ears were flattened too, "I just, I don't wanna' look like a kid...y'know...like you said I did earlier.” He took a few bites of his food, "I'm just trying not to...to talk so much, anymore.”

  

  "Don't worry about that. That was just me being an asshole.” The wolf tilted his head, raising his ears with a friendly smile, "Come on...you obviously have something on your mind.”

  

  "It...it's nothing you need to worry with, Jasyn...really.” Luke looked up and smiled back.

  

  Jasyn flattened his ears again and frowned, "P-please kid?”

  

  "It's just...I don't want to complain about it.” The raccoon shook his head, "I mean, it hurts...but if I complain, you may not want to do it again, and I don't want you to think you need to stop! I want you to like me.”

  

  Jasyn frowned and stood up. Tail low, he walked around the table and knelt, looking up at the raccoon, "Luke...”

  

  "Don't do that Jasyn...” Luke shook his head and grabbed at a chair sitting at hand, "S-sit down!”

  

  The wolf shook his head and placed a paw on the side of Luke's muzzle, "Luke...you don't have to...” He sighed, "You don't have to be quiet to make me like you. You never did.”

  

  "But, I mean...you were so mean to me before. You...you even told me that you didn't even like me! And when we kissed, and then everything after that...” Luke rubbed his paws together and sighed, "Jasyn, it's just been a couple of hours, and you're already being so much nicer to me.” He looked up, "It's like we're friends. That's all I wanted.”

  

  Jasyn brushed his friend's head fur, "Luke, it would have taken me a while, but I would have liked you anyway. You have to understand...I just don't get along with people younger than me. That, and...I was a little scared of how close you and Alex were.”

  

  The raccoon just nodded.

  

  "Kid...” Jasyn continued, "...you didn't have to let me fuck you just to have me as a friend.”

  

  Luke looked down again, "I tried everything else, Jasyn! I...I've tried so hard and I never make any friends! N-nothing else worked until I met Alex.” His lip quivered lightly, "All I want is to make a few friends...but nothing ever works.”

  

  The wolf hesitated, and then kissed Luke softly on the forehead with a sigh, "What else have you tried?”

  

  "I don't know Jasyn...I don't know.” Luke blushed and looked down, "I mean: I've talked to people...I've been n-nice...I smoked to fit in...I drank...I dressed like the cooler kids...but nothing works. I don't know what I'm supposed to do...I try so hard to be someone they'll like.”

  

  "That's the problem.” Jasyn placed both paws on the side of Luke's muzzle and raised it to look him right in the eyes, "Just be yourself Luke. Don't try and impress people. There's no reason to be something that you're not.”

  

  "I can't be who I am, Jasyn.” The raccoon's frustration began to show, and he tapped his chest in emphasis every time he said 'I,' "I don't like smoking or drinking. I like to dress nice, like polo shirts and things. I don't like sports, and I'm not smart or talented enough for any other extracurricular activities. And most importantly, I'M gay! How am I supposed to be ME, and fit in with anyone, Jasyn?”

  

  Jasyn took a breath and furrowed his brow, thinking before he responded, "Maybe...maybe there's some truth to all of that. But, the thing is, you still can't just...try to be someone else. People can tell when you're trying too hard. I know I could tell...”

  

  Luke huffed, "Well...well then what should I do? I mean, how did Alex do it?”

  

  The wolf smiled, "He had me! And now you do, too.”

  

  Luke couldn't help but smile back at that, "Thank you.”

  

  "But...really, he just let things happen, y'know?” Jasyn patted his friend's thigh, "You don't have to tell people you're gay...you don't have to like sports, popular clothing, drinking or smoking...none of it! You just need to find what you DO like...and then find people that like it too.”

  

  "Well...” The raccoon shrugged, "I mean...I guess that DID work for me with Alex.”

  

  "And me.” Jasyn cocked an eyebrow and stood up, placing a paw on Luke's head, "And this fall, you start at the high school, right? So, if anyone gives you any shit, you can come to me.” He ruffled the raccoon's headfur and crossed his arms. "...I'll give them shit right back.”

  

  Luke smiled up at him, "You...you really think that that'll work Jasyn?”

  

  The wolf smiled and nodded, "Of course! It worked for Alex!”

  

  Luke stood up and reached out like he was going to hug Jasyn, but didn't. Instead, he moved his paw to the back of his neck, rubbing it, "Thanks Jasyn...”

  

  Jasyn chuckled and moved in, hugging Luke tightly, "No problem kid.”

  

  The raccoon hugged back, stepping back after a moment, becoming aware of how little clothing they both, especially the wolf, were wearing.

  

  Jasyn kept a paw on his friend's shoulder, "Anything else?”

  

  "Well...” Luke stammered nervously, "A-about the sex thing...I mean...you know you don't have to stop, right? I mean, if you still want to, it...it doesn't hurt that bad. I really don't mind!”

  

  The wolf sighed and scratched his head; Luke still wasn't quite getting his point, apparently, "Kid, I don't want to do it, if you don't. I'm not going to hurt you just...just because you think you have to, to win me over”

  

  "No, r-really. I mean, the only thing that really bothered me about it was...” Luke trailed off into a mumble as he looked down.

  

  Jasyn smirked, "...was?”

  

  "I uhm...no one...” The raccoon steeled himself enough to look back up, "I didn't get to finish.”

  

  Jasyn grunted in response, and then looked at Luke, tilted his head back and howled in laughter.

  

  Luke looked up, "It's not funny!! You two had your fun and just left me there!” He recoiled and went wide eyed, shocking himself that he burst out like that. "Sorry!”

  

  The wolf smiled and patted Luke's head, "See? I told you, you didn't need to hold back!”

  

  "Th-thanks Jasyn.” Luke blushed and looked down again, "But still, it wouldn't hurt to return the favor...yeah?”

  

  "Maybe some other time kid.” Jasyn ruffled Luke's head fur, "But for now...you should probably just paw off.” Jasyn smirked at the slight bulge growing in Luke's shorts.

  

  "Why not?” The raccoon frowned, "What's wrong with you paying me back?”

  

  "Kid...I...” Jasyn flattened his ears, "It's not like I don't want to...I just...I can't...”

  

  Luke didn't want to ask why again, already feeling bad for being so forceful. "O-ok...” He flattened his own ears and looked down, visibly hurt.

  

  "It's not you, kid...” The wolf frowned, "It's Alex...I...I've been bad enough already. I really can't do anything else if he's not around.”

  

  "Oh...” Luke nodded, but then suddenly stood straighter, "OH! Jasyn? Where IS Alex? I didn't even notice he was gone.”

  

  Jasyn gulped and averted his eyes, "He uhm...he probably went over to Matt's...”

  

  "Jasyn?” The raccoon's brow furrowed and he turned a concerned gaze on the older fur, "Is everything okay?”

  

  Jasyn leaned in and nuzzled Luke's forehead, softly, "Yeah, kid...don't worry about it.” He leaned back with a sigh, not wanting to talk about it.

  

  "Are you sure?” Luke flattened his ears again.

  

  "Yeah,” The wolf nodded, "But...y'know...could I ask a favor?”

  

  "Sure.”

  

  "Would...” Jasyn tilted his head, "Would you mind going over there, later?”

  

  "To Matt's?” The raccoon's ears perked, "I dunno, my parents kind of thought I'd be home...or staying here.” He rubbed his neck, "...could we at least stop by the house so I could drop Rei off and tell my parents where I'll be?”

  

  "Sure thing.”

  

  ~

  

  Across town, Matt Cameron stood by his downstairs hallway: the hall to his guest bedrooms.

  

  The ottercoon hung his hat and coat on the coat rack, before turning to Chris, who was sitting on the couch, still in a robe and boxers. He'd just gotten home from work...unusual, as he usually had Saturdays off.

  

  Matt smiled at the lion on his couch, "Have a nice day off, Chris?”

  

  Chris smiled and nodded, but then perked up his ears, "Oh! I almost forgot! Some kid came by...name of Alex.”

  

  "Hmm?” Matt walked into the middle of the living room and sat down in his recliner, "Little fox boy? What did he come by for?”

  

  "I don't know. I don't do kids.” The lion shrugged and grunted, "He was all weepy and stuff. He said he knew you and needed a place to stay, so he and Sirrus went into the guest room.”

  

  Matt choked a little and coughed, "Wait -- what? He's in the bedroom with Sirrus, right now?”

  

  "Yeah, he's in the guest bedroom next to mine, with Sirrus. Why is...oh...” Chris smiled dumbly and scratched the back of his neck, "I see what you mean.”

  

  "That didn't occur to you before?” The ottercoon raised an eyebrow.

  

  Chris just shrugged, "I seriously just thought he was going to sleep. He looked worn out.”

  

  "And Alex was all sad and vulnerable even?” Matt sighed, "Shit...I know he wouldn't normally do anything with Sirrus, because of how Jasyn would feel...but...”

  

  "Jasyn?” The lion arched an eyebrow.

  

  "His boyfriend.”

  

  "How many gay kids have you been having over here?”

  

  "Two too many.” Matt turned his head and looked down the hallway, "Do...do you think they did anything? I mean you've been here for like two months now. You know Sirrus.”

  

  Chris scratched his chin lightly and smirked, taking this way too lightly, "Probably.”

  

  The ottercoon chuckled, "Well, it's not like I should expect anything else. It IS Sirrus after all.” He leaned back in his chair, "How long ago did Alex get here?”

  

  Chris crossed his arms and thought for a moment, "Two hours?”

  

  Matt sighed and stretched a bit, flicking his tail around and yawning before he got up, "Well, I hope they're done. I'm gonna' go check on him.”

  

  The lion chuckled lightly, "Have fun with that.” He tilted his head back in a loud roaring yawn.

  

  "Yep...” Matt loosened his tie and un-tucked his shirt as he turned and walked down the hall to the guest bedroom. Once there, he pushed open the door and peaked in.

  

  It was pretty well lit in the little room, still only early evening, and Alex was lying shirtless under the blankets. He had his arm out and over Sirrus, who was snoring lightly and lying out on his back, asleep too. The blankets were over Alex's waist, and Matt couldn't tell whether he was wearing anything or not...but he could make an educated guess.

  

  The ottercoon sighed and smiled, closing the door, "Sleep well kid. Whatever's going on...I'm sure we'll talk tomorrow.”


  ~


  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Lucas Joseph Trammel

  Alexander Collin Moen

  and Eric Matthew Cameron

  Cecil B. North

  as Jasyn Aiden Fuller

  and Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  We're back!

  Forbidden returns with its second book, and the stage is set for The Cameron Hotel!

  So what's to come on the horizon?

  To begin with: what did Alex do with Sirrus? How will Jasyn react to it? Or even Matt for that matter? How will Luke react when he finds out what happened while he was asleep? How will Chris handle the pack of gay teenagers converging around him? What's happened with Matt, his dragon, and his new roomate since we last saw them? And what other surprises may be hiding around the corner?

  Stay tuned to see where The Cameron Hotel takes Forbidden from here! ^_^


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com

  I'll also be getting myself a twitter and a facebook dedicated to Borealis soon.


  See you for the next 39 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 2


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 2 --

  My Son

  

  

  "Okay, whoa! Both of you have got to stop!” Matt held up his paws, silencing the wolf and the raccoon standing in front of him. "And you,” he pointed at the 'coon, "...need to take a breath.”

  

  Jasyn and Luke both nodded at the ottercoon as he rubbed the top of his muzzle. It was late evening, near dusk, and Matt was seated in his couch, trying to assimilate the day's events.

  

  "Okay,” the eldest fur began after a pause, "Let me see if I've got this straight:” Matt pointed at the raccoon again, "You're Luke.”

  

  The boy just nodded quietly.

  

  "And you two didn't like one another?”

  

  "No.” Jasyn shook his head, "He liked me fine. I just...I wasn't reciprocating.”

  

  "Until you two fooled around.” Matt added, and the two meekly acknowledged, "And when Alex found out, he suggested a threesome.” He paused for another nod, "And you were none-too-shy to agree?”

  

  "I...” Jasyn started to disagree, but just looked down, "...yeah.

  

  "And then you got carried away, and uhm...” The ottercoon looked at Luke, "...took your sexual frustrations out on this one?”

  

  Luke lowered his ears, and Jasyn patted him on the shoulder, "I was...anything but gentle...yeah.”

  

  Matt nodded, remembering his own first time with Sirrus, and then arched an eyebrow, "Didn't leave any teeth marks, did you?”

  

  The two looked back at the ottercoon, and Luke stammered through a blush, "Wh-what?”

  

  "Nothing.” Matt waved a paw, "Then you and Alex had it out -- first real fight, I'll bet -- and that's when he ended up over here?”

  

  The wolf rubbed his neck, "Alex didn't tell you any of this?”

  

  "Haven't spoken to him.” Matt shook his head, "He got here while I was at work, and, from what Chris told me, just went right to bed. I expected him up by now...but apparently he's asleep for the night.”

  

  "For the night?” Jasyn blinked, "But didn't he get here at like...5?”

  

  Matt shrugged, "When Lance and I broke up...I barely ever got out of bed.”

  

  "This is all my fault.” Luke whimpered, looking between the two, "I'm so sorry! I never meant to make you and Alex fight a-and, to get you involved, Matt and,” he took a breath, "All I've done is cause trouble and-”

  

  "Quit it, Luke.” Jasyn cut him off, "No one blames you for this.”

  

  The ottercoon shook his head, "I can't say that I blame either of you.” He leaned back in his chair as the two looked at him again, "That's not to say that there's not some guilt to pass around...but I, of all people, can't start laying blame in a situation like this. Who am I to tell anyone how to handle their sex lives? I'm not exactly a model example, now am I?”

  

  Jasyn managed a smirk, "I guess not.”

  

  "I'm just lucky that Sirrus doesn't have the presence of mind to care about monogamy and all that.” The ottercoon's eyes darted toward the kitchen area, where he knew Chris had run off to, "Otherwise I'd probably be in the same boat with him, right now, that you are with Alex.”

  

  "What do you mean by that?” The wolf's brow furrowed and he looked toward the kitchen, "You...” then looked back, "...are you and that lion...?”

  

  "Please sit down,” Matt changed the subject instead of answering, "both of you.”

  

  Jasyn nodded in response and pointed Luke toward the couch by Matt, as he took the recliner. Luke smiled shyly at Matt as he sat down beside him.

  

  "Jasyn...” the ottercoon continued, "...why are you here? I know you knew you'd find Alex...but why did you come? What are you hoping to accomplish?”

  

  Jasyn looked down, "I really don't know anymore Matt. I was just hoping...” he looked back up, "...I mean, Alex came to you for help. You're surprised I did too?”

  

  "I suppose not...” Matt sighed, "I just don't know what to tell you. I mean, sure, you fucked up, but I can't say I would have done any different. Seems to me like Alex offered, and like the kid, here, wanted it...and you were horny. And I...fuck...I can't even pretend I have a habit of staying 'in control' when I'm with Sirrus.” Matt sighed, "I really don't even think I can really give you any of my...'hindsight is 20/20' advice this time.”

  

  The three furs sat in silence for a few long moments, each surrounded in their own thoughts. Luke still blamed himself for everything...Jasyn just wanted some magical answer that could fix everything...and Matt was simply bracing himself for what he had to say next.

  

  The ottercoon raised his head, "Alex is asleep down the hall with Sirrus.”

  

  Jasyn coughed and leaned forward, a bit shocked, "W-wait! Did they...?”

  

  "I don't know.” Matt rubbed his forehead, "But I'm not about to wake him up to find out.”

  

  "Sirrus...” Luke timidly interjected, "Sirrus is your talking pet dragon? The one who, uhm, who likes to 'play,' right?”

  

  Matt eyed Jasyn, "Someone's been forthcoming with my information.”

  

  The wolf held up his paws, "It only came up because he has one too.”

  

  Matt recoiled slightly, "A talking feral dragon?”

  

  "Rabbit.” Luke corrected.

  

  "Really?” Matt flashed a devious smirk, "Remind me to ask more about that later...”

  

  "N-not the same as you and Sirrus...” Luke barely murmured, and then raised his voice to continue, "B-but my point is: Alex wouldn't do that, right? I mean, he's never tried anything with me...”

  

  Jasyn sighed, "You'd be surprised what someone might do when they're hurt...”

  

  "More importantly,” Matt added, "Luke, here, underestimates how persuasive Sirrus can be.”

  

  "Do you think...” Jasyn paused, thinking, "Do you think that's what he came over for?”

  

  "Wouldn't know.” The ottercoon shrugged, "I doubt it, but I wouldn't know.”

  

  "But I just don't understand...” Jasyn shook his head slowly, "I...I realize that I hurt him. I know what I did...but I don't understand why it hurt him THIS MUCH...”

  

  "It's not about you, Jasyn.” Matt shook his head.

  

  "I know.” The wolf ran his paws through his headfur, "It's about what Peter did to him.”

  

  "No.” Matt crossed his arms and leaned back.

  

  "No?”

  

  "It's not just about what you did, or even what Peter did.” The ottercoon tilted his head, "I think it's about what Peter's DOING.”

  

  Jasyn just blinked, "How do you mean?”

  

  "Alex is plenty scarred by what happened back then.” Matt leaned forward again, elbows on his knees, "But I imagine it's a lot harder right now, because of the trial. Peter's got to be on his mind every day, and, now, so much of what he was able to just ignore before...is just constantly right there on the surface.”

  

  The wolf hung his head, "It's like he's reliving it all...”

  

  "Daily...nightly...” Matt nodded, "It's gotta' be a lot harder for him right now, and-”

  

  "Right now,” Jasyn cut him off, "More than anything, the last thing he needs is more things to remind him of all that.”

  

  "Exactly.”

  

  Jasyn looked back up, "Matt...what would you do? Y'know if that had happened to you?”

  

  "If I were you...or is I was Alex?”

  

  "Alex.”

  

  "Well...the last time my boyfriend cheated on me...” the ottercoon sat back, "I threw his ass out on the curb. But that was a different situation, Jasyn. With me and him, the cheating wasn't a onetime thing...and more importantly: I found out he was using me for my money. Now, if I were in Alex's shoes, exactly...?”

  

  "Y-yeah...”

  

  "I really don't know.” Matt shook his head, "I mean: it's not even about the cheating for him. It's about Peter, and about his fears and insecurities and...” He paused, "I mean, I've watched enough prime-time drama to sit here and muse pseudo-psychologically about what I think he's feeling or thinking...but when it comes right down to it, I just don't know. I've, thankfully, never been in his shoes, and I can't begin to actually say how I'd handle any of this. I might have even done worse than just getting into a fight with you...”

  

  Jasyn looked away. He hadn't been able to bring himself to tell either of them, yet, that Alex left him.

  

  "...and I can't say finding comfort in...what Sirrus has to offer...would be a stretch either.” Matt continued, "But, at the same time, I might have been fine. I might have just talked to you and forgiven you completely.”

  

  Jasyn just huffed and shook his head, "I guess it doesn't really matter what you would have done, though, yeah? Won't change how Alex feels.”

  

  "I want to stay here tonight.” Luke interjected himself into the conversation.

  

  "What?” Matt looked at the raccoon to his side...

  

  ...as Jasyn looked back up, "Why?”

  

  "I want to help.” Though timid as always, Luke's voice rang more determined than usual, "He won't talk to Jasyn, right? But maybe he'll talk to me. And you said he's already asleep for the night, so I can't try until tomorrow...”

  

  Matt raised an eyebrow, "What about your parents?”

  

  "Yeah,” Jasyn added, "They think you're with me.”

  

  "I don't care.” The raccoon shook his head, "This is more important than that. I need to help!”

  

  "Luke, no...” Jasyn shook his head, "I don't want to get you...” he paused, looking across at the ottercoon, "...or Matt in trouble. I mean, what if your parents called?”

  

  Luke looked down. His eyes darted about as he tried to formulate a plan, and then he looked back up, "Cell phone swap!”

  

  "Huh?”

  

  "We'd trade phones, right? And if they call mine, looking for me, you can answer, so they'll think you're with me!” The raccoon, counted on his fingers as he went through the various steps in the plan, "And if they ask to talk to me, then you just hang up and text me. Then I'll call back on your phone, and say mine died! And that'll help too, 'cause how could I call on your phone if you weren't with me?”

  

  Jasyn shook his head, "They might wanna' talk to my parents.”

  

  "They don't know your dad's voice.” Luke smiled softly, "So, Matt could...” he looked at the ottercoon to his side, "...er...uhm...I mean...if he was willing to pretend...”

  

  Matt just looked back and forth between the two, but had no chance to say whether or not he agreed with Luke's plan.

  

  "Luke, seriously...” Jasyn continued fighting the suggestion, "You really don't have to fix this. It's not your problem.”

  

  "Of course it is!” The raccoon shot back.

  

  "Luke?” Matt finally spoke up.

  

  Both the teenagers turned to look at the ottercoon.

  

  "Why are you so set on this?” The ottercoon leaned on a paw, "Why are you so determined to fix it?”

  

  Luke looked down, "...because it's my fault.”

  

  "Luke!” Jasyn jumped back in, "I already told you-”

  

  But Matt held up a paw, cutting the wolf off, "How is it your fault?”

  

  "I'M the person Jasyn cheated with!” Luke whimpered, "I'm the one who came between them. I should be the one to fix this: to make Alex forgive him and to stop the fight.”

  

  "Alex isn't mad about the cheating.” The ottercoon just shook his head, "He...it doesn't even sound like he's mad, honestly. He's just scared-”

  

  "By what Jasyn did in the threesome,” Luke cut him off, "right!”

  

  "Right,” Matt nodded, "And-”

  

  "And,” the raccoon cut him off again, "there would NEVER have been a threesome if it wasn't for me! If I'd never gotten involved-”

  

  "You can't put this all on yourself, Luke.” The time, Matt cut HIM off, "Don't you think there's plenty of blame to go around? Jasyn was just as complicit in the cheating as you...Alex suggested the threesome...and if anything, when it came to the act, you were a victim...” The ottercoon looked at the wolf apologetically, "...you were hurt by Jasyn as much or more than Alex. How can you blame yourself for being raped?”

  

  "It doesn't matter WHAT happened today!” Luke shook his head, as his body trembled, "If I'd never shown up in their lives, NOTHING would have happened! I wanted friends so bad...and...and I followed them through the mall a-and forced myself on them...and...”

  

  Jasyn, eyelids drooped, spoke up again, "Luke...no...”

  

  "If I hadn't done that,” the raccoon continued, ignoring him, "I would have never been around to cause all this trouble! And I wanted Jasyn to like me so much...and...and it led to what we did. And then...then I was scared of the threesome, but I...” Luke started to cry, "I just wanted them to be my friends, and I let...I let...”

  

  "Luke...” Matt laid a red furred arm over the boy's shoulders.

  

  "I just wanted friends...” Luke sniffled and shook under the arm, leaning against the older fur, "...I didn't mean to ruin everything.”

  

  Matt hugged him and sighed. He held the little 'coon against his chest and looked at Jasyn, his usual blank stare breaking under the weight of his sympathy for the boy, "It's okay, kid. Really...everything'll be okay...”

  

  Jasyn looked away from Matt and closed his eyes tight. It was bad enough that he hurt Alex...but now he had Luke blaming himself for everything? A little self control and all of this could have been avoided.

  

  "Jasyn...you want my advice?”

  

  The wolf looked back up at the sound of Matt's voice, and caught the ottercoon's eyes again.

  

  "Do what Alex asked...take care of Luke. He needs you...and Alex needs to see that you'll do it for him.” Matt nuzzled the raccoon's head, "Besides, if you don't...I'm gonna' end up looking after him...and people don't look too kindly on 29-year-old gay men being friends with 15-year-old boys...”

  

  "14...” Luke corrected him through a sniffle.

  

  "Even better.”

  

  Jasyn nodded, "Of course. I never had any other intention.”

  

  "Good.” Matt continued, still holding the raccoon, "Now...you said the trial is starting soon, right?”

  

  "Yeah.” The wolf nodded slowly, "I'm going to testify.”

  

  "Surprising.” Matt raised an eyebrow, "What do you have to say that's not hearsay?”

  

  "Uhm...” Jasyn rubbed his neck, "Character witness? I guess...”

  

  "Well, anyway...” The ottercoon shrugged, "Alex is gonna' testify, too, right?

  

  "Right.”

  

  "Then THAT is the priority.” Matt rubbed Luke's back, "Everything with this...and with you and him can come later. For right now, whatever fights you're having, whatever you or he thinks needs fixing can wait. He needs you to be his friend, and to be there for him. He needs to see an end to this situation with Peter, and he needs to know that he has you at his side, no matter what.”

  

  The wolf nodded, "And he does.”

  

  "You do that, and you take care of Luke,” Matt continued, "And I'm sure he'll forgive you, and all of this will be a thing of the past.”

  

  Jasyn sighed and looked down. Would it? If it was just a fight, it would: sure. But it was more than that. Would Alex take him back?

  

  "Thanks Matt.” The wolf stood up, "I...I guess I should get going.”

  

  "You're always welcome here, if you need anything.” Matt smiled, "Don't be a stranger.”

  

  "Sure thing.” Jasyn smiled back, and then looked down at the raccoon, "You still want to stay here, Luke?”

  

  The boy just nodded back.

  

  Jasyn fished his cell phone out of his pocket, "Then let's hope your plan works out.”

  

  "It will.” Matt answered for Luke, as the raccoon stood up to make the trade, "I'm sure I can pretend you're my son for a few minutes. I do it all the time anyway.”

  

  Jasyn just glared back playfully as he put Luke's phone in his pocket.

  

  Matt stood, too, putting his arm back around the raccoon's shoulder, "And, don't worry. I'll take care of him for the night.”

  

  "Be good.” Jasyn pointed at the ottercoon, "Just because Sirrus is sleeping somewhere else, doesn't mean Luke's here to replace him.”

  

  Luke blushed deeply and sank into Matt's grasp.

  

  "No worries.” Matt smiled and held up a free paw, "Chris'll keep me in check.”

  

  "If not more...” Jasyn turned and left the room.

  

  Matt and Luke followed, seeing him to and out the front door. Luke waved at Jasyn as he walked down the driveway, Jasyn waved back as he unlocked his truck, and Matt opened his muzzle to tell Jasyn goodbye as he was getting into the truck...

  

  ...but the ottercoon was distracted by another car pulling to a stop, in front of his house.

  

  "Luke, straighten up a bit, okay?” Matt let go and brushed at the 'coon's headfur, "Someone's here. They'll probably just think you're my son, but no sense in taking chances.”

  

  The older fur brushed at the kid's headfur a little more and stood back up straight as he watched a female panther with long blonde hair climb out of the driver's side door of the car. Luke took a few steps back, half hiding behind Matt and watched the attractive panthress walking to the door.

  

  "Uhm...” Matt stepped forward, "Hello. And you ah-”

  

  "Where's Chris?” The woman cut Matt off, "I paid good money to find him...and if this is your house, Cameron, then I know the information was good.”

  

  Matt slumped a little and put his arm back around Luke.

  

  Now, he recognized the woman at the door, and he no longer had a reason to care how he looked in front of her, "Why hello, Cheyenne. If you're here for more blood, you might as well turn back around. I think you got it all in the divorce.”

  

  "Shut your fat cock-hole,” Cheyenne snapped back, "and let me speak with my ex-husband!”

  

  Almost on cue, Chris walked out of the kitchen and into living room.

  

  He was only in his boxers, as he looked around the room for his roommate. "MA~ATT!” He whined loudly, "WE'RE OUT OF BEER AGAIN!!”

  

  The lion stomped his foot, pretending to throw a fit as he turned toward the door, and stopped dead in his tracks.

  

  Matt held up his paws at the panthress, "Alright, alright, whatever. He's right there. Just be sure to send him back to us with his testicles. I know how bitter you've been that you didn't get those in the divorce, too...”

  

  Chris let out a long sigh and padded, barely dressed, toward the front door, as the ottercoon turned around with Luke, "Come on kid, this doesn't involve us.”

  

  Chris and Matt passed one another, the two sharing a glance before the lion was left alone with his ex-wife.

  

  With a breath, he straightened up and smiled his big, toothy lion grin, "Cheyenne! Please, oh please tell me you finally learned to bottle evil for us! You know, so we can drink it when you're not around?”

  

  Cheyenne clicked her tongue and smiled back, "Chris, dear...I see you're living with the fag now. What happened? Did women stop putting up with your...” she chuckled, "...expedience? So you had to find someone who didn't care if you finished first?”

  

  The lion squinted, "I'm sure Satan is getting lonely. What do you want?”

  

  "As much as it pains me to admit it, my dear ex-fuck...you're right. 'Satan' happens to be at home waiting for me to fly back to him. But I will remind you, before you reopen that beer-soaked muzzle...that Michael is rich enough to buy and sell your ass.” Cheyenne wiped the corner of her mouth with a thumb and continued. "That being said, I tire of this rent-a-car, and would like to get on with this.”

  

  Chris just crossed his arms and stood impatiently. "Never opt for a ten words when you can shoot for a hundred. Same as always, eh, Shiva?”

  

  The panthress just kept smiling, "When was the last time you saw your son Chris?”

  

  Chris's ears perked up, and he growled, "You mean before you stole him?” He stood silent for a moment, "I'd say he was about three when you dragged him away.”

  

  "The correct term is not 'stolen,' dear. It's: 'won in a custody battle.' And to spite you, I might add.”

  

  "I've gathered that, Lilith.” The lion twirled his hand, "Now get on with it.”

  

  "Well, Satan, as you so lovingly refer, has grown tired of taking care of your disobedient, disrespectful punk of a son. And since I've already taken twelve years of your time together, I don't see as I need to take anymore.”

  

  Chris moved his ears forward, "Pardon?”

  

  "What I'm saying is that WE no longer want to deal with him. So we'd rather put him on your shoulders. You know, that way we can let you drag him back and forth across the country for your...” the panthress paused to feign a chuckle, "...job.”

  

  "Oh, I see: use it and then lose it.” Chris crossed his arms, "So, tell me...have you used him as a slave, yet? Beat him? Come on, Hecate; give me a reason to sue you.”

  

  "I've done nothing to the boy!” Cheyenne looked appalled, "I haven't laid a finger on him!”

  

  The lion narrowed his eyes, "Not even to hug him, I'm sure.”

  

  "Come now, Chris...” Cheyenne forced a saccharine sweet tone to her voice, "He IS my son...”

  

  "Impossible!” Chris gasped, "Medusa caring for another creature?”

  

  "First of all, caring for the boy was the job of the money and the maids. Secondly, I believe Medusa DID care for her gorgon sisters. And third...” the panthress flipped her hair, unintentionally showing off her naturally white roots, "...burn in hell, you pretentious...overbearing...beer-hog.”

  

  "Ladies first, Jezebel.” Chris kissed the air, "Be careful though: the heat might melt your breasts.”

  

  "I doubt it. Mike buys only the best for me.” Cheyenne put a paw on her hip, "Now, would you like your son? Or would he be better taken care of at a homeless shelter somewhere?”

  

  The lion yawned and scratched his mane, "Fine, fine. Look, did you come here to give me the paperwork to fill out, or something?”

  

  "Paperwork? Holding pens is for lawyers...” Cheyenne turned around, "No, we're not taking this through the courts. Mike doesn't need that type of publicity.” She took a deep breath and screamed out in that same fake, happy, whiney voice that nearly drove Chris to rip out her vocal cords years earlier, "Oh, Riddick! Your father is here, waiting for you!”

  

  Chris stumbled back and almost fell over, "HE'S HERE!?”

  

  The passenger door of the car opened, slowly, as the panthress turned back around, "Well of course he is! What on earth makes you think I'd want to smell you more than once over this?”

  

  Chris looked around, totally spellbound, and tried his best just to stand up straight, "YOU WHORE!”

  

  "Hmm? What happened to your library of nicknames and clever insults, Christopher?” No one got out of the car for a few moments and Cheyenne turned back, "Riddick! Come on, now!”

  

  The lion stood, looking silently at the car, preparing himself to see a son he hadn't seen in twelve years.

  

  Slowly, Riddick slid out of the passenger side of the car. Like a panther, his fur was a black, except for his lion features -- his short mane and the fluff of fur at the end of his tail -- which were both snow-white. He didn't look at either of his parents; he just pulled a bag out of the back seat, and padded up the walk-way towards Matt's house, his eyes on his feet.

  

  Chris just stood in shock, barely breathing as he looked at, "My son...”

  

  Cheyenne skipped to the panthion and hugged him, "Riddick! I'm going to miss you so much!”

  

  Riddick jerked away and glared at her, "Are you kidding me? You haven't hugged me in nearly 16 years! Don't bother touching me now, just to show off...” He pushed past her and kept walking to the house, "And miss me, my furry black ass. I'll never see you again, and we both know it.”

  

  "Oh, son...” the panthress pretended to be hurt, "...you know that's not true.”

  

  Riddick huffed before she could continue, "Didn't say it was a bad thing.”

  

  Cheyenne just smiled, "Well, then...have fun, you two!” She turned around to leave, continuing in a sing-song voice, "And if that fag friend of yours lays one finger on him, I'll see you both in prison!”

  

  As he reached his father, Riddick looked back, watching her get into her car, "F-fag?” He turned back again, looking up at Chris.

  

  "Uhm...sh-she means Matt.” Chris scratched his mane, "He's gay.”

  

  "Who...” the young, half-panther, half-lion didn't even look back to watch his mother drive away, "...who's Matt?”

  

  "He's my friend...” Chris smiled uncomfortably, "...this is his house.”

  

  "Oh.” The panthion tapped his toes on the porch, "You two...you aren't...?”

  

  "Me?” Chris's eyes widened, "No! Nonono! That's just Matt; I'm not gay.”

  

  "Oh...” Riddick looked down, "O-okay.”

  

  "It...it won't bother you, will it?” The lion looked down too, both watching Riddick's shifting feet, "Living with...”

  

  In unison, the two cats froze, stilling even their breaths, as it struck them. The second the word left Chris's mouth, they realized it was real...as of this moment, Riddick was living with him.

  

  "Erm...” Chris grunted and stammered to continue, "It doesn't bother you, living with a gay guy, does it?”

  

  "No.” Riddick shook his head, looking up and catching his father's eyes, "It's cool.”

  

  The two stood, surrounded on all sides in awkward silence. Riddick shifted his feet again and looked back at the ground as Chris rocked on his heels, looking everywhere but at his son. He didn't know what to say, or even think. It had been 12 years since he'd even seen Riddick, and the boy was only 3 then. He'd barely even begun speaking in any coherent phrases, and he was only STARTING to get out of diapers. But, now...now he was nearly six feet tall, his mane had come in, and he might as well have been a stranger.

  

  The lion rubbed the back of his neck with an inaudible sigh. He should be nothing but happy to see his son, but Cheyenne always had a way of knowing exactly how to bitch up just about any situation.

  

  All he wanted to do was hug Riddick: to take him inside, to show him to everyone, and to make up for the years he lost, but he could barely even believe it was really his son. And besides, the poor kid was just staring at the ground. Chris had no idea what he was thinking...how he felt...or what HE wanted to do. For all Chris knew, Riddick didn't even want to be here, and had no interest in any kind of emotional reunion with his long lost father. Besides, after this long, why would the boy even care?

  

  "Your mom's hair color not-withstanding...” Chris slowly reached out, placing a paw in Riddick's headfur, "Your mane's coming in really nice.” Obvious pride in his voice, he moved his paw to his son's shoulder.

  

  Riddick didn't say a thing back. He just looked up, his lower lip shaking and his eyelids low. In a burst, he dropped his bag and jumped forward, hugging Chris as tight as possible.

  

  Though shocked at first, the lion quickly wrapped his arms around his boy as tightly as he could without hurting him. All at once, as he felt his son against him, his muzzle spread in a smile, and tears streaked his cheeks

  

  As he felt his father nuzzling his head, Riddick buried his face in the lion's mane, letting is catch his own tears. "I missed you.”

  

  Chris lifted his muzzle from his son's head, "I...I wasn't even sure if you remembered me.”

  

  "Would you hate me...” the panthion pulled his muzzle just far enough away to not be muffled by the mane, "...if I said I don't?”

  

  "Of course not...” Chris rubbed the boy's back, "...but you said-”

  

  "I don't have to remember you to miss you.” Riddick cut him off, "I always knew you were out there somewhere. And I...I just wanted...I...” He trailed off, suddenly feeling uncomfortable with saying all of this to his father.

  

  "I missed you too...son.” The lion ran his fingers through his boy's mane, "If there had been any way...I would have gotten you back, years ago. I'm so sorry...”

  

  "N-no...” Riddick just shook his head and buried it, again, in his father's dark brown mane again. "Don't be sorry. It's not your fault. I know it's not your fault.”

  

  "Still...” Chris scratched Riddick's back.

  

  "Promise...” the panthion took a deep breath, "...promise you won't let her take me back.”

  

  Chris squeezed him tight again, "Never. I won't ever let you go again.” He leaned away from his son just enough to look him in the eye, "Twelve years is a long time. But I want you to know that...you're still my son, and I still love you. That has NEVER changed.”

  

  Riddick smiled back, "I love you too...Dad.”

  

  "No...” The lion winced through a smile he couldn't hold back, "You...you don't have to say that back, yet. You don't even remember me, Riddick.”

  

  "But it's true.” Riddick shook his head, "These...these couple of minutes with you have been better than thirteen years with her.”

  

  Chris counted in his head, and then corrected his son, "Twelve.”

  

  "Seemed longer.” The panthion laughed softly, "But...but the point is: when you touched my mane earlier...you...you, like...complimented me.”

  

  "And...?”

  

  "You sounded proud! And it was just for my...my mane.” Riddick brushed his mane, "Mike and Cheyenne...they were never proud of me for...well, for anything.”

  

  "Well so far, I am.” The lion brushed his son's mane as well, "Especially since...since you look like you've grown into a fine young cat, DESPITE being raised by the two of them.”

  

  Riddick reflexively purred at the touch, "I love you, dad.”

  

  "I love you too, son.”

  

  Meanwhile, inside...

  

  "So that's the story, Luke.” Matt still had his arm around Luke, though not entirely by choice, since the kid wouldn't leave his side. "They were teenagers, she fucked him, broke his heart, took his kid...and this is the first time either of us have seen the bitch since.”

  

  Luke continued to hold on, "Wow...”

  

  "Yeah...she's the queen bitch, and the worst mistake of Chris's life, too.” The ottercoon shook his head, "Worst part, though, is Riddick. I just wish Chris could see him every once in a while.”

  

  Luke nodded slowly, and then pushed off of Matt and stood up, "Come on. Let's go see how he is.”

  

  Matt looked up at the raccoon, "You sure you wanna' be around Cheyenne? I've heard that the mere proximity can give you cancer.”

  

  Luke just laughed lightly as Matt stood up.

  

  "Wait...no...” The ottercoon rubbed his neck "I didn't HEAR that, I think I said it...”

  

  Luke smiled, "Come on. He may need some backup!”

  

  "Y'know? He just might.” Matt turned to leave, but the raccoon ran along ahead of him.

  

  Luke had to screech to a halt, though, as he nearly ran right into a white haired panther stepping through the door. Or was it a black lion?

  

  Riddick, too, stumbled...barely managing to not fall into the raccoon in front of him. He just stared at the 'coon, as the two blinked and shared a shy and awkward smile.

  

  "H...hi! I'm uhm...who...” Riddick stammered and shook his head, before widening the smile, "Hey there! Who are you?”

  

  The raccoon blushed, barely even able to make eye contact with the cute black cat in front of him "H-hi...I'm Luke...”

  

  The panthion extended a paw, "I'm Riddick...”


  ~


  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!
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  Whoa! Wait! Did anyone see that? We had a cast change!

  Up until this point, I played Luke, but starting with this chapter, Cecil does! See, what happened, was I got Riddick, and all of the sudden, we felt unbalanced, so we gave him Luke for the rest of the story. In related news: I'll be playing Rei the next time you see him. Anyway, back to the usual credits...


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  This was like two chapters in one!

  On one hand, we have the continued story of Alex and Jasyn, by way of Luke's struggles with it...and on the other hand we have the touching reunion of a father and son, by way of the return/debut of Riddick! Or...was it really two stories, or just just one? Is it possible that those snippits were just two branches of the single story which was told in the last few paragraphs? The story of Riddick and Luke meeting one another.

  So now what? Chris maintains his heterosexuality, but Matt alludes to his and Chris's continued sexual relationship. Which one is telling the truth? Could it be both? How will Chris's son fit into their relationship, whatever it may be? And what OF Riddick? How might he react to his father's alleged homosexual relationship? What will come of his meeting with Luke? The raccoon definitely has a crush on him, if not more. Did we see hints that it's a feeling the panthion shares?

  Am I asking too many questions? Should I stop typing? Is anyone even reading this anymore? If I were to write spoilers about the impending alien invasion I have planned for Book 3, would anyone even read this far to notice it? Will that Alien invasion prove once and for all that I am indeed the very model of a scientist salarian? How soon will someone recognize that quote? How soon will someone correct me and tell me it isn't technically a quote, but a paraphrase? Only time will tell!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com

  I'll also be getting myself a twitter and a facebook dedicated to Borealis soon.


  See you for the next 38 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 3


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 3 --

  Closest of Friends

  

  

  Dusk had come and gone as quickly as Cheyenne, and it was night at the Cameron Estate. Riddick and Luke were off somewhere else 'while the adults talked,' and Matt sat across the kitchen table from Chris, tapping his fingers on the wood.

  

  After a long silence, the ottercoon looked up at Chris, "She really just dropped him off on you? Just like that?”

  

  Chris sighed and nodded, looking down into his drink, "Yeah...no paperwork...no red tape...no anything.”

  

  "Why though?” Matt threw up his paws, "It seems like she'd rather put you through hell. What could have possibly possessed her to give him back? And...so quick and painless even...”

  

  "You remember Mike?” The lion ran a ringer around the rim of his glass, "The guy she left me for?”

  

  "Yeah...” Matt snapped his fingers while he thought, "Some...colorful ring-tailed thing, right?”

  

  "Red Panda.”

  

  "Yeah!”

  

  "Well, according to her, he doesn't like Riddick,” Chris finally looked up, "and they decided that she would rather give him to me than to a foster family.”

  

  The ottercoon smiled lightly, "Well at least she's thinking of Riddick a little bit, right?”

  

  "Not a bit!” Chris laughed, "She flat out told me that it's just because she couldn't give him up through any public, legal channels. They didn't want to make Michael look bad. No...this was all for them, not Riddick...and she just knew that I couldn't say no.”

  

  "Uhm...” Matt looked at his best friend a bit closer, "Chris? You don't seem too happy about this. Why would you have WANTED to say no? You still have his baby pictures...you still talk about him...you...” He sat up straighter, "Chris, you've got your son back!”

  

  "I do, but...” The lion smiled softly, far from his usual toothy grin, "I don't know how to be a father, Matt. What am I supposed to do?”

  

  "What do you mean?” Matt smiled back, but wider, "It should come pretty quickly to you, right? Who's better with people, than you? I mean...just spend time with him.”

  

  

  "Sounds like you're telling me to just be his friend.” Chris raised an eyebrow.

  

  "Yeah?”

  

  "He needs a father, Matt. Not a friend.”

  

  "No.” The ottercoon shook his head, "He just needs you. God willing, you have years to figure out how to DEFINE that relationship. But first and foremost, he just needs you.”

  

  Chris grunted a short laugh, "I guess you're right.”

  

  "Of course I am!” Matt smiled wide, "And besides: at least for as long as you're in town...I'll be here to help, however I can, too!”

  

  The lion looked up and smiled back, "I hope so.”

  

  "Now...” Matt sat back again, "...what do we do about tonight?”

  

  "What do you mean?”

  

  Matt crossed his arms. "Sleeping arrangements...”

  

  Chris scratched his mane, "Well...there are three of us, and three bedrooms: yours upstairs, and the two guest bedrooms downstairs, right?”

  

  "Yeah, but you're uhm...” The ottercoon rubbed his forehead, "...you're forgetting three people.”

  

  "Oh shit...right.” Chris leaned back, "The raccoon and the fox are staying over tonight, too, aren't they?”

  

  "Yeah.” Matt tapped his fingers on the table again, "And Sirrus & Alex have already taken over one of the guest bed rooms...”

  

  "...so that leaves four of us to just two rooms.” The lion concluded.

  

  "So...” Matt took a breath, "...who sleeps with who?”

  

  "Easy. I'll take the couch.”

  

  "Sure thing!” The ottercoon smirked deviously, "Which one of the boys gets to sleep with me?”

  

  "What!?” Chris shot back up straight to look at the ottercoon, not sure how serious he was, "I...don't know if that's such a good idea...”

  

  "You're right...” Matt nodded slowly and over exaggeratedly, "I can sleep alone tonight...and I guess that leaves your son to sleep with the gay raccoon boy.”

  

  "Point taken...” The lion grunted and twitched, "So, why even ask me, if you obviously already have a plan?”

  

  Matt tried to mimic Chris's toothy grin, "I like watching you squirm.”

  

  "Yeah, yeah...so what's YOUR solution?”

  

  "One of them can take the couch,” the ottercoon pointed toward the living room, "and you can sleep with me...” and then pointed at himself.

  

  Chris rubbed the back of his neck, "I don't know if that's a great idea either.”

  

  "Why not? It wouldn't be the first time.”

  

  "No.” The lion shook his head, "But my son wasn't in the house, before.”

  

  "True, but I don't see a better option.” Matt shrugged, "We'll just have to hope he doesn't notice. He doesn't know his way around the house yet...so maybe he'll just think you're in some other empty room. So long as he doesn't ask questions, we should be fine.”

  

  "I guess so.”

  

  "It'll be fine, I promise.” The ottercoon smiled wide again, "It's just for one night anyway. We'll figure out a permanent solution later.”

  

  Chris's eyes slowly widened and he looked up and into Matt's, "Permanent...?”

  

  "Wait...” Matt narrowed his eyes, "You DO know that you and he are staying here with me, right? I mean, I don't want you to feel like it's any sort of burden or anything. HE's living here, without question, for however long YOU'RE here.”

  

  "Matt...” The lion looked away again, "I'm so sorry about all of this...”

  

  "Sorry?” Matt recoiled slightly, "Sorry about what, Chris?”

  

  "We're all just sorta' showing up...” Chris waved his arm toward the rest of the house, "Not even JUST me and Riddick. And we're...we're not really giving anything back.”

  

  The ottercoon couldn't say that that wasn't true, but he also couldn't say he minded the company. "Don't worry about that Chris.” He reached across the table, patting the lion's paw, "I invited you into my house...and now I'm inviting your son. If I wanted otherwise, I'd send you off to a hotel.”

  

  "Thanks again, Matt...” Chris looked down at the paw on his. "Thanks a lot...”

  

  "You're welcome.” Matt pushed away from the table, got up, and walked around to Chris, showing, again, his devious smirk, "And besides...who says you haven't been doing anything to pay me back?” He leaned in close and kissed his friend's nose with a wink.

  

  The lion blushed, grunted, and coughed a bit, "S-speaking of that son of mine...where'd he run off to?”

  

  "Oh, come on, now.” Matt placed a paw on Chris's shoulder, "Don't worry about him, yet; he's in there making a new friend. Let him to himself...”

  

  "Yeah...” Chris looked at the paw on his shoulder, tracing it with his eyes up to Matt's face, "I suppose you're right.”

  

  "And you know,” the ottercoon tilted his head, "...while he's gone: you avoided answering a question of mine the other night.”

  

  Chris caught a glint of something familiar his friend's eyes, "What do you mean?”

  

  Matt was trying so hard to fuck with Chris. He knew that what the two of them had been doing embarrassed the lion, a lot, and that it had to be worse with Riddick only rooms away. And, though he did, regardless, Chris turned him on so much more when he got shy and nervous.

  

  "How exactly DO I taste?”

  

  The lion gulped and grunted, "F-fine, I suppose...”

  

  "Any chance you'll be wanting another taste anytime...” Matt's paw gripped the lion's crotch, "...soon?”

  

  "Matt!” Chris pushed it away, looking around, "My son's in the house!”

  

  "Well that just means we'll have to be quick about it, doesn't it?” The ottercoon left his paw on his friend's thigh.

  

  "You know I'm...” Chris looked around, still, "...I'm not good enough at it yet to...to...” He looked back in Matt's eyes, "You know it can't go quick! I have hell getting you off.”

  

  "What better motivation to improve?”

  

  The lion narrowed his eyes, failing to ignore his tightening pants, "It's not a one-way street, you know...I'll expect...”

  

  "Something in return?” Matt smiled, "Oh, that's no problem. I have no trouble getting YOU off. In fact...why don't I go first?”

  

  Chris grunted, but before he could say anything else, the ottercoon pushed forward and kissed him again...this time, without pulling his lips away.

  

  ~

  

  Barely a room away from his father and their soon-to-be benefactor, Riddick stepped out into the 'Cameron Estate's backyard. The yard had been meticulously maintained. Stone walkways wound about and disappeared behind trees, bushes, and smaller plants. Flowers were gathered set in obviously planned formations. And a gazebo, covered in flowering vines, was tucked away, half out of sight.

  

  "Whoa...it's beautiful out here!” Riddick looked around, "It's like the arboretums at the Opryland...”

  

  "Arboretums?” Luke followed along, just a few feet behind.

  

  "Big in door gardens!” The panthion looked back, "Lots of exotic plants, waterfalls, all sorts of things. Mike & Cheyenne took us there once.”

  

  "They were like this?” Luke looked around too, as the two walked down the stone path toward the gazebo.

  

  "Well...no.” Riddick slowed near the gazebo, "It's a really expensive hotel. They were nicer than this...but this still must have cost Matt a fortune!”

  

  The raccoon smiled and nodded, "Probably.”

  

  "Mike didn't even have anything like this. We had a bigger back yard, but it was boring...” Riddick turned back to Luke again, as he stopped inside the Gazebo, "Luke! Why didn't you tell me how nice it was out here?”

  

  "Well...” Luke took a step into the gazebo and looked up at its ceiling, "I've never really been out here, to tell you the truth.”

  

  "You haven't?” The panthion blinked, "Don't you live here?”

  

  "Me?” Luke laughed and shook his head, "Live in a place like this? No...”

  

  "Oh. I just kind of thought you might have been Matt's...uhm...” Riddick walked to a bench in the gazebo and sat down, "...I dunno, never mind.”

  

  "His...” Luke padded over, just short of the bench, "...his what?”

  

  "N-nothing!” Riddick smiled a big toothy grin, same as his dad, "Y-you're both raccoons, right? I thought maybe you were his son.”

  

  "Oh.” The raccoon's ears twitched slightly, "...no.”

  

  Riddick noticed the raccoon's ears twitch and, tilting his head, he mouthed without making a sound: "...cute.”

  

  "Hey!” Luke leaned on the Gazebo railing with a smile, "It's a full moon!”

  

  "Yeah, I noticed that.” The panthion looked Luke up and down, enjoying how the hazy blue moonlight lit up the raccoon's gray fur, "Or...actually...I guess I just noticed the light from it.”

  

  Luke looked back at the cat, "Huh?”

  

  "Erm...the light.” Riddick did his best to keep his cool, but on the inside he was scrambling for an explanation. He motioned his arm around at the garden-like yard, "Look at the way everything's bathed in the moonlight, it's really beau-err...it's really blue! Looks kinda' cool.”

  

  The raccoon looked around, too, and smiled again, "You're right!”

  

  "So...” Riddick tapped the bench beside him, "Are you gonna' sit down or what?”

  

  "Oh!” Luke nodded and made his way to the bench, sitting down as far from the cat as he could. Looking all around to keep from having to look at Riddick, he just laid his paws in his lap.

  

  The panthion couldn't help but notice the gap between them. He found himself wishing that he was lucky enough for Luke to gay, so he or the raccoon one could close that gap, and they could sit closer. After all -- a garden lit by a full moon -- what better night to be romantic?

  

  Riddick shook his head, though, and put an end to such thoughts. He wasn't lucky enough for that, especially not on his first night here, "Uhm...so, if you don't live here...what are you doing here so late?”

  

  "Oh!” Luke looked over, "I was just coming to visit my friend, Alex.”

  

  "Alex? Who's that?” Riddick smiled, "Is HE Matt's son? Does he live here with Matt and my dad, too?”

  

  "Uhm...well...no.” The raccoon's ears laid flat, unsure how to explain, "...he's just a friend of Matt's, and happened to be over here.”

  

  "It's getting pretty late. Is he still here?” Riddick perked up, looking very happy but trying to hide it, "Are you two staying the night?”

  

  "Yeah, we are.” Luke nodded but looked down at his swinging feet, "Not sure where I'll be sleeping, though.”

  

  "Cool!” The panthion caught himself, trying not to show too much excitement, so he wouldn't start bouncing like a kitten, "Well? Can I meet Alex?”

  

  Luke looked around, needing a reason to say no, and then smiled dumbly, "I don't know where he is.”

  

  Riddick just blinked. Something wasn't lining up. Neither Alex or Luke were Matt's relatives -- or Chris's -- but they were both staying the night? And somehow, Luke had come over to see Alex, but didn't even know where he was? Had he not even seen him?

  

  Riddick just shuffled, wanting to pry, but figuring it was better to just let the puzzle pieces fall in line on their own, "So...you're friends with Matt?”

  

  "Well...I guess so.” The raccoon scratched the back of his head, "I only met him for the first time today...”

  

  "Really?” Riddick only blinked more; he hadn't even met Matt? "So, then...you don't know my dad, either?”

  

  "Nope!” Luke shook his head and smiled dumbly, again, "I only saw him once, in passing, a while before you got here.”

  

  The panthion smiled warmly and took a deep breath, "I was kind of worried about this, you know? I haven't seen my dad in forever...and this is a whole brand new town...but maybe it's not so bad.” He turned and looked at Luke, still smiling, "I mean, I just got here and I've already made a friend!”

  

  "F-friend?” Luke smiled wide, but still blushed as his ears dropped, "Really?”

  

  "Well, yeah!” Riddick moved a little closer, hoping that if he started it, Luke would finish closing the gap on the bench, "We are, aren't we?”

  

  The raccoon's blushed deepened and he hoped Riddick couldn't see, but he'd heard how good cats could see at night. "Yeah!” He smiled.

  

  "Good!” Riddick smiled back and wondered if that was blushing he saw, but he was more disappointed, than anything, by the fact that Luke didn't move closer to him, "So...are people friendly around here? Do you think I'll make friends easy?”

  

  Luke looked down for a moment, "Well...I...I mean-” he looked back up and smiled, "...for you? Of course!”

  

  "Luke?” The panthion tilted his head, "Is something wrong?”

  

  Luke shook his head with a weak smile, "I...I just don't really have many friends, is all.”

  

  "That can't possibly be right!” Riddick smiled his dad's toothy grin, "You're so nice! Why wouldn't you have any friends? I mean, what about Alex?”

  

  The raccoon shook his head, "I mean, other than them.”

  

  "Them?” Riddick nudged him with an elbow, "That means there's more than one! Who else?”

  

  "Just Jasyn. He's Alex's...” Luke barely caught himself, "Uhm...Alex's friend.”

  

  The panthion wanted so badly to make Luke feel better, and decided to close the gap himself. He moved over right next to him and wrapped an arm around the raccoon's shoulders, "Well now you've got me, too! And you're my FIRST friend around here too!” He smiled, "That's like, somethin' special, right?”

  

  Luke gulped. He smiled and nodded slowly as he hunched over, looking obviously uncomfortable, "R-right...”

  

  "Sorry.” Riddick couldn't hide his disappointment at Luke's reaction, and let the raccoon go, "I didn't...I just...I'm sorry...”

  

  The 'coon looked up, shaking his head quickly, "Nonono! Don't worry about it!” He smiled, and his ears perked up, "It just surprised me, is all!”

  

  "Still though...you didn't seem to like it.” Riddick hung his head. "I'm sorry. I...I was just trying to make you feel better. But...not everyone is as friendly as me. I didn't...I...I shouldn't have done it. Sorry...”

  

  Luke looked around and his ears laid flat, again. Hesitantly, he moved closer and put a paw lightly on Riddick's side, like he was thinking about putting his arm around the cat, "R-really!” He smiled shyly, ears still flat, "It's no problem at all.”

  

  "Are you sure?” The panthion looked up and smiled back, raising his arm and dropping back down onto Luke's shoulder, "It's okay?”

  

  Luke just smiled and nodded, moving against Riddick's side and sliding his arm around his new friend's lower back.

  

  "Good.” Riddick smiled wide as he pulled Luke closer, "So...uhm...what about a girlfriend?” He crossed his legs and looked out at the flora again, "I don't guess you have one of those, either?”

  

  The raccoon looked at Riddick's crossed legs and cocked an eyebrow, then shrugged and back looked up, "No...I can't say I do.”

  

  Riddick kept his gaze away, "Boyfriend?”

  

  "No!” Luke nearly yelped, then realized how he must have sounded, "Erm...no. I mean, I'm not...” Still holding the cat, he sunk a little, finishing in an unintelligible mumble.

  

  "And, you're, what? Fifteen?”

  

  "F-fourteen.”

  

  "So, then...” The panthion finally looked at his new friend, "I guess that means you're uhm...a virgin, yeah?

  

  Luke blushed and looked down, "Yeah...s-sorta...or, no...I mean, I suppose not...”

  

  "Sorta?” Riddick laughed and shook his friend lightly, "You're complaining about not having enough friends and you've already done stuff at fourteen? Congrats! Not everyone's so lucky!”

  

  The raccoon's ears involuntarily rose, enjoying the attention and proud of the compliments from the slightly older teenager, "Yeah...?”

  

  "Yeah!” Riddick smiled, and playfully baited the raccoon, "So what all did you and Alex do?”

  

  "It wasn't Alex...” Luke couldn't put a finger on why, but the next few words out of his mouth weren't going to be a lie. Everything inside of him was screaming to invent a female -- a name and a species -- and then whatever believably mediocre sexual act he'd barely managed with her. But, no...he was going to tell the cat the truth. Maybe he felt safer doing so with Alex and Matt just inside, or maybe he felt like he could trust Riddick, but most likely...it was an act of hope. "...it...was Jasyn.”

  

  The panthion tilted his head with a growing smile, surprised he got the kind of answer he wanted, "You lied to me!”

  

  Luke just squeaked as his eyes shot open wider.

  

  "You said you didn't have a boyfriend!”

  

  "I-I don't! I'm...I mean I'm not...” The raccoon hunkered down in Riddick's arm, feeling too exposed already, as his sudden honestly already began to fade, "I'm not like...like gay or anything. He's...he's just a friend.”

  

  Riddick nodded, looking away with a little bit of a blanker stare. "I had a friend like that.”

  

  "You did?” Luke sat up straighter, "What all...I mean what did you...or...who was he?”

  

  The panthion laughed lightly at his friend's nervousness. But he only laughed for a moment, before he closed his eyes...squeezing the raccoon just a little tighter with a deep breath. "I'll share if you will.” He opened them again and looked back at the raccoon.

  

  Lost in his own fretting, Luke completely missed the cat's change in mood, "Me first?”

  

  Riddick just nodded and the raccoon's eyes darted about. He'd told Riddick he wasn't gay! He couldn't exactly say, now, that he'd been topped by Jasyn. So were blow jobs too far, too? Of course they were.

  

  "We...” Luke began hesitantly, "...we just kind of...you know: pawed each other off.”

  

  "How was it?”

  

  "It was...erm...it was kind of weird, I guess? P-playing with his knot...”

  

  "Oh?” Riddick managed to perk up again, at that, "He's a dog?”

  

  "Wolf.” Luke nodded.

  

  "Wow.” The panthion whistled, "Lucky you. I hear wolves are BRUTAL, and I doubt you could have stopped him if he'd got the wild hair to mount you.” He laughed.

  

  Luke just sunk into another wide-eyed blush, "Your turn.”

  

  Riddick tilted his head. Squeezing the younger teenager again, his eyes drooped, and he went silent for a moment. Luke looked on, wondering what the lost, thoughtful look on his friend's face was. Was he sad? No...he was smiling. Maybe he should ask the cat? He should make sure everything's okay...

  

  Before Luke could say anything, though, Riddick lowered his chin and began, "His name was Kevin...and he was my best friend.” He paused again, trying to think where to start, "I'm not sure how often you and Jasyn...uhm...experimented...”

  

  "Just once.” The raccoon interjected, "It was earlier today.”

  

  "Well,” Riddick continued, "Kevin and I did it...a little more than that. He uhm...he actually wanted to fool around every time we saw each other.”

  

  "Did you really...uhm...experiment that much?” Luke's fidgeted his feet.

  

  Though no less kind, the panthion's voice turned almost defensive, "You've gotta' understand: he was my best friend. We were like, super close, you know? I mean, you have to be! Only the closest of friends can be comfortable enough to do that kind of thing, right?”

  

  "And you were?”

  

  "Yeah.”

  

  "What all did you do?”

  

  "More than you and Jasyn.” Riddick turned a cautious eye on Luke, "But...uhm...but it was still just...you know, we were just playing around, right?”

  

  "Right!” Luke nodded emphatically, "Same here.”

  

  Both furs, in that moment, wanted to drop the act. They were both sure that the other was gay too...but they were each just too paranoid about the situation to let THAT voice override all the other fearful ones. For now...as far as their new friend was concerned...they were straight.

  

  "So...” The raccoon was the first to speak, "What all did you do?”

  

  "Uhm...” Carefully, Riddick voiced his response like a question, "...blow jobs?” as if he was asking if it was okay to have done that much.

  

  Luke's ears perked up involuntarily and he looked his friend in the eyes.

  

  "B-but, I mean-” The panthion jumped to the defense again, "I didn't swallow or anything!”

  

  "Did he?” Luke was actually surprised how quick the question came out.

  

  Riddick just nodded with a shy smile, "It...it feels REALLY good to finish like that, too. I mean, with uhm...when you're in someone's muzzle...you know.”

  

  The raccoon shook his head, fidgeting legs more, "I wouldn't know.”

  

  "Oh yeah...” Riddick nodded, "...you just got pawed off, right?”

  

  "Well...” Luke looked away.

  

  The panthion leaned back slightly and smiled, "Wait...did you do more?”

  

  "N-no! Not that.” Luke hunkered down in the cat's grasp, again, "I...I mean...I didn't even get pawed off. I should say...not all the way, anyway.”

  

  Riddick raised an eyebrow, "You didn't get to finish?”

  

  The raccoon shook his head, "Only him.”

  

  "That's not cool, man.” Riddick paused for a moment, "When me and Kevin did stuff, that was actually a rule we had. It was like...tit for tat. No one did something unless the other one did it too. I mean, he didn't make me swallow, obviously, but we made sure that if one of us got off, we both did. It's not fair otherwise.”

  

  Luke just nodded, hunkering down more and shrinking from the cat, but not moving his arm from his waist.

  

  "H-hey...uhm...Luke?” The panthion furrowed his brow and lowered his voice a bit, "Do you want me to stop? You seem...it seems like you're getting really uncomfortable about this. M-maybe we aren't...aren't really good enough friends to talk about stuff like this, yet. I-I'm sorry if I was being too pushy, or-”

  

  Luke shook his head and cut his friend off, "Not at all!”

  

  "Well then why do you seem so nervous and uncomfortable? I...” Riddick looked at his arm on the raccoon's shoulder, "Is it my arm? You...you said it was ok for me to have my arm here, earlier. Did I leave it there too long? Or...or is it just weird that my arm's there while we're talking about stuff...l-like this? Or...?”

  

  Luke shook his head and squeezed the panthion slightly to remind him that HIS arm was still around his waist too, "This is all just a bit, I dunno...different, is all.”

  

  With a little huff, the raccoon smiled and moved his arm from around Riddick, placing his paws over his lap. He hoped in vain Riddick wouldn't notice, but he was more than just a little transparent. And, sure enough, head tilted, Riddick reached down and silently grabbed a hold of the top paw.

  

  "Different?” Then panthion pulled the paw up, followed by the second, underneath.

  

  Luke blushed and looked away as his tenting pants became apparent...but no sooner had he turned away than he felt a new paw laying heavily on it. The raccoon moaned softly, then caught himself and looked up at the cat.

  

  Riddick pushing down on the tent, "This is all that you were worried about?” He petted it lightly, before moving his paw to Luke's thigh.

  

  Luke stifled whimper, and gulped, "Y-yeah...”

  

  "That's right.” The panthion smiled, finally putting three earlier pieces together, "You only played once...it was earlier today...and you didn't get to finish.” He petted the tent again, "So, what? Are you...do you want me to help you out?”

  

  Luke whimpered again, "N-no...I mean...maybe...?” He trailed off, unsure of what to say.

  

  "Don't worry.” Riddick squeezed the bulge, "I won't make you follow my and Kevin's rules your first time.”

  

  "A-are you sure you want...uhm...” The raccoon trailed off again, but this time because of the voices screaming at him to stop fighting it.

  

  Riddick walked his fingers up and over the tent and hooked Luke's shorts, "What did I tell you Luke? Only the closest of friends...and we're friends, right?”

  

  Luke nodded emphatically.

  

  "And I'd really like us to be...even CLOSER friends...wouldn't you?”

  

  "I would.”

  

  Riddick pulled up and out on Luke's pants and underwear, enough to a peak under the raccoon's briefs, "And I don't look like the kind of furson who would force you to do something you didn't want to, do I?”

  

  Luke gulped again as Riddick looked at his totally shadowed member, "N-no...”

  

  Riddick dropped his arm from Luke's shoulders, and wrapped it around the raccoon's waist, hooking his shorts and briefs with it too, "Relax, Luke...it's just fun, right? And, besides, it's not like you haven't done a bit of it before...” Luke just nodded slowly, and Riddick continued, "Lift up for me, so I can pull these down...”

  

  Luke shook slightly, but lifted his ass like Riddick asked, and the panthion pulled his pants down, exposing his already rigid dick.

  

  He slid them down his new friend's thighs, stopping at his knees, "There we go. It's okay...you can sit down, now.”

  

  Luke slowly lowered himself, looking, first, at his exposed member and thighs, then up at the cat.

  

  "Now see?” Riddick smiled, first, at the 'coon, and then at his twitching dick, "Nothing to be so skittish about, right? Just friends having a little fun.”

  

  The raccoon smiled back, shyly, "R-right...”

  

  "Now...you're the one that wanted to try something...” Riddick ran a finger along Luke's thigh, "...what would you like to do? I've done this plenty, so we might as well let you decide.”

  

  "W-well...I mean...” Luke gulped and shook his head, "...what would you like to do?”

  

  "Well, one of my favorite things to do is to get sucked off.” The panthion smiled; what he actually meant, was that one of his favorite things to do was to suck someone else off, "And you said you've never been, right?”

  

  "Right.” Luke nodded, hoping that was about to change

  

  "Or sucked anyone else off, either, right?” Riddick smiled wider, hoping that, if Luke was hiding anything, he'd be more forthcoming now.

  

  "W-well...that...” The raccoon shook lightly, "I mean...maybe...I just...”

  

  "Deep breaths kid, I don't want you sitting here with your pants down forever, do we?” Riddick rubbed his friend's thigh, "Just calm down, okay?”

  

  Luke gulped and smiled, "Y-yeah.”

  

  "Ever kissed another...” The panthion stopped before he said 'guy,' "...ever kissed anyone?”

  

  Luke chuckled and smiled, "Actually...yes.”

  

  "Well then...let's start there.”

  

  Riddick leaned in and kissed Luke on his lips. Still worrying about looking gay, though, he didn't use any tongue, wanting Luke to feel that this was all still just them playing around.

  

  "Might as well start with what you know...” The panthion continued, and slid his paw up Luke's thigh to brush his cock, "Kissing and hand jobs, right? That's it?”

  

  Luke smiled and hesitantly leaned in for a second quick kiss before answering, "Right.”

  

  Slowly, Riddick wrapped his paw around Luke's shaft and started to stroke it, pulsing his fingers around it as he did, "How's that feel?”

  

  The raccoon just let his head rest against the bench, letting out a long, soft moan.

  

  "Poor little 'coon. You must be a little pent up,” Riddick moved on the bench so he was facing Luke as close as possible, "Am I right?”

  

  "I...I am.” Luke nodded, "I was r-really close today, but I didn't get to cum, whe-” he coughed, "...when I gave him that hand job.”

  

  "Really?” Riddick smiled, musing to himself about what parts of that story he was still missing, "Well that wasn't very nice of Jasyn, now was it?”

  

  The panthion kept rubbing Luke's cock and leaned down, knowing the raccoon wouldn't see, with his head back like it was. Luke just kept moaning softly, his cock pulsing from time to time, as Riddick leaned the rest of the way down and, still stroking and rubbing, lapped his tongue across its tip.

  

  Luke gasped and looked down, "W-wow...”

  

  Riddick didn't say or do anything in response to Luke's reaction: he just snaked his tongue down across the side of the raccoon's cock and let it slip into his short, black muzzle. Luke closed his eyes and began steadily panting as Riddick curled his tongue around him and slid back up. The panthion sucked as hard as he could, then dropped back down quick and began quickly bobbing along the slick, twitching length...knowing that the raccoon desperately wanted relief.

  

  Luke panted harder and harder, as his body grew tense, "You're really good at this Riddick...”

  

  Riddick moaned and mumbled some sort of response from around Luke's cock, as he fiddled with undoing his pants and hoisted his own member out...pumping it as he went. Luke thought for a moment to say something, and to offer some sort of help...but he only managed to let out a sharp moan, before jamming his cock up into Riddick's muzzle, and spraying his cum deep into the panthion's throat.

  

  Riddick sucked it all down, completely forgetting his earlier declaration of having never swallowed. As the streams tapered off, he lapped at the head, breathing heavily as he pulled up. He didn't move his head far from Luke's groin though, breathing in the scent of the raccoon's balls as he continued feverishly pawing at himself.

  

  Luke simply fell limp, watching with half closed eyes as Riddick stroking himself. The panthion loved the smell and the look of what was in front of him as he pawed, but most of all, he was savoring the taste still on his tongue. He even leaned in again and gave the raccoon's tip another quick suckle, taking care of the last bit of dribbling cum.

  

  Luke gasped sharply at the sudden return of Riddick's muzzle and then smiled, completely lost in a daze. The cat sat up and turned all at once. He leaned back on the bench, pawing even faster and moaning between his heavy breaths.

  

  "God...you taste good.” The panthion muttered, without caring whether or not Luke could hear, before stretching out his legs and letting out a LONG groan, as he shot the first few streams of his own load across his shirt.

  

  Luke didn't hesitate for even a moment. He bent down, immediately, and lapped at Riddick's head as he shot his load. Riddick jerked a bit as Luke's tongue and muzzle hit his cock-tip, catching most of his seed...and then he, too, fell limp.

  

  Satisfied that his friend's climax had passed, Luke sat back up, licking his lips.

  

  His eyes closed, Riddick panted like his friend had moments before, "Why did you...?”

  

  The raccoon blushed, "You said you and Kevin had a rule...right?”

  

  Riddick peeked open an eye, "Also...said....you didn't have to follow it...”

  

  "Are you complaining?”

  

  "Not at all.” The cat smiled, taking a moment to catch his breath, "But, uhm...how am I gonna' go back inside with my shirt like this?”

  

  Riddick and Luke both looked down at the panthion's splattered black shirt. Luke thought for a moment and then smiled before looking around. He pulled off his top shirt, leaving only his undershirt on.

  

  "We're good friends now...right?” Luke's ears dropped, shyly.

  

  "The best!” Riddick chirped.

  

  The raccoon held out his shirt. "Then here!”

  

  "Thanks, Luke...” Riddick took it with a smile.

  

  For a few moments, the two sat in silence, as Riddick stripped off his stained shirt, and put on his friend's. Luke unabashedly watched on, enjoying the temporary view of the shirtless cat, as he, himself, pulled his pants back on.

  

  "So...” The panthion smiled at the raccoon after adjusting his new shirt, "...how was I?”

  

  ~

  

  "You did great Chris...” Back inside, Matt breathed heavily and leaned back in his chair at the kitchen table, "What about me? Did I?”

  

  "Thanks...” Chris used the table to pull himself to his feet, and then wiped his mouth, "...and of course you did good! When do you not?”

  

  "Very true.”

  

  "Just remember...” The lion pointed at his friend, "I was only returning the favor, Matt.”

  

  Matt shrugged, "Those are the rules...”

  

  "Yeah, yeah...” Chris smacked his lips, "Only fair, and all that...”

  

  The ottercoon leaned forward again, "Now, earlier...weren't you on your way to find your son?”


  ~

  Fan Art of this chapter by Emerald Cistern:
http://www.sofurry.com/view/341158

  ~


  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  and Eric Matthew Cameron

  Cecil B. North

  as Lucas Joseph Trammel

  and Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  And this long day finally draws to a close.

  This Saturday began with Forbidden Chapter 14, and has stretched on for seven chapters! Seems like it's about time for our characters to call it a night and hit the sack.

  But what's to come tomorrow? Was that enough to stomp out any doubt for Luke and Riddick that the other one is gay? Will anyone find out about the fun they had in the backyard...or that Matt & Chris had in the kitchen? Will anyone notice Chris's sleeping arrangement for the night?

  But more over...what about ALEX? How will he react to the house he's waking up to? How will he react to the new feline arrival? What will he and Luke have to say to one another? Or he and Matt? What, if anything, has he done with Sirrus?

  Find out in the next chapters, when our characters wake up for their Sunday morning at the Cameron Estate.


  Side Note: Yes, I know Riddick was introduced last time...not this chapter, but I didn't want to declare "Introducing Riddick!" last time, and ruin the surprise. ^_^


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 37 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 4


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 4 --

  You Didn't Know?

  

  

  Orange fur shuffled as a fox stirred awake.

  

  Before his eyes opened, Alex's arms stretched and curled, hugging whatever was in them, as his legs kicked weakly to push off his blankets. When his eyes finally cracked open, he expected to see his own usual basement room, back home, but found himself, instead in Matt's guest bed...as the events of the day before lined up again in his memories.

  

  His bright eyes dulled and their lids drooped, he yawned as he looked down at the dragon in his arms, curled up, asleep in the hug.

  

  "Sirrus?”

  

  The little dragon just yawned softly and mewled, not wanting to wake up.

  

  Alex chuckled and kissed him on the cheek, "Come on Sirr...we've gotta' get up. We went to bed mighty early last night...and we can't sleep forever.”

  

  Sirrus yawned again and shuffled about, forcing Alex to loosen the hug as he stretched in his arms.

  

  Alex smiled at how cute Sirrus was, "Ready now?”

  

  "Mm-Hmm!” Sirrus smiled, "Do you smell breakfast?”

  

  "No, but I bet you can.” Alex laughed and, cradling the dragon in his arms, sat up and nuzzled his chest, "But before we go in there, boy...do you remember what you tell Matt or the ion if they ask if we played?”

  

  Sirrus smiled and nodded, "I say,” and then scrunched up his face, doing his best to mimic Alex, "All we did was cuddle.”

  

  Alex chuckled and sat Sirrus down beside him on the bed, "Good boy!”

  

  The fox turned in the bed and stood up. His fur was matted and ruffled from a rather restless night, and his large unkempt tail hung down from the hole in the back of the only clothes he had on: his white briefs. Sirrus, though -- clad, as usual, in only scales and shamelessness -- looked bright eyed and energetic as always.

  

  Alex eyed him enviously, "You look like you had a nice night's sleep!”

  

  "Yup!” Sirrus hopped off the bed and padded over to the door, nudging it softly with his snout.

  

  "Good for you. I wish I had.” The fox walked over to the door and opened it for his little bed-mate, "Come on. Let's go find Matt. I'm sure he misses you...and would like to talk to me.”

  

  Alex knew he was only in his briefs, but, after all, the first time he spent the night here with Matt, if he remembered right, the ottercoon had been nude for most of it. Why should he worry, now, if Matt & his new roommate saw him in his underwear?

  

  The little dragon padded out quickly and started to walk down the hall...and Alex followed him out the door and toward the living room.

  

  The fox found neither Matt nor Chris in there, and thought for a moment to look upstairs. Sirrus, though, continued on ahead of him, through the living room, and disappeared around the corner on his way to the dining room.

  

  "Master!” Sirrus's voice rang through the first floor of the house.

  

  Alex smiled, "Thank god...” He may have been in that bed room for over twelve hours, but most of it was spent sleepless, and he didn't feel like making the walk up those stairs.

  

  Scratching his neck and stretching through another yawn, the fox followed Sirrus's path. Slowly, he walked on to the dining room...only to gasp and freeze in his tracks as he stepped inside.

  

  "Morning Alex.” Matt smiled, kneeling with Sirrus by the table.

  

  Feet away, Luke looked up from his eggs, shocked but smiling too, "Alex!”

  

  Alex stood immobile. He was nearly bare to the world -- knowing his underwear could hardly do anything to hide him -- in front of not just Chris and Matt, but Luke and yet another fur that he'd never seen before.

  

  "Luke!?” Alex stammered, "Wh-what are you doing here?”

  

  Luke smiled and chuckled as his eyes trailed to Alex's waist. There, right above his tight briefs so perfectly framing his sheath and balls, he saw the tip of the fox's sheath was poking out from under his waistband.

  

  "Uhm...” The raccoon struggled to speak around his chuckling, "...I...I spent the night here.”

  

  "Hey Luke,” Riddick, sitting just on the other side Luke, nudged the raccoon, "is this that friend you were telling me about? The one you came to see last night?”

  

  Luke smiled and nodded, "Yeah...the one with the uhm...” he laughed lightly again, "...exposed bits...would be Alex.”

  

  Alex looked down and blushed horribly, though it was lost completely in the hue of his fur. He covered himself up with his paws, immediately, having had no idea he was poking out, "I-I'm sorry! I had no idea anyone was here other than Matt and the lion...”

  

  Chris laughed with a big, deep roar, "My name's Chris, kid.” He pointed at the empty seat by Riddick, "You wanna' join? I made enough breakfast for you and Sirrus, too.”

  

  Matt chuckled, too, as he stood up, "Don't worry about it, Alex. Everyone's friends here.” He patted the fox on the shoulder as Riddick pulled out the chair, "Move your paws and have a seat! I'll go get you and Sirrus some food.” The ottercoon turned, walking out of the room toward the kitchen, "Sirrus, boy: go sit across from Alex.”

  

  Sirrus padded quickly over and jumped up into the seat by Chris, as Alex moved his paws. The fox avoided eye contact with everyone -- even Luke -- and slinked to the chair beside the new black cat.

  

  Luke smiled and laughed again, as Riddick turned in his seat.

  

  Before Alex could say anything, the panthion extended a paw, "Hey Alex! My name's Riddick. Nice to meet you!” He broke for a chuckle, "Uhm...all of you.”

  

  Alex shook his paw and looked down a bit, with a mumble, "Hi...” but he couldn't help a small smile.

  

  Chris smiled his big, toothy grin, again, "This is my son, Alex.”

  

  The fox's ears perked up, "Oh? I...I didn't see you here, yesterday...” He let go of the panthion's paw and stretched his smile.

  

  Chris returned to his food, deciding not to get into the entire story yet, but to wait until the situation got a bit less awkward. Riddick, though, had no such intention.

  

  "I just got here, yesterday!” The panthion, chirped, having no concept of 'awkward,' "My mom took me from my dad a LONG time ago; I was like 3. And she just up and decided to drop me off here, yesterday!”

  

  Chris grunted and smiled dumbly, "Well, yeah...I guess that's it in a nutshell.”

  

  "Yeah...” Alex still seemed uncomfortable. He was completely unprepared to see Luke, didn't know the other two at all, and just wished Matt would get back, so he would feel a little less alone in the crowd. "Thanks for the explanation, I guess.”

  

  "Hey!” Riddick patted Alex on the thigh, being horribly intrusive as usual, "Seriously! Don't feel so bad about the underwear thing. If it helps, I'll strip down to mine, too, so you won't be the only one!” Riddick smiled his dad's big, toothy, grin.

  

  Chris grunted, only then realizing that his kid had been taught NO shame, "And here I thought I was bad...” Though, he couldn't help feel a little pride, seeing that his son had inherited the smile.

  

  "Hmm?” Matt walked back in with two plates, setting one by Alex and one by Sirrus before returning to his own seat by Chris, "Thought you were bad about what?”

  

  Chris sat back in his chair and crossed his arms, shirtless, as usual, "Don't worry about it, Matt. Just musing on the Eden men's lack of shame.”

  

  While Matt blinked and wondered what he missed, Riddick turned to the raccoon to his other side, "Luke? Why are you being so quiet?”

  

  Luke looked up, his cheeks puffed out with eggs, "Mm?”

  

  Riddick had long since finished his food, and just chuckled, watching the raccoon stuff himself, "Did you not eat yesterday, or something?”

  

  The boy swallowed, nearly choking himself in the process, and then coughed through a smile, "Well, with Jaysn.” His ears twitched and he looked up at Matt, "Oh! Umm...Mr. Cameron? I need to be home soon. M-my parents expected me back from Jasyn's while it was still morning.”

  

  "I know.” Matt nodded, "But I'm taking Alex home, too...and Sirrus is coming with, so we need to wait for them.”

  

  Riddick blinked, "You're leaving already Luke?”

  

  "Yeah...” Luke flattened his ears and frowned, "My mom was uncomfortable with me staying 'with Jasyn' overnight as it was...and she'll worry if I don't get home soon.”

  

  "I doubt she'd worry too much.” Matt interjected, "She seemed a bit more comfortable when 'Jasyn's dad',” he winked, "talked with her on the phone.”

  

  "Yeah...” Luke smiled, "...but, dad'll be super mad if I miss church, too.”

  

  "Uhm...” Riddick stammered, "B-but you'll visit again, soon, right?” The panthion had no clue how love struck he sounded, especially for being in the same room with his dad.

  

  Chris's ears twitched a bit and he looked at his son, but said nothing.

  

  "As soon as I can!” Luke smiled and nodded at Riddick, loving that he had a friend that wanted to spend time with him so badly.

  

  On the other side of the panthion, Alex pushed his plate away, without having eaten much, "I'm sorry Chris. It's really good...but I'm just not that hungry right now. Whenever Sirrus finishes, we can go.” He stood up and started out of the room to get his things, "Nice meeting you Riddick.”

  

  As soon as Alex disappeared, Luke stood and stretched, "I should be getting ready, too...” Though what he really meant was that he needed to talk to Alex, "Talk to you later Riddick!” The raccoon smiled down at the cat.

  

  "Yeah!” Riddick moved as if he was going to stand up, his first instinct being to hug his new friend goodbye. But he remembered no one in the room, even Luke, knew he was gay, and he stopped, "Talk to you soon!”

  

  Luke nodded and turned to leave, as Riddick waved goodbye, already feeling like he missed the 'coon before he was even out of sight.

  

  Oblivious to his son's plight, Chris finished up his own food and belched loudly, leaning back in his chair, "Too bad the fox didn't want to eat. I out did myself today.”

  

  Matt ignored the lion, looking across him and at Sirrus, "You about done boy?”

  

  Sirrus smiled and nodded as he shoveled in his last five-in-one bite, and then he jumped off his chair before he'd even finished swallowing.

  

  Matt stood up, "Come on then, let's go wait for the boys.”

  

  The ottercoon and his dragon walked out into the ling room, leaving the two cats behind. Upon entering, Matt found Luke already waiting for him, since he hadn't had anything to gather. And behind the raccoon, Alex was already coming down the hall, now fully clothed.

  

  "You two ready?”

  

  Luke smiled and nodded.

  

  "Yeah...but...” Alex stepped up beside Luke and turned to look at him, with a bit of a blank stare, "You and Sirrus go on ahead, okay? L...Luke and I'll catch up with the two of you, at the car...”

  

  Sirrus nudged the back of his master's calf and smiled, "Yeah! Come on, Matt! Let's go!” mimicking the ottercoon's often displayed impatience.

  

  Matt laughed playfully, "Yes sir! Whatever you say, sir!” and walked with Sirrus in tow to the front door.

  

  As the door closed behind the two, Alex and Luke were left alone in the living room.

  

  In the silence, Luke turned and looked up at his friend, "A-Alex?”

  

  Alex smiled as best he could manage, "I...I just wanted to say that...I know why you came over, and...” The fox reached forward, hugging the raccoon tight, "Please know that I don't blame you, okay? I never did.” He squeezed, "We're okay...and I don't want you to think that any of this is your fault...”

  

  "H...huh?” The raccoon hugged back, but he wasn't sure what was going on.

  

  "What do you mean, 'huh'? I'd like to think I know you pretty well, Luke...” Alex let go of him, "Let me...just let me guess how this went. You came over here last night, and most likely with Jasyn, because...I mean, how else would you get here or even know where to go, right?”

  

  "Y-yeah...” Luke rubbed his arm, "...but I mean...”

  

  "But what?” The fox blinked.

  

  "I don't get it...what don't you blame me for?”

  

  "Uhm...everything? Anything?” Alex smiled again, "You know...just everything that happened. The threesome...” the smile faded and he took a breath, "...and Jasyn and me breaking up.”

  

  The raccoon's eyes grew wide and he stumbled back a bit, "You broke up!?”

  

  "You...” Alex recoiled too, "You didn't know? Jasyn didn't tell you?”

  

  Luke shook his head quickly, "No!”

  

  "We...we broke...” The fox shook his head, "No...I broke up with him, yesterday.”

  

  Luke began to breathe more and more quickly, looking shaky eyed at his friend.

  

  "Luke...Luke, please calm down.” Alex stepped toward Luke and reached out to hug him.

  

  "Why!?” The raccoon took another step back, shaking his head again, "Why would you do that?”

  

  "Luke...d-don't do this to me.” Alex lowered his arms, and his eye lids dropped, "Please Luke...I mean, I just...”

  

  "Why did you do it Alex!?”

  

  "What do you mean why!?” The fox shot back, "How many reasons do I need, Luke? He kissed you and groped you behind my back! God knows what he would have done with you if I hadn't got there. And, then I...I WATCHED him have sex with you! I watched the man I love fuck someone else! Do you have any idea what that's like!?”

  

  Luke recoiled and whimpered, looking down, "You...but you told him it was okay.”

  

  "Of course I did Luke. A-and it was at first. I...I love him so much. I just...I only wanted him to be happy...I just...” Alex looked down and shook his head, "I didn't realize what I was doing. I didn't realize what would happen...how he would...” He closed his eyes, and the first of his tears for the day trickled out...as he remembered Jasyn's ferocity the day before.

  

  The raccoon shook his head and wiped away a few tears of his own, not liking the fact that he'd just gotten yelled at, "He would never have done it if you...if you hadn't let him. A-all we were going to do was maybe fool around a little...”

  

  "And that makes it okay!?” Alex threw up his paws.

  

  "No.” Luke looked away, "But, after everything he's been for you? It's not enough to leave him over!”

  

  "How dare you be angry with me about this!?” The fox snapped his loudest yet, "Who was your friend when no one else gave you the time of day? Who convinced Jasyn to spend time with you and be your friend, to begin with, Luke? Who!?”

  

  Luke looked back up and whimpered, barely speaking through his tears, "I wasn't angry...”

  

  Alex took a step back, realizing how he'd just snapped at the poor kid. "I...I'm just...it sounded like...I mean, I thought you were angry...I...” Luke was as much a victim as he was, and the last thing he should be doing is yelling at the poor boy. "I...Luke, I-I'm sorry. Please...I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have yelled...I...”

  

  The raccoon whimpered and didn't wait, simply turning and jogging to and out the front door.

  

  Alex ran after him and grabbed his arm, turning him around on the porch, "Luke, please! No! I'm sorry, Luke I'm sorry! Please...I need you...I don't have anyone else anymore...I...”

  

  Luke looked up at him, tears streaming down his face, and then looked away again. He pulled his arm away and nearly ran to the car.

  

  The fox, openly crying now, too, just reached out a paw as the raccoon left, "No, Luke...please...I'm so sorry...I'm so...” He dropped and sat down against the front of the house, not caring when they got home, at this point, "I'm sorry...”

  

  Luke, though, heard none of it. He had already reached the car and jumped in to the back seat, ignoring whatever it was Matt's tried to say.

  

  And on the porch, Alex just sat there crying. On so many levels, the fox knew Luke was right. And even though, on so many others, he knew the raccoon was wrong, Alex couldn't believe he lost his two best friends...and his boyfriend...in only two days.

  

  Back inside, Riddick blinked and looked across at his father.

  

  The panthion's ears twitched, and he hesitantly broke the dining room silence, "Did...did you hear all that?”

  

  Chris turned his head, looking blankly at the doorway to the living room, "I did...”

  

  "So, then...” Riddick continued slowly, not comfortable even broaching the subject, "...it's not just Matt? That fox...he's gay too?”

  

  "And apparently just had quite the nasty break up.”

  

  Riddick took a breath, turning to look at the doorway just like his dad, "...and Luke?”

  

  "From what Matt tells me, yeah: him too.” The lion nodded, "Looks like we've got a bit of a gay community popping up around us, huh?”

  

  "L...looks like it.” Though he was unsure at first, Riddick stood up, "Dad?”

  

  "Son?” Chris looked back at the panthion finally.

  

  "I'll be right back, okay? L-Luke's my friend, and I...”

  

  Chris cut his son off with a nod, "No, I get it.” Even though he didn't...not entirely, "Friends are important. Matt's been mine since high school. You go do whatever you have to.”

  

  Barely waiting for Chris's response to finish, Riddick nearly sprinted out of the room, "Thanks, dad!”


  ~

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Alex Collin Moen

  Riddick Dumar Eden

  and Eric Matthew Cameron

  Cecil B. North

  as Lucas Joseph Trammel

  Sirrus

  and Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  And the dramaz return!

  I've really been enjoying naming the chapters lately. I've been picking one piece of character dialogue from the chapter that I thought fit the theme of the whole thing. Like today, with "You Didn't Know?"

  Alex didn't know Luke & Riddick would be there...he also didn't know his sheath was showing...Luke didn't know about the break-up...and Riddick didn't know Luke was gay.

  Now they all know all of those things!

  So what happens now? Will Riddick and Luke ride off into the big rainbowy sunset together? Or is Riddick LEGITIMATELY more concerned with helping his new friend? Will Luke & Alex kiss (figuratively) and make up? What impact will all of this have on Jasyn, and/or his relationships with Luke and Alex? What about Chris and Riddick? How long until Chris finds out that Riddick's gay? Or does he already know? He's certainly not doing the best job hiding it.

  And...for that matter...will Matt manage to get anyone home on time?

  Find out in The Cameron Hotel Chapter 5!


  Side Note: It's come up with a few people, so I thought I'd address it.

  Yes, Riddick's first name comes from the Vin Deisel movies. Cecil named him. ^_^

  I might have given him a different name myself, but Cecil needed to name someone. I named almost everyone else. He just named Sirrus and Riddick.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 36 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 5


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 5 --

  Face This Alone

  

  

  For a moment, on the porch, Riddick thought to stop. He looked at the crying fox by the door, and hesitated in his stride. Riddick had never been one to leave someone to cry alone, and his every instinct said to stop.

  

  But he kept going, anyway: down off of the porch and out across the front yard. Unfortunately for Alex, Riddick had only met him minutes earlier, and, as of yet, they weren't exactly friends...

  

  ...while the raccoon in Matt's Cadillac was a different story.

  

  Riddick pulled open the door and slid into the back seat alongside his friend. The raccoon looked up with wet and almost frightened eyes, and the two just stared at one another in the silence.

  

  "Matt?” Riddick never turned his head, but the ottercoon in the front turned HIS away from Luke when his name was called. "Could...would you mind giving us a minute alone?”

  

  Matt took a breath, looking between the two for a moment before nodding, "Sure. Maybe he'll talk to you.” He looked away again, turning off the car, "Come on, Sirrus.”

  

  Neither Riddick nor Luke broke their stare to see the ottercoon and his dragon leave, but as soon as their doors closed, Luke's head dropped.

  

  A black furred paw lit on his shoulder, "Luke...”

  

  The raccoon looked back up as his newest friend moved to his side.

  

  "I heard the argument.”

  

  Luke looked away again, just as quickly, "All...all of it?”

  

  "All of it.” The panthion nodded, "But, don't worry. It's okay. Really: I promise. I don't mind if you're gay.”

  

  "What? No!” Luke's eyes shot open wide and his head jerked back up, "I-I'm not gay!”

  

  "Luke...”

  

  "N-no, seriously!” The raccoon shook his head, "It's just, I mean...remember I told you I'd fooled around with someone, right? That's what that was about.”

  

  Riddick smirked playfully, "With Alex's boyfriend, Jasyn, right?”

  

  "Yeah!” Luke nodded without thinking.

  

  "Then why'd you tell me he was just Alex's friend?” The panthion tilted his head, "You didn't tell me they were gay.”

  

  Luke's eyes widened, as he was caught in an earlier lie, "Well...no. It's just that I was...I was worried that...I mean...but that doesn't mean I'm...err...”

  

  "Seriously, Luke...” Riddick chuckled softly, "Just give it up already. My dad already told me.”

  

  The raccoon blinked, "You're dad said I was...?”

  

  "Matt told him.” Riddick nodded.

  

  Defeated, Luke slumped and just let out a long sigh, "...I'm sorry, Riddick.”

  

  The panthion squeezed the shoulder still in his paw, "What for?”

  

  "For not telling you...and...and after we did what we did...I...” Luke took a breath, "I was just worried you'd...I...I dunno'...I just didn't want to fuck up making a new friend...y'know?”

  

  "You need to calm down.” Riddick playfully shook his friend by the shoulder, "It REALLY isn't a problem. I mean...I didn't tell you I was either, right?”

  

  The raccoon slowly raised his head again, his eyes widening as he did. In his gaze, he found, yet again, the big toothy grin of the black and white feline. His moment of surprise stretched long, as he rolled over in his head what he'd just heard...and convinced himself he'd heard it right before he even let his lips open.

  

  "You...you're...” He shook his head, "You, too?”

  

  Riddick shrugged, "Guess we're both a little dense, for not guessing, huh? I mean...not a lot of straight guys do what we did last night, right?”

  

  Luke couldn't help but laugh, "Not the first time they meet, especially.”

  

  The panthion pulled him into a hug, "Nice to get a smile out of you.”

  

  "Thanks.” Luke shamelessly sunk into the hug.

  

  "But...” Riddick pushed him away before either of them could get too comfortable, "This isn't why I'm here.”

  

  The raccoon made no attempt to hide his disappointment at the hug ending, "...then, what...?”

  

  "Alex.”

  

  Luke just looked away.

  

  "Come on, now.” The panthion turned his friend's head back by his chin, "Don't be like that.”

  

  Luke didn't fight it, "What about him?”

  

  "I can't let you just run out on him like that.” Riddick let go of his chin, but left one arm around his shoulders, "I know it...it might not be my business, but...I can't just sit on the sidelines.”

  

  The raccoon huffed, "I don't wanna' talk to him, right now.”

  

  "And why not?” Riddick tilted his head, "Because he yelled at you?”

  

  "Well...no...not just that...”

  

  "Because Jasyn's your friend...and Alex broke up with him?”

  

  "Yeah...”

  

  "Isn't Alex your friend too?”

  

  Luke looked away again, "...yes.”

  

  "And do you really, honestly, have one good reason to not be on the porch talking to him, right now?” Riddick offered a gentle, friendly smile, "I don't really know everything that's going on...but the fox doesn't exactly seem like his life is going great right now. Are you really gonna' leave your best friend to cry alone?”

  

  "Best friend?” The raccoon looked back up, returning the soft smile, "YOU'RE my best friend...”

  

  "That's sweet...” Riddick poked the kid's nose, "And it's also a lie. You just met me.”

  

  Luke twitched at the poke, "...and?

  

  "And I'm betting he's been there for you...been your friend...a lot longer than a day...” the panthion's soft smile grew into another big, toothy grin, "...right?”

  

  Luke nodded reluctantly, "...right.”

  

  "Now, are you gonna' let your friend face all of this alone? Or will you go back and talk to him?”

  

  "I...”

  

  "I should mention that I'm not taking 'no' for an answer.”

  

  The raccoon smiled, "Fine.”

  

  "Good boy.” Riddick leaned in, kissing the slightly younger fur on the lips, "I'll be waiting to see how it goes.”

  

  The second the cat's lips left his, Luke felt like he'd gone deaf and mute. Silent and dazed, his eyes stayed glued to the panthion as he opened his door and stumbled around the car and backwards through the yard. Finally turning at the porch, he was snapped back to reality when he realized that Alex was nowhere to be seen.

  

  With another glance back at the now waving black cat, Luke fumbled dumbly into the house and to the living room, where Matt, Chris, and Sirrus stood behind the couch.

  

  The lion and dragon looked up to greet the raccoon, but Matt just stared, brow furrowed, at the wall.

  

  "Uhm...” Luke coughed and caught his voice, "Wh-where's Alex?”

  

  Matt's paw shot up, thump pointing toward the glass door to the back yard, "Out back.” but his gaze never moved and his expression never changed.

  

  "Uhm...thanks.” Luke thought, for a moment, to ask what was wrong with his host, but just left for the door instead.

  

  "Seriously.” Matt huffed, finally turning his head to look at Chris.

  

  "Uhm...” Chris raised an eyebrow, "Seriously what?”

  

  "These kids!” The ottercoon threw up his paws, "Normally they won't leave me alone! Every damn little problem they have: they come straight to me! 'Matt, I'm sad!' 'Matt, I'm angry!' 'Matt, I have a boo-boo!' 'Matt, he's touching me!' 'Matt, I want him to touch me!'” He rubbed the top of his muzzle, "But today I can't even MAKE them talk to me!”

  

  "Wait...I'm confused.” Chris held up a finger, "Do you WANT them to come to you...or do you want them to leave you alone?”

  

  "I don't even know!” Matt threw up his paws again, turning to walk to the kitchen, "I need a drink.”

  

  Sirrus at his heels, the lion grunted and followed, "Aren't you about to be driving?”

  

  In the back yard, Luke stood feet from a bench. Behind the flora was a bench in gazebo he'd spent some time on the night before, but Alex was sitting on a different bench, closer to the house. One neither of them knew a certain wolf and ottercoon had shared two months earlier during an entirely different set of drama.

  

  Alex heard the raccoon come into the back yard, and could see who it was from the corner of his eye, but he hadn't raised his head to look.

  

  The raccoon, only now done spinning after his kiss, slowly padded over and sat beside his friend, but had no clue what to say.

  

  "I'm sorry.” Alex spoke first, head still hung.

  

  Luke sighed softly. "It's okay...”

  

  "No it's not. I...” The fox shook his head and looked up, "...it doesn't matter how wrong I think you are. I shouldn't have yelled at you like that. You...” he hung his head again, "...you of all people don't deserve that, right now.”

  

  Luke shook his head, "I've been yelled at before.”

  

  Alex paused for a long moment, before smiling softly, "I'm glad you came back.” He sat up straight finally, "I was worried I'd...lost you too.”

  

  "Lost me?” The raccoon turned to him, blinking.

  

  "It would fall in line, right?” Alex shrugged, "I already lost Jasyn...and probably Duncan and any of our other mutual friends with him. But...” he eyed the raccoon, "...I really never expected you to turn on me too...”

  

  Luke ignored his curiosity about 'Duncan,' for now, "I didn't turn on you.”

  

  "Could have fooled me.” The fox huffed.

  

  "I just didn't turn on Jasyn...”

  

  "I never asked you too.”

  

  "I just don't understand Alex.” The raccoon shrugged, "How can you just leave him like this? You've always acted like he's everything to you. And you're...I know you're everything to him.”

  

  "Am I?”

  

  "Of course!” Luke chirped, "I...I mean, yesterday in the threesome...I was the only one who didn't...didn't cum, right? And after you left, he...” he paused in thought for a moment, "...even after you broke up with him, he wouldn't even help me finish...and it was because you weren't there.”

  

  "Really?” The fox couldn't help but show a slight smile.

  

  "Doesn't...doesn't that mean something? I mean...this is all about the cheating, isn't it?” Luke waved a paw toward the house, as if motioning toward yesterday's events, "And that proves something, right? He had the chance...and you and he weren't even a couple, but he still didn't take it. Not even to help me out!”

  

  Alex opened his muzzle to correct his friend: to tell Luke that the cheating wasn't why he'd broken up with the wolf. As usual, though, the 14-year-old didn't pause for breath long enough for the fox to get a word in.

  

  "And e-even still...I mean...it's not like we actually did anything, when it DID happen, right?” The raccoon held out a paw, "Or...not anything real, anyway. I don't get why it was worth...worth you leaving him. It was just some pawing and a kiss! It...it's not like it would have gone any farther.”

  

  "There you go again!” Alex snapped, forgetting both about wanting to correct Luke AND about his earlier assertion that he shouldn't yell.

  

  Luke recoiled slightly, "What?”

  

  "You keep...” The fox's paws shook lightly, "...you keep saying that like it makes it better!”

  

  "Doesn't it?” Luke threw up his paws.

  

  "No!” Alex yelled, pointing at his friend, "First of all, Luke, you don't KNOW that it wouldn't have gone farther! And more importantly, it shouldn't have even gone as far as it did!” He hit the bench with his paw, "There should have never been a kiss or a grope at all! Especially not with your dick actually out of your pants!”

  

  "But it could have been a lot worse!” The raccoon snapped back, "It's not like he fucked me, or...or like it was even something we'd planned! It just happened.”

  

  "So what? Put yourself in my shoes. What if it was that cat of yours...” Alex paused, drawing a blank for a second, "...uhm...Riddick?”

  

  Luke blinked, "What about him?”

  

  "What if he and I did something like that without you there?” Alex smiled, though it was an angry grin, "Especially if you were just about to GET there, and we couldn't even WAIT on you?”

  

  "R-Riddick and I aren't...” Luke stammered, "I mean, he's not my...”

  

  Alex stopped him, "That's not the point, Luke!”

  

  "Fine! Maybe I would be upset!” The raccoon leaned forward heatedly, "But, if he WAS my boyfriend, I would love him enough to not just be a coward and LEAVE him over it!”

  

  Alex closed his eyes for a moment, leaning back and looking away, "If you hate me so fucking much because of this, why are you even out here talking to me?”

  

  "Because you're my friend!”

  

  The fox turned his head back, angrily, "That doesn't stop you from screaming at me and calling me a coward, though, apparently!”

  

  Luke recoiled, only then realizing how angry he'd gotten, "I'm sorry...I...”

  

  "You should be!” Alex cut him off, "You don't have a clue what I'm going through...and the last thing I need is my only friend talking to me like that.”

  

  "I'm sorry, okay!?” The raccoon yelped, tears collecting in the corners of his eyes, "I just...I don't get why what we did was worth you breaking up with Jasyn!”

  

  "That's what I was trying to tell you earlier, but you wouldn't take a breath so I could!” Alex shook his head, "That's not why I broke up with him!”

  

  "That what was it?” Luke narrowed his eyes, "The threesome?”

  

  "No...or yes...” the fox put a paw on his forehead, "Or...not exactly...”

  

  "You can't blame him for the threesome, Alex. It was your idea!”

  

  "I know it was! And it was one of the biggest, stupid, fucking mistakes I've ever made!” Alex leaned farther back, hanging his head over the back of the bench and looking up at the sky, "I should never have let it happen. I should never have let him fuck you.”

  

  "But you can't be mad at him for it, either.” The raccoon put a paw on Alex's shoulder, the first time they'd touched, "You were there, you were involved, and he would NEVER have done it if you hadn't said it was okay!”

  

  "I'm not mad that he did it. Hell...” Alex let out a short laugh, "...I'm not even mad!”

  

  "What are you talking about?”

  

  "I'm not mad that he had sex with you!” The fox sat up straight again, "I'm not upset that he agreed to the threesome, or that you agreed too, or that he topped you, or that he was with you before he was with me...” He shrugged, "I'm not mad about any of it.”

  

  "Then why would you break up with him?”

  

  "It wasn't to punish him, Luke.” Alex looked at his friend through half closed eyes, "Him fucking you didn't bother me...but HOW he fucked you did.”

  

  The raccoon moved his paw from Alex's shoulder "How he fucked me?”

  

  "How rough...how brutal he was.” Alex sighed, "He basically raped you, Luke.”

  

  Luke got quiet, looking around at the plants and the ground, going back over this day and the last before responding, "But I...I've gotten over it. I've forgiven him. Why can't you?”

  

  The fox shook his head, "It's not about forgiveness.”

  

  "Then what IS it about?”

  

  "Peter!” Alex barked, "Did you forget about that, Luke? What happened to me when I was nine?” He clenched his paws and looked away, "When Jasyn was...was fucking you, yesterday, all I could see was my brother! I can't...I can barely look at Jasyn right now without feeling...feeling scared and sick and...I mean, what if he loses control with me, too!?”

  

  "One time.” The raccoon stated blankly.

  

  "What?” Alex looked back.

  

  "It was one time, Alex!” Luke raised his voice again, "After all the love you say he's shown you, and how amazing he's been...and now, after just ONE time of him being a little too rough, you're gonna' lump him in with Peter and dump him!?” He threw up his paws, "That's not enough to paint him as...some sort of violent rapist, Alex! I consented to it! And he...he just got carried away...”

  

  The fox clenched and seethed, opening his mouth to argue, but stopped. He only had the one argument: it wasn't just one time. Two months ago, Jasyn raped Peter...fucked him 'til he bled, and loved it. Sure, it was revenge for Alex...but he still enjoyed it. He enjoyed it so much, that it's what made him realize he could have fun with gay sex.

  

  That, plus his outbursts at Luke, and then the threesome yesterday...it was more than enough to paint a frightening picture for Alex. But he couldn't tell Luke, that. No matter what...he couldn't let anyone know who didn't have to know, what Jasyn did to Peter.

  

  Even if that meant losing this argument...or letting Luke hate him for not having a "good enough reason.”

  

  "There's no way, Alex...” Luke continued, "...no way that that one time could have been enough for this.”

  

  "Really?” Alex narrowed his eyes, "Do you really think you have any idea what it was like to go through what I did with Peter? And now the trial, and having to relive and recount all of it, ALL over again!?”

  

  "No...” The raccoon sighed and looked down, searching for some way to combat that, "I don't...but...”

  

  "But what?”

  

  "But who's been there for you through all of it?” Luke looked back up, "Who's loved you and taken care of you, and held your hand through everything? And now you're going to just turn your back on him and break his heart!?”

  

  "I might not be the victim here, Luke...” the fox pointed at the younger fur, "...but neither is he.”

  

  "And he's also not the bad guy!” Luke grabbed his friend's shoulder again, "Peter is!”

  

  "Why is it so important to you to defend him? I don't get why you care so much. I mean, Luke...” Alex took Luke's paw from his shoulder and held it, "We're not the victims for a reason. It's because YOU'RE the victim. Luke, I know what that's like...to be used like that. And I just don't get...I mean why would you defend him after that?”

  

  "Because...because I don't just want friends, Alex.” The raccoon squeezed the fox's paw, "Jasyn...he loves you. He takes care of you. He's devoted himself to you. He even turned GAY for you! And I would give anything for that! I pray...” He looked up at the sky for a moment, "I'm not even religious, and I PRAY to have someone like that! And I...I can't just sit here and watch you throw it away when you HAVE IT! I'm not just fighting for you two because I feel bad for Jasyn...because he's hurt...” he grabbed Alex's paw with both of his, managing a soft smile, "...but because I don't want you to make a horrible, horrible mistake...and give up something amazing.

  

  "But why do you even care?” Alex added his other paw to the entangled fingers, "Why are you trying so hard to help us?”

  

  "You have to ask?” Luke laughed, "B-before Riddick...you...you were my only friends.”

  

  The fox faked a laugh of his own, "Not very good ones! I mean...fuck, Luke. The...the rape? It was my fault too!” He squeezed his friend's paws, "I put you in that situation, and then when it was happening, I was...was so caught up in the blow job, that...”

  

  "That doesn't mean anything to me.”

  

  "How can it not?”

  

  "I...I've just...I've wanted friends for so long, Alex. Yesterday...what happened yesterday...” The raccoon let go of Alex's paws, "I could deal with that a hundred times over or more...and it would STILL be worth it! It would be more than worth it, if that's what it took just...just to have this last month I've had with you two.” He moved closer, looking right in the fox's eyes, "I go to school every day, and spend it all alone at best...and being constantly bullied at worst. But for the last month I've had friends! I've had people...other than my family...who care about me. And nothing that happened yesterday can even put a dent in how great that's been.”

  

  Alex shook his head, "That still doesn't make it okay...”

  

  "It does for me. And, besides, no one...” Luke put a paw on Alex's thigh, "...no one's ever cared if they hurt me, before this. And yesterday and today you and Jasyn have...you've been genuinely sorry. That means a lot...”

  

  The fox looked down at his friend's paw, putting his own on top. He was silent at first, running all of this over in his head before responding, "If...if you really appreciate it so much...our friendship...” he looked up, "...could you at least do me this one favor?”

  

  Luke nodded without a thought.

  

  "Just...try to understand what I'm going through right now.” Alex took a breath, "I know you can't REALLY understand what this is all like -- Peter, the trial, Jasyn changing -- and I know I haven't exactly been the best friend...”

  

  "Yes you have.” The raccoon cut him off, "...the best friend I've ever known.”

  

  "If...if that's really true, then...” Alex smiled hopefully, "I know it may be asking a lot...but, could you just do the same for me, and let this go to be here for me? I just...I need you right now. I need a friend. Please don't make me face this alone.”

  

  Luke, more than anyone, knew what it was like to need a friend. He nodded again, "It's not asking too much...”

  

  Without another word, the two leaned forward, pulling each other tight into a hug, and simply held onto one another in the back yard of the "Cameron Estate.”


  ~

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  This has been a complete and total re-write.

  I wrote this, from beginning to end today...because it was almost entirely dialogue, and that dialogue had to be drastically altered, because it was referencing the altered events of Forbidden chapters 14, 15, 16, & 17 ^_^


  That means that I wrote the lines and actions of all the characters involved this time around. This time it wasn't an RP.

  So, the following credits are for the ORIGINAL version...the story that I based THIS version off of.
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  Oh no! Can it be?

  Did this chapter have an actual ending!? Yes! A chapter of Forbidden / The Cameron Hotel just brought the story to a resting point! And it's about damn time, too! I'm betting you guys were about ready for a chapter that WASN'T a cliffhanger!

  But, of course...just because it's not a cliffhanger, doesn't mean there aren't still lingering questions. For instance...will Alex & Jasyn find a way to reconcile? How will the impending trial go? How will Chris & Riddick's continued reunion go, especially when Riddick's homosexuality inevitably comes to bare? Are Riddick and Luke soon to become a couple, or will they just stay friends?

  All this and maybe even a little more as The Cameron Hotel continues!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 35 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 6


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 6 --

  The Talk

  

  

  Finally, Matt had managed to gather everyone around his Cadillac.

  

  He & Sirrus were already inside, and Alex was climbing into the back, leaving Riddick and Luke standing on the curb. This morning's drama -- the fallout from yesterday's -- had caused them to get out a good deal later than planned, but at least it was over.

  

  After glancing back at the house to make sure his father wasn't watching, Riddick took a hold of Luke's paw stopping him from getting in the car.

  

  Luke looked back, "I'm sorry Riddick, I really have to go.”

  

  The panthion just shook his head, "Staying a little longer can't hurt.”

  

  "I'm sure Matt's tired of the delays, already...” Luke laughed, "Besides, I'm already gonna' catch hell from my dad for missing church. Just gotta' hope it'll be better if I'm at least home when he gets back.”

  

  "Yeah...” Riddick let go of the paw, "Well...about you and Alex: you two...you worked everything out...right?”

  

  The raccoon smiled and nodded, "Yeah...”

  

  "That's good.” Riddick shuffled his feet awkwardly, "You'll be back over again, soon, right?”

  

  Luke hesitated, but leaned in and kissed Riddick quickly on the cheek, "Sure thing!”

  

  Finally, Matt leaned his head out of the car, "Luke! You can call your boyfriend later. We need to get you home!”

  

  Alex chuckled softly, leaning to look out the still open back door of the car, "Yeah! Hurry it up, lover boy.” He winked.

  

  Riddick looked wide eyed at Luke, then them, "We...! We're not...uhm...”

  

  Luke smiled and hopped in the car, "I'll talk to you soon, Riddick!”

  

  "Yeah...” Riddick waved a little, watching as they drove off to the sound of Matt & Alex laughing, "Soon.”

  

  The rest of this particular lazy Sunday dragged on, fairly slowly...

  

  Luke went home, where he was later bombarded with questions by a mother who was not at all used to her leaving the house for anything. Happier with the questions than with his father's passive aggressive silence, the young raccoon finally retreated to his room with his pet, Rei, whom he hadn't seen since Saturday.

  

  Alex returned home to his parents as well, and he, same as Jasyn, half a town away, avoided his parents in his own way. Alex's had known about their son and Jasyn ever since the revelation about Peter, but Alex was in no mood to talk to them about a break up, and for their part, they just chalked his bad mood up to the continued strain of the impending trial. As for Jasyn, his parents simply mused on how their son was only NOW showing the typical mood swings and emotional withdrawals of a teenager: problems they'd been lucky enough to never have from him before.

  

  And at the Cameron Estate, Matt, Chris, Riddick, and Sirrus just sat back and enjoyed their Sunday...until each went on to bed. Matt & Sirrus disappeared into the master bedroom up stairs, and Chris went back to his guest bedroom: a room that had, so far, been occupied by him, Alex, Jasyn, and, last night, Alex & Sirrus together. Riddick returned to the same guest bedroom, he'd had last night: the room he'd been told today, would be his permanently. For a moment, as he undressed, he did a bit of math in his head. If he was in this room last night, Alex and Sirrus were in the other, and Luke was on the couch...where did his father sleep?

  

  The next morning, the sun rose on the first Monday of summer break.

  

  It was a work day, and Riddick expected to wake to a near empty house: empty except for him and the little talking dragon he sorely needed to ask his father and Matt about. But he was shortly to be surprised. He left his new room after throwing on the barest of clothes, and plopped down on the couch in the living room. He hadn't quite had the chance to browse Matt's selection of cable channels, and figured this was as good a time as any.

  

  But as he reached for the remote, he was startled by a noise: crashing metal on tile, and a cursing roar: "DAMN-IT!”

  

  After recovering from his shock and recoil, the panthion's ears turned, pointing in the direction of the kitchen. That was his father's voice, "Dad?”

  

  Riddick bounded from the couch and hurried into the kitchen, worried first that his dad might have hurt himself, "Dad, are you ok??”

  

  But upon sliding into the room, Riddick found his father unharmed. Chris just looked up, smiling dumbly and scratched his mane as he stood in a sea of pots and pans.

  

  His son blinked again and then chuckled, "Come on now! You cooked breakfast yesterday; you can do better than this!”

  

  Chris glared playfully, "I know. But you try to grab one pan and then they all go!”

  

  "Well at least you didn't spill any food!” Riddick knelt down beside his father set to helping pick the dishes up, "What are you even doing home? Don't you have work?”

  

  "If you showing back up isn't worth getting a day off, what the hell is?” The lion raised an eyebrow as he looked down at his son.

  

  "I guess that's true.”

  

  "Now, you go sit!” Chris snapped his fingers, "I can take care of this.”

  

  The panthion looked up, holding about 5 pans already, "Sit?”

  

  Chris took two of the pans from him, and set them on the counter, then turned back and pointed toward the door to the dining room, "Dining room. Sit!”

  

  Riddick just kept looking up, "You mean you don't want help? I see Matt's not here to help any. Where is he, anyway?” Chris's son was obviously not good at being told what to do.

  

  The lion smiled and snatched away the last three pans from the boy. "HIS son didn't just show back up in his life.” He set the pans aside and smiled his big, toothy grin, again, "He still has to work.”

  

  Riddick smiled back as he stood back up, "Matt has a son too?”

  

  Chris furrowed his brow, "Uhm...No?”

  

  The panthion craned his neck and peaked over Chris's shoulder, already almost his father's height even at only 15, "What are you making?”

  

  Chris pushed at him and pointed to the door, again, "Nonono. You go sit.”

  

  Though tall, Riddick was no match for father's strength, and made no effort to try. He just smiled and nodded so Chris would stop pushing, "Ok, ok.”

  

  The boy looked at his father with a growing toothy grin of his own, before leaning forward and hugging him. Chris blinked, unsure what had brought on the hug, but decided not to ask. Instead, he just hugged his son back and ruffled his headfur a bit before they separated.

  

  They were alone. The thought occurred to the panthion as he left the kitchen. He shivered and drew in a breath.

  

  He'd hated his life before, states from here, living with Cheyenne and her red panda. Just being away from them was amazing, but Chris made it even better. In less than two days he'd already proven to be the parent and the friend that neither Cheyenne nor Mike ever were. The problem, though...was the difference between two days and twelve years.

  

  Chris was his father. Riddick tried not to let the weight of that word lay too heavily on his mind, but he found it difficult. He hadn't seen his father in twelve years, and now they were back together...back together and alone.

  

  He shivered in his seat at the dining room table, and smiled. No matter the pressure, the adjustment, or how awkward or weird it might be...he'd traded Cheyenne for Chris. This could only be the start of something good.

  

  Almost on cue as his son shook off his worries, Chris burst through the door, complete with his big, toothy grin, and two plates full of food, "Breakfast!”

  

  Riddick smiled, following his plate from his Chris's paw and down onto the table, then looked up, to see his father sit down.

  

  "You know...” The panthion grabbed his fork from his plate, "We had a small army of cooks back home. But not a one of them made food I liked as much as what I had yesterday and...” he stopped to take a bite, "...yep: today. You and Matt are great cooks!”

  

  "Matt?” Chris grunted in annoyance, and then smirked and leaned back, "He can barely cook to save his skin.” He smiled, "I'm the cook here!”

  

  Riddick chuckled a little, "Uhm...so how long have you two been living together?”

  

  "Hmm? Well, only for a little while. I'm just in for business.” The lion paused to think, "About two months, now, I guess.”

  

  "Oh...I thought...” Riddick took another bite, "Well anyway, uhm...didn't he have to cook for himself...himself AND Sirrus...before you got here? I mean, he must be able to cook something.”

  

  "Well, he can cook...technically.” Chris smiled and ate a bit more, "But that's if you can really call what comes of it 'food.'”

  

  The panthion just smiled at that, "How long have you two known each other?”

  

  "Wow...” Chris thought back, "Since high school...”

  

  "Wait...” Riddick blinked, "That means he knew you when I was born, doesn't it?”

  

  "He was in the hospital with me.” The lion nodded, "And at the courthouse for every custody hearing...”

  

  "Whoa...” Riddick smiled, "...so, then you two must be REALLY close: like best friends, right?”

  

  "Yup!” Chris smiled back, "Only the closest!”

  

  The panthion blushed deeply and his eyes widened at the last statement, reminded of his Saturday night with Luke. He smiled nervously and looked down, not sure what to ask now, and hoping it wasn't too obvious how nervous he was.

  

  Chris tilted his head, reaching over to pat his son on the head, "So how about you? What was it like with Calypso?”

  

  Riddick looked back up and smiled reluctantly. "Like?” His first instinct was to tell the truth, or at least the parts without Kevin in them, but decided against it. Somehow he felt it best not to just complain, and decided to focus on the few positives, "It was better than you'd think, really. Mike was rich: even more than you or Matt! So we had maids and butlers, and the battalion of chefs I mentioned. It made everything pretty easy. I mean, we NEVER needed to work, since everything was done for us. And...I even had three really close friends, one from...the same type of home as me.” Riddick messed with his food and took a few more bites. "But...”

  

  The lion ate along with his son, "But?”

  

  "I...I dunno. It's nothing.” Riddick muttered, not wanting to spend their first day 'together' just complaining.

  

  Chris shook his head, "Come on, now! I did all this so we would have the day together. And...” For his son's sake, he pushed aside his own nervousness, "...if we're gonna' do this, we might as well do it right, yeah? Best to start off on the right foot. So please...I want you to know you can talk to me about anything!”

  

  The panthion smiled back, but knew better than that. He couldn't talk about ANYTHING. "Well...I dunno...they just really didn't ever have much to do with me, you know? I mean, Mike had his own kid, and it was always pretty clear that HE belonged there, and I didn't.” He took a breath, "You...in the past 2 days alone, you've been more of...more of a parent to me than they ever were.”

  

  All at once, Chris was pulled in three directions. He felt himself swell, involuntarily at the last statement, but inside he was both hurt and uncomfortable. He hurt, thinking of his son living in such a loveless place, and he was uncomfortable and unsure of himself and his own adequacy taking over as a father for a fifteen-year-old he might as well have never met.

  

  Outwardly, though, he just chuckled and reached across again, ruffling Riddick's headfur, "Well, I plan to continue to be...provided I keep remembering that you're my son!”

  

  Riddick smiled, never having been anywhere near this close with Cheyenne or Mike and loving the feeling that someone cared, "You...what do you mean?”

  

  The lion smiled his big toothy lion grin, a bit dumbly, and scratched his mane, "Well, honestly?”

  

  Riddick nodded, "If you expect the same from me.”

  

  Chris roared a short laugh, "It's just that after not seeing you in so long.” He paused to phrase it right, "It's almost like you're more of a friend...a pretty young friend, but still not...y'know...a son.” He shrugged, "Just something have to get used to.”

  

  "I kind of feel the same...a little.” The panthion took a breath, remembering that his father said he could say anything here...and just tried to relax enough to be comfortable opening up, "Remember...how I said I don't remember you?”

  

  "I do.” Chris nodded.

  

  "I still...I had this image in my head, though, y'know?” Riddick looked up in his father's eyes, like he was studying them, "This idea of what I thought you would look like. I don't know if it was just some...generic idea of what a lion should be or...” He huffed and his gaze softened, "The image was...really accurate, though.”

  

  The lion raised an eyebrow at his son as he leaned back, "Maybe you do remember me...and just don't know it.”

  

  "Maybe.” Riddick looked down, "But I DO know that...that I've always wanted so bad to find you. I just never knew how. Thought you should know...”

  

  "Nearly every day...” Chris smiled softly, his fingers tapping the table, "Even if just for a second...I thought about how you would grow up. I wondered what you'd look like, what your personality would be like. And now that I see you, I think YOU should know, that I couldn't be more proud.”

  

  The panthion nearly got chills, hearing anything like that. Above any amount of happiness, though, he was suddenly very uncomfortable, and his first and only instinct was to put an end to the sappy seriousness immediately.

  

  The teenager smirked, "Well you should be! I mean, look at me! I'm already the better looking of the two of us!” He winked and struck a quick superman like pose. He'd never buttoned his shirt, and it hung open showing off his slim and well defined body. "Don't feel too inferior though: you can't help how great I am.”

  

  Silently, Chris stood up and unbuttoned his own shirt, before throwing it off and flexing. His muscles, the same ones he'd used to drive Matt crazy two months earlier, bulged out much larger and more developed than his son's. Hard labor jobs had put the lion through college, and since then he's tried to never be a stranger to his local gym. Unfortunately for the younger cat, his physique just couldn't compare. Chris didn't say a word, just raising an eyebrow at his son.

  

  Riddick, though, maintained his completely nonchalant attitude, and looked up with only his eyes as he finished his bite, "Yeah, yeah. Sit down! Muscles mean nothing if you don't have the looks to back them up! But I guess I should give you SOME credit. Had to have gotten more of my looks from you than from Cheyenne.” He kept eating.

  

  Still shirtless, the lion sat back down, "Why don't you finish growing that mane out, and then maybe...just MAYBE we can talk about who shows off the family looks, best.”

  

  Riddick sighed instead of even trying to argue that, "Yeah...that's a drawback. I don't expect my mane will ever get as long as yours. All the panther in me screwed me out of that.”

  

  Chris leaned on the table with a smirk, "Even when she's gone...she still knows how to screw things up, doesn't she?”

  

  "Well what do you expect?” The panthion finished his last bit of food, "It's what she was born to do. She's like Shiva the Destroyer, after all. It's her lot in life!”

  

  Chris laughed in a way only lions can and then smiled, "Agreed! Oh!” He smirked, "You said that you didn't have to do much work while you were living there, right? Well...” He stood up, "That's going to change, living with me.” He tossed his napkin down and put his paws in his pockets, "Since I cooked, you get to clean the dishes!”

  

  The lion just walked out and into the living room, and his son smiled as he watched him go. Riddick had no argument with that. Chris could have made him clean the whole damned kitchen for all he cared...so long as he was here.

  

  A while later, Riddick finally made his way out and into the living room, to find Chris on the couch watching TV, and in a new shirt.

  

  With a smile, he hopped over the back of the couch, plopping down beside the lion, "Hey dad!”

  

  "That certainly took you long enough!” Chris patted his son's head and smiled, "Guess you weren't used to it, huh? It's probably gonna' to be pretty interesting teaching you how to live a totally...well...almost totally normal life.”

  

  "I wasn't gone for that long, dad.” The panthion raised an eyebrow.

  

  "No...” Chris emphatically raised his own eyebrow in response, "...but how long does it really take to load a dishwasher?”

  

  "Oh!” Riddick smiled his father's big toothy grin, "I washed them by hand. I don't trust dishwashers.”

  

  The lion recoiled at that, "Well...I wouldn't exactly go that far...” He shook his head and smiled, "But I kind of prefer to do things on my own, too. I don't like using all my stores of money. I live nicely enough, but...” He scratched his mane, "...that's one thing I really hated when I was living with your mother. All those people waiting on me hand and foot...it was horrible.”

  

  "Eh...I didn't mind it. Any comfort I got there was a nice distraction.” Riddick shrugged, "Well...until recently, anyway. After the fallout I had with Mike and mom, the staff wasn't exactly...encouraged...to help me much anymore.” Without thinking, Riddick picked up the remote and muted the TV, apparently more interested in talking to his father.

  

  Chris smiled softly at the muted TV, not expecting a teenaged boy to prefer just sitting and talking to his dad, as opposed to...well...anything else.

  

  The panthion turned in his seat to face his father, "Dad...mind if I ask a question?”

  

  Chris shrugged, "Go right ahead.”

  

  Finally mustering the courage to bring it up, Riddick began, "So, seriously: what's the deal with Sirrus? I haven't seen very many dragons to begin with but...I mean, I've NEVER seen anything like him! Cause, if he wasn't...well, naked, I would have thought he was just a cub or...uhm...what do you call a baby dragon?”

  

  "Uhm...” The lion blinked, "Hatchling? Whelp?”

  

  "Sure! Whelp!” Riddick shrugged, "But apparently he's...what? A pet? But since when do pets talk?”

  

  Chris stared at his son for a moment in the final silence, holding back a growing smile before he finally roared out in laughter. "Bothering you a bit?”

  

  The panthion narrowed his eyes, "...a bit.”

  

  "Well...” Chris continued, "I'm not really sure. I guess he just learned to talk at some point in his life...but other than that: yeah he's just feral dragon, and Matt's pet.” He smiled and shook his head, "And you say you haven't seen a lot of anthropomorphic, evolved dragons? I have a few work partners that are dragons...maybe you'll even see a full grown one someday.”

  

  "Yeah...but that still doesn't add up.” Riddick ignored his father, "A pet dragon? The one's I have seen, I mean the feral ones that is, were HUGE! And they were anything but domesticated. And, hell, the evolved ones are plenty big too...”

  

  The lion nodded, "True, true...” and looked up, "...maybe he IS just a whelp: a feral whelp. Maybe he's still gotta' grow.”

  

  "Oh...wow.” Riddick sat up straighter, "I wonder if Matt's gonna' be ready for that.”

  

  Chris actually took a moment to think about that, and the dragon's libido, too, and he tilted his head in thought, "I wonder if any of us are.”

  

  "Regardless, though...” The panthion shook his head, "...can't get over the talking.”

  

  "Apparently it's not as rare as we'd think.” Chris shrugged, "Rumor is: your friend Luke has one too.”

  

  Riddick recoiled, "A talking feral dragon!?”

  

  "Rabbit.” The lion pointed at his son as he corrected him.

  

  "I need to ask him about that...” Riddick blinked, "But anyway...whatever's up, Sirrus is really cute, at least.”

  

  "Heh...” Chris looked away and mumbled, "Not to mention horny as hell.”

  

  The panthion leaned in, "Did you say horny?”

  

  Chris looked around, rather surprised that Riddick heard him, "Erm -- hungry!” He smiled another dumb smile.

  

  "No.” Riddick twitched his ears. "No, you said horny.”

  

  "I did not! That's a dirty lie!”

  

  "Okay, okay, whatever.” The panthion waved his paws, "Too bad the poor little guy doesn't have a playmate, then, huh? Maybe we should find him a little dragon girl?”

  

  Chris scratched his mane again, "Well...I don't think a girl would work...”

  

  "No shit? Is he's gay too!?” Riddick laughed and rubbed his forehead, "Matt, Luke, Luke's friends, even Sirrus...next thing I know you'll be telling me that you and Matt ARE together!” Riddick closed his eyes and laughed aloud, not quite the booming lion laugh of his father, but close.

  

  The lion looked quite uncomfortable at that statement, and coughed a little before moving on, "Yeah, yeah, yeah...” He scratched his chin, "That does remind me though, have you ever...y'know...had the talk?”

  

  "T-talk?” Riddick sat back, "Uhm...no...but I kinda' don't need it anymore.”

  

  "Hmm?” Chris's ears twitched, "What do you mean?”

  

  "Well...” The panthion coughed lightly and was quite obviously nervous now.

  

  "Well what?”

  

  "I've, you know...I've already...done stuff.” Riddick looked away.

  

  "Oh!” The lion's ears twitched and perked up, "Uhm...what...I mean...” He gulped.

  

  "L-look!” Riddick held up his paws, "It's pretty obvious neither of us are ready for this. We're both uncomfortable; maybe we should just move on.”

  

  Chris shook his head and flicked his long tail with a sigh, "No. I'm your dad...I'm supposed to be having these talks.” He took a deep breath, "Did you use a condom? Who was she?”

  

  The panthion scratched the back of his neck, "Not...really.” He answered truthfully; he and Kevin might have used them, but they never had them on hand. He just didn't correct his father about the gender.

  

  "Oh no.” Chris rubbed his neck, "R-riddick, I...I don't want you to think I regret you or...or anything like that. But...that's what got me and Cheyenne...”

  

  Riddick's head shot up and he shook it frantically, "Nonono!” He'd forgotten, not using a condom with a girl was a different problem than not using one with a guy. "We...we never went that far. It was just...uhm...well...” And now, he found himself having to lie, "...if we'd ever gone that far we would have used one, but we didn't really need them.”

  

  "Oh...so you mean...” The lion relaxed significantly, "Well okay, then. At...at least you know to use a one when you get to the point of...uhm...past...” He scratched his mane again, finally just saying it, "...when it's anything more than oral or hand jobs.”

  

  "Yeah.” Riddick winced at that. "Like I said: I'm kindof past needing the talk...” Riddick breathed a sigh of relief that he wasn't forced to lie any more than that.

  

  Chris sighed with him and smiled, "Well good then! So...who was she?”

  

  "Uhm...” The panthion stammered to think of a name, "Angie! She was a dog. A collie!” He smiled slightly, cursing himself for not already having a lie prepared.

  

  "Huh...I honestly expected something other than a normal dog...” Chris shrugged, "Regardless.”

  

  "A n-normal dog? What do you mean? Would you have rather it been, like...a raccoon?” Riddick back to Saturday night, and Luke, "...or maybe something more exotic?” He smiled a little, thinking of Kevin, "...like a red panda?”

  

  The lion looked at him silently for a moment, through narrowed eyes, "That was oddly specific...”

  

  Riddick just smiled dumbly like his father was so good at.

  

  Chris shook his head, "Yeah. I suppose so.” He stretched and yawned loudly, "So, anyway...now that we're done with that: do you wanna' go see a movie or something?”

  

  "Yeah,” The panthion kept smiling and stood up, "Sure.”

  

  Chris tossed up his keys, caught them and stood up, too "We're off then!” He put an arm on Riddick's shoulder, padding toward the door.

  

  Riddick smiled wide again and leaned against his father for a second as they walked out, "So...uhm...what do you think of Luke and his friends?”


  ~

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  Alexander Collin Moen

  and Eric Matthew Cameron

  Cecil B. North

  as Christopher Phillip Eden

  and Lucas Joseph Trammel

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  This has just been a nice, relaxing (albeit awkward) bookend to two months of non-stop drama and sex.

  Also serves as a shift in focus for our story, though, turning our eyes away from Alex & Jasyn (and Matt & Sirrus before them) to Chris & Riddick. Now...where might our kitty-cats' story take THEM? And how will Luke and our previous four stars fit in?

  Tune in next time as we dive into our next arch! ^_^


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 34 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 7


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 7 --

  Close Call

  

  

  A bag fell from a black furred paw to the floor.

  

  Riddick took a few steps away from the bag, up to the fairly small bed in front of him, covered in blue sheets and blankets, and obviously not touched since its owner woke up early this morning. "So...this is a raccoon's bedroom...”

  

  It had been the better part of a month since they'd met: right at the beginning of summer break in May. It took them this long just to find time around the raccoon's protective parents and Chris & Riddick's reunion, so the panthion could visit. And, now, it was well past the middle of June.

  

  The cat looked around at the anime posters all along the wall, and only recognized one, "Wolf's Rain...sweet!” He turned around and hopped up, sitting down on the edge of the bed, "Nice room Luke! Never think about cleaning it?”

  

  Standing between Riddick and the door, Luke just scratched the back of his neck, "Well...” He nervously went about picking up a few things and throwing them into his closet.

  

  Riddick laughed at him, "I'm just messing with you, Luke.” He patted the bed beside him, "I'm still settling into my room; I haven't had a chance to mess it up yet!”

  

  Luke smiled and padded over to sit by his friend, "So...what, uhm...” He not-so-stealthily jammed a few things under his bed with his footpaw, "...what do you wanna' do?”

  

  The panthion restrained a chuckle, "Well...I have something for you, actually.”

  

  "Oh?” Luke's ears perked up.

  

  "Yeah.” Riddick leaned forward from the bed, picking up his back and setting it beside him, "You like sci-fi stuff, right?”

  

  "Uhm...” The raccoon turned his head shyly at the bookshelf near his TV, completely filled with various sci-fi DVDs: Star Trek, Star Wars, Battlestar Galactica, Dr. Who, Stargate, and even Sliders. "...a little?”

  

  Riddick just laughed, "Well...you know I'm a Joss Whedon fan, right?” He turned to unzip his bag.

  

  Luke nodded, "Yeah! You were telling me all about him so I'd know who was directing The Avengers.”

  

  "Right!” The panthion reached his paw in, "Well, I thought it might be nice to bridge that gap: Whedon sci-fi.” He turned back around, holding up the DVD box set of Firefly, "Happy late fifteenth birthday!”

  

  Luke lit up -- smiling, ears and tail perked -- and in one fluid motion, he snatched the box and hugged Riddick all at once, "Thank you so much!”

  

  Riddick smiled a big toothy grin and hugged back, "You're very welcome!”

  

  The raccoon broke the hug, giddily looking at his new DVDs. After a moment, though, his ears laid back and he looked up at Riddick shyly, "...except...uhm...”

  

  Riddick blinked, "What's wrong?”

  

  "It's not...my birthday.”

  

  The panthion chuckled, "I know that! That's why I said 'late' birthday.”

  

  "Yeah...” Luke nodded slowly, "But...that's not right either. My birthday is NEXT month.”

  

  "Oh no...” Riddick's shoulders slumped and his eyes widened, "I'm so sorry, Luke! I'm so sorry! I thought you said June, and I...”

  

  "No!” The raccoon's ears perked up again and he shook his head, setting the DVD aside, "No, it's okay! You got me a present and you didn't even have to! You shouldn't feel bad about that at all. It's fine, really. I mean, I only met you like a month ago anyway, right? It's not like you're already obligated to remember. B-but at least you tried, right? And, the present, I mean...it's perfect! You couldn't have done better!”

  

  Riddick couldn't help but smile just a little at the raccoon's rambling, "But...you looked so sad.”

  

  "I was just...” Luke shook his head, "I didn't know how to break it to you. Didn't want you to...well...feel bad, just like you did.”

  

  The panthion let his smile grow, "So it's okay?”

  

  Luke nodded with a smile, "Of course!” He snatched the DVD back up and hopped off of the bed. "So...do you want me to wait and watch it with you, or...?”

  

  "That's up to you.” Riddick shrugged, "I've already seen it, so you don't have to wait on me. All I ask is that we watch Serenity together, afterwards!”

  

  The raccoon sat the box by his TV and turned back around to look at his friend, "What's Serenity?”

  

  "Firefly got canceled, right?” Riddick tilted his head, "And the fans complained so much, Joss Whedon was able to make a movie tied to the series. It's both like...a sequel and a standalone thing. So long as I'm able to watch it with you, you can do whatever you want with the rest. Deal?”

  

  "Deal!” Luke hopped back up onto the bed, sitting by his friend again, "So...how have things been since you moved out here?”

  

  The panthion's ears perked up, "Things are going real well with my dad, actually. These last, what? Two weeks?”

  

  Luke tapped his chin, "Maybe three?”

  

  "Whatever.” Riddick shook his head, "They've been...absolutely awesome!”

  

  The raccoon smiled and leaned back, "Really? Great! What all did you two do?”

  

  "We went to the movies, and we rented a few.” Riddick shifted on the bed to where he was laying out on it, resting back on his elbows. "I wanted to see The Avengers, but he didn't...so we went to see Dark Shadows, instead.”

  

  "Was it any good?” Luke smiled shifted as well, laying back with Riddick.

  

  "Not as good as The Avengers!” The panthion smiled wide.

  

  "But you said...” Luke raised an eyebrow.

  

  Riddick nodded, "Turns out Matt wanted to see it, too. Dad got ganged up on.”

  

  "That's awesome!” The raccoon chuckled.

  

  Riddick smiled softly, "Other than that...we've just kind of sat around and talked. It's really nice over there, especially compared to my mom's. It's...really nice being so close to him.”

  

  "That's great, Riddick! It's gotta' be great being close with your dad like that.”

  

  "Yeah, it's really nice! Especially since I never had that with Mike or my mom.” The panthion's ears twitched as what Luke said registered, "Uhm...I take it you and your parents aren't?”

  

  "No, we are. It's just...” Luke shrugged a bit and looked down, "It's nothing special. I mean...no more than anyone else...”

  

  Riddick narrowed his eyes, "That didn't seem like too happy a response...something wrong?”

  

  The raccoon shook his head, "I just...I guess I wish I was closer. Like...had a reason to talk about them like you do about your dad.”

  

  "Just be glad you have both.” Riddick patted him on the shoulder.

  

  Luke looked up with a guilty smile, "Yeah. Guess I shouldn't complain.”

  

  "Nah. Everyone has problems...” The panthion gripped his friend's shoulder and pulled the boy closer to his side, "You can complain to me any time.”

  

  "Thanks.” Luke nuzzled Riddick's arm for a moment then caught himself and coughed, "Err...I'm glad to know that you're okay with Chris.”

  

  "Yeah...we're doing pretty good.” Riddick noted Luke's nervousness and nuzzled him on the head to make him relax, "But I DO feel a little stilted with him. Y'know, cause I have to keep lying to him...it's getting old.”

  

  "Why?” The raccoon looked up at the cat, "I mean...if anyone would be okay with it...he would, right?”

  

  "What do you mean?” Riddick blinked, "Oh! You mean because his best friend is gay?”

  

  Luke nodded.

  

  "M-maybe.” The panthion furrowed his brow, "I doubt it though. I mean: a friend and a son, that's two different things. Besides, he kind of avoids the subject of Matt's sexuality and...really ANY subject about you, Alex, and Jasyn. I don't...I can't think of any other reason except that he's...against gays.”

  

  "How can he be?” Luke sunk into Riddick's arm, "Hasn't he been friends with Matt since they were like...our age?”

  

  "Yeah...” Riddick squeezed his friend reflexively, "Maybe he's just uncomfortable, then. Do you think I should...do you think I should come clean?”

  

  "I dunno. I just know that I wish I could.” The raccoon sighed, "And that I'd take any opportunity I had, if I were you. I just really want to have someone to talk to about it.”

  

  "You do!” Riddick shook his friend playfully, "I know, and Alex & Jasyn know, so you can talk to us. And, uhm...dad's not a great outlet, I'm sure...but you can always talk to Matt.

  

  Luke just nodded silently.

  

  "But you...” The panthion tilted his head, "You mean your parents, though...don't you?”

  

  "Yeah.” Luke nodded slowly, "Even...I mean...even just to talk to YOUR dad about it...”

  

  Riddick recoiled slightly, "Why would you want to talk to Dad?”

  

  "I don't know. Just...any, uhm, parental figure would be nice...” Luke shrugged, "And you're dad...he...he's just really cool.”

  

  "Yeah, I guess he is.” The panthion smiled his father's big, toothy grin, "And he's loaded to! He makes a bunch of money! Not as much as Mike did, but maybe even more than Matt. Especially since he has so much less to spend it on.”

  

  Luke gulped, mustering all of his courage to be honest. After all, if he couldn't be honest with friends like Riddick, Alex, & Jasyn, who could he ever be honest with? "He's kinda' hot, too.”

  

  "Dude!” Riddick recoiled enough, this time, to let his friend go, "My dad!?”

  

  The raccoon fidgeted his feet and smiled, "Well...it's just that...he's young...and...I mean I saw him with his shirt off, y'know? He's REALLY good looking.”

  

  "Uhm...I guess so.” Riddick raised an eyebrow and coughed, "So, then...am I? Err...good looking that is?”

  

  "Yeah!” Luke smiled wider and nodded, "Err...you know...good looking.”

  

  The panthion nudged his friend with an elbow, "What about hot?” He winked.

  

  Luke's smile weakened and he blushed, "Yeah...”

  

  Riddick laughed, wondering why Luke was so nervous. Any one of his friends, even the straight ones would have asked a question like that, or at least asked it back, "Thanks!” Riddick smiled and patted Luke on the stomach, "Maybe you can even see ME with my shirt off before I leave, if you ask nicely.” He shifted and hopped out of bed with a stretch, and kept talking before Luke could say anything...trying to tease the raccoon with that last statement, "So your parents will still be gone for a little bit, right?”

  

  The raccoon looked around and coughed, "Y-yeah...”

  

  "And Rei?” Riddick pointed at the door, "The rabbit that kept getting me to throw that frickin' ball...he's outside hopping after things?”

  

  Luke just laughed a bit and nodded.

  

  "Well then...” The panthion padded slowly to Luke's computer and shook the mouse to take it out of sleep mode, "Where do you keep the porn on this thing?”

  

  Luke stammered, wide eyed, "P-porn?”

  

  "Yeah!” Riddick didn't look back, too busy scanning the raccoon's cluttered desktop, "You mean you don't have any? What? No internet?”

  

  The raccoon shook his head, "N-no...I mean...I have SOME stuff.”

  

  Riddick opened the browser, "Bookmarked sites? Or are they pics you saved to your computer?” He looked back at Luke on the bed, "Or even better...are VIDEOS you saved to your computer?”

  

  Luke gulped and stood up, with a deep, nervous breath, he waved Riddick away from the computer, and took the mouse. "I...I don't think you'll like any of it...”

  

  As the panthion stood, watching over his shoulder impatiently, Luke began clicking through a few folders, worming his way deep into his directories where he hid it. After a double click on a difficult-to-discern thumbnail, the screen was suddenly filled with a video of two male lions fucking and roaring: one on all fours and the other behind him.

  

  Luke just blushed and looked away.

  

  Riddick's big toothy grin returned as he unceremoniously moved Luke out of the way, so he could sit down and take the mouse, "Nice...” He watched the video's static angle for a moment, before exiting it, "That was great! I love amateur stuff.” He moved his mouse to another movie, "What's this one??”

  "No!” The raccoon nearly yelped, "Nonono...you wouldn't like that one!”

  

  "We'll see.” Riddick double clicked it anyway.

  

  It took a moment for the media player to chug to life, but once it did...Luke appeared on the screen, nude and hard. Framed by his web cam, the raccoon leaned back in his computer chair, pawing off and moaning, as he slowly sunk one of his fingers into his tail hole.

  

  The panthion's jaw slowly spread open, no slower than his widening eyes. He tilted his head at the scene before turning his head to look up at Luke, and almost immediately down at the raccoon's crotch.

  

  Luke blushed and his head sunk as his paws instinctively cupped his groin.

  

  Riddick looked back at the screen, "You're...shit...you're giving it hell!” He gulped and turned the volume up.

  

  While the raccoon's on screen moans barely overroad the sound of his paw, the real Luke shook and shuffled his feet, arguing with himself over how much he could trust his friend to be nice.

  

  Ignoring his younger friend's anxiety, Riddick grabbed himself through his pants, readjusting as he watched the movie: watching Luke splatter his stomach, and relax before a shaking paw stopped the recording.

  

  "Luke...” the panthion looked up at his friend with a smile, "...that was amazing! Please tell me I can get a copy!”

  

  Luke smiled nervously, barely managing a shy nod, though everything told him he shouldn't be so open with sharing the video.

  

  Riddick only minimized the player this time and pointed to the last movie in the folder, one he was pretty sure from the name wasn't Luke, "What's this one?”

  

  The raccoon was considerably more comfortable after Riddick reacted to favorably to the last video, but still found it difficult to relax, "Well...I have a thing for lions.”

  

  Riddick chuckled, "So I learned.”

  

  Luke chuckled too, "...well...for all big cats, really. But also...d-dragons.”

  

  The panthion double clicked it, "So...then this is?”

  

  A large muscular lion, a spitting image of Chris, only with a shorter mane, filled the screen. The lion was leaning over a bar as a large black dragon moved in from behind. With no mercy, no hesitation, and no time for preparation, the dragon sunk in and began fucking him in the ass...both growling furiously.

  

  Riddick gulped and tilted his head again: he'd never someone Chris's size so utterly dominated. And the lion looking so similar to his father was more than a little interesting.

  

  "You know...” The panthion readjusted himself in his pants again, having managed a very obvious bulge now, "The way you were acting, I was half expecting a picture of me to have snuck in here, somehow. I was all prepared to demand to know how you got it, too!” He chuckled.

  

  Luke chuckled along with him, "Sorry to disappoint.”

  

  "Nah, it's fine! I WOULD have been nice, though, to see SOMETHING like me on here. I mean, maybe not a panthion, but a panther or some sort of some big mix breed cat, at least.” Riddick exited that video as well, back to the folder, "But it looks like you're all out of movies.”

  

  The raccoon took a deep breath, "There is...ONE more, actually.” He stepped closer and took the mouse again, "And...I guess it's pretty close to what you were looking for, too.”

  

  Riddick blinked, "Where?”

  

  "Well...” Luke clicked through a few folders again, "I haven't had a chance to put it in with the others yet. I was...I wasn't going to show it to you...cause, well...”

  

  "Because why?” The panthion smiled at Luke's nervousness.

  

  "Well...I just...” Luke stammered to explain, "I found it since I met you, right? And I just...I thought it might make you a little uncomfortable, because...” he finally found the movie and clicked it, "...but...you wanted to see a panther.”

  

  As this video began, a thin, submissive panther was laid out on a table, legs up and presenting his tail hole...as the same lion from the last video approached, hard and dripping. Riddick watched the lion mount the littler panther, and he adjusted himself again as he heard the black cat screaming out. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught sight of Luke's own bulge, and felt himself swell even more knowing that when Luke was watching this movie...he was imagining he was seeing Riddick and Chris.

  

  Riddick exited the movie, before moving his mouse to a specific minimized window on the task bar. "So...” he turned slowly in the chair too look at his friend, "You like big cats, huh?”

  

  "That's why I like your dad...” the raccoon blushed and nodded, "...and you.”

  

  Riddick clicked the mouse without looking, and tapped the space bar...bringing back up the video of Luke, the only thing he'd minimized, and starting it to play again. "I like the cute ones...”

  

  Luke wasn't sure what to think or say to that. He was blushing and felt uncomfortable and exposed...but how could he be upset with that kind of compliment. Silently, he smiled.

  

  "Now...” The panthion readjusted yet again and stood up, "You still wanna' see me with my shirt off?”

  

  Luke hesitated for a moment, but then nodded, not wanting to miss an opportunity like this.

  

  Riddick grabbed onto the tail of his shirt and lifted up, wasting no time teasing or putting on a show, and tossed it onto Luke's bed. He smiled his father's big toothy grin and spread his arms, displaying himself to his friend.

  

  The raccoon showed no shame: more relaxed basking in this moment than he'd been since first Riddick showed up, today. His eyes lingered, looking over the cat's stomach, chest, and arms. He wasn't his father's size, or anywhere near it. He was slender and lithe for a big cat...but accented nicely but the sheen of his black fur, he was very cut.

  

  "We uhm...” Riddick smirked, "We had a gym, back home.”

  

  Breaths soft and shallow, Luke took a step forward, and placed a paw on Riddick's chest without saying a word.

  

  The panthion let the paw trace his chest for a moment before he leaned forward. In gentle rush, he wrapped his arms around the raccoon and turned him toward the bed as he locked him in a deep kiss.

  

  Luke, though, opened his eyes wide and pulled back immediately, "R-Riddick?”

  

  At first, Riddick didn't let go. He leaned back, breathing heavily and staring into his friend's eyes, "I...” But when he realized how scared Luke looked, he let go, "I-I'm sorry...I...”

  

  "N-no...” The raccoon stared, shocked, at his friend "...I mean...I didn't mind...I just...” He gulped, not sure what to say.

  

  "Relax...” Riddick hesitantly reached out a paw, "...what...whatever you want to say, you can.”

  

  Luke took a breath, "It's okay.” He looked at the paw, licking his lips reflexively, still feeling the kiss on them, "I was just surprised is all.”

  

  "Then...” The panthion stepped forward, closing the gap between them more slowly this time, "I mean...it's ju-just fun right?” He felt like he almost had to wrench the words out. They were the last thing he wanted to say...but he wanted Luke comfortable, and the raccoon obviously didn't want anything more.

  

  "R-right...” Luke stepped forward as well. He hesitated for only a moment, before pulling himself against the cat. This time he took the lead, clamping their muzzles together, intent on finally using what Jasyn had taught him months earlier.

  

  Riddick held tight onto Luke and lifted him up, sitting him on the edge of the bed. He broke the kiss, but kept contact with his forehead pressed the boy's, as he shifted and slid into the bed with him.

  

  With a soft shared smile, the two lied out on their sides as they kissed again.

  

  Luke pushed deep into the kiss, running his paw over Riddick's firm stomach and chest, while the panthion slipped his own paw up under the raccoon's shirt. The cat ran his fingers through the younger teenager's thick, soft stomach fur, causing Luke to whimper, moan, and pushed back against Riddick.

  

  The panthion moved his paw down and hooked the waist of Luke's pants. He only broke the kiss, finally, to look into the boy's eyes, to gage his reaction as he fiddled with undoing the button on the jeans. With a smile, Luke looked down and then rolled onto his back to give Riddick better access. The cat happily sat up and unbuttoned and unzipped the raccoon's jeans, purring at the sight of Luke's bulging white briefs.

  

  "You know...” Riddick looked back up at Luke's face, "You know what I've NEVER actually done?” He smirked, still breathing heavily, "And really: who better to experiment with right?”

  

  Luke, no less breathless, shook his head, "W-what?” A hint of fear appeared in his eyes, as he remembered the last time he'd been alone with a lusty older fur.

  

  "No...nothing like that!” The panthion shook his head back, looking slightly concerned, "I just...this might be a little awkward, okay? Like I said, never done it before.” Though he was smiling, Riddick looked nervous...something Luke didn't see from him, often.

  

  The raccoon nodded slowly, "O-okay...”

  

  Riddick's paw lit lightly on Luke's bulge, "Trust me?”

  

  After a shiver from the touch, Luke smiled back, "I do.”

  

  "Good.”

  

  The panthion's shifted himself and grabbed a hold of Luke's pants and briefs, started pulling down on them. Slowly, he slipped them down and off of his friend's feet, leaving him nude from the waist down.

  

  "Much better in person.” Riddick looked up from Luke's twitching member with a smile, then held up a finger, "One second!” He jumped to his feet and started undoing his own pants.

  

  "Ye-yeah...” The raccoon gawked unabashedly, as Riddick removed his pants and boxers, exposing his own -- much larger -- hard, barbed cock.

  

  Riddick turned around to saw Luke gawking, "What? You've seen it before!”

  

  Luke blushed and smiled, "Just once.”

  

  The panthion chuckled a little and gulped after a deep breath. He was still nervous about whatever he was planning, "R-ready?”

  

  Luke gulped as well, "Yeah...”

  

  "I figure...” Carefully, Riddick climbed onto the bed and crawled around Luke. The younger teenager, flat of his back, watched him the entire time, until the cat finally positioned himself: on his knees above Luke's head. "...why go one at a time?”

  

  Staring up at the black-furred balls and rigid barbed cock a thigh's length above his face, the raccoon could barely manage to speak, "Y-yeah...”

  

  Riddick leaned forward. He dropped his paws on either side of Luke's hips, his face hanging just above the raccoon's twitching cock. "Ha!” He looked back to see his own cock hanging just above Luke's face, and the raccoon's gawking up at it, "Perfect, huh?”

  

  Luke's only response was a smile as he leaned up and instantly took the entire length of Riddick's cock into his mouth. As the raccoon sucked, licking along the barbs, Riddick gasped and let out a long shaking breath. The panthion lowered his own head to Luke's groin, wrapping an arm down and under him, as he lapped the boy's dick up into his mouth as well.

  

  The raccoon moaned around Riddick's member, vibrations lightly massaging it as he licked and sucked more and more of it in, letting his tongue slip into the cat's sheathe. The panthion wrapped his arm tight around Luke, burying the boy's cock in his throat and purring loudly -- and intentionally -- as he licked the underside of the shaft and sucked as hard as he could.

  

  Luke began to pant, his sac already growing closer to his body, and he lapped hungrily at the cock in his mouth. The cat above him just whined slightly, noting how it seemed that everything he did to Luke made the raccoon work even harder on him.

  

  Riddick tapped his footpaw on the headboard and shook as he bobbed his head. He was getting close...but Luke was already there. The raccoon cried out around Riddick's cock, and shot his load deep into the panthion's muzzle. Caught in his moment of pleasure, he clamped back down on Riddick, and sucked his deepest yet, wanting to taste the cat too.

  

  Above him, Riddick sucked the load down, the taste and smell consuming him as Luke hungrily attacked his shaft. The panthion moved his head away from his friend's cock, the last of his cum dripping down his shaft. As best he could at his age, Riddick roared. He kicked the headboard as his barbs flared out, and he shot his own load deep into Luke's waiting muzzle.

  

  The raccoon gagged as he tried to swallow it all, but finally had to turn away and breath -- the last of the load falling on his cheek. Above him, Riddick fell onto his friend, breathing heavily onto his cock and thighs, as he hugged the raccoon's hips in both arms.

  

  "Wow...I...” The panthion barely managed words between his breaths, as he let go and rolled over onto his back, "...just...wow.”

  

  Luke breathed deeply and smiled, both of them staring at the ceiling, "That was great...”

  

  "It was.”

  

  After failing twice, Riddick forced himself to sit up, and looked over at the computer screen where it had stopped on the last frame of the video. There, Luke was frozen, breathing heavily and spent, as he reached for the mouse to stop the recording. With a smile, the cat looked back at the real Luke: even happier and more spent, sprawled out on his bed. Riddick liked this one much better than a picture.

  

  The raccoon sat up as best he could and attempted to wipe his cheek, "Did...did I do good?”

  

  "Better than good, Luke!” Riddick reached for a nearby box of tissues, to help Luke with his predicament, "Better than any my friends ever gave. But, of course, they didn't have the motivation of my face latched to their groin!”

  

  Luke took the tissue, and went about cleaning his cheek, "Quite the motivation, too!” Done, he sat Indian style, and did his best to mimic Riddick & Chris's big, toothy grin.

  

  The panthion sat up the rest of the way, not remembering having seen Luke smile that wide before, "Nonono! Not like that...like this!” He smiled a big, toothy grin of his own, showing off his much larger and more intimidating teeth.

  

  Luke perked his ears up and gulped, "Uhm...”

  

  "What?” Riddick blinked and closed his lips.

  

  The raccoon scratched the back of his neck, "I'm surprised those didn't hurt.”

  

  Riddick chuckled and leaned close, "Well of course they didn't!” He snapped at Luke playfully, "I didn't bite!”

  

  Luke placed a quick kiss on Riddick's lips, since he'd gotten so close, and the older teenager just tilted his head with a grin. As the two shared their little smile, though, the cat's ears twitched, at the sound of a car door closing, and his eyes went wide.

  

  "Luke?” The panthion's eyes widened, "I might have better hearing than you. Did you hear that?”

  

  Without a word, Luke gulped and stood up, tugging on his clothes as quickly as he could and shutting off his computer. Behind him, Riddick jumped out of the bed and jerked his own pants and boxers on

  

  "They won't be pissed I'm here when they weren't home will they?” Riddick frantically went about adjusting his mussed fur.

  

  The raccoon shook his head and smiled, breathlessly, "No...they'll just be happy I had a friend over.”

  

  "That's good!” Riddick looked around, "I doubt they'd be happy it was a shirtless one though! I threw it at the bed. Where'd my shirt go?”

  

  Luke jumped on the bed, laughing with Riddick as they both searched, and glancing at him throughout, simply smiling.

  

  The panthion looked at Luke, smiling too, and then reached off the bed, "Found it!” He hurriedly slipped it back on and just sat there on the bed breathing a sigh of relief, "So you're sure they won't mind I was here without their knowing?”

  

  Luke smiled and shook his head, "Nope!”

  

  "Good.” Riddick slid off the bed and grabbed Luke's paw to pull him off too, "Pretty good timing, though, right?”

  

  "Yeah,” The raccoon pulled himself up with the cat's paw, "...any earlier would have been a close call.”

  

  "Well let's head down and talk to them!” Riddick winked, "And let's hope we don't smell like sex!”

  

  "S-smell...?” Luke went wide eyed, the panthion just smiled at him, pulling him out the door and down the stairs.

  

  After a little bit of talking with Luke and his parents, and entertaining Rei, Riddick left the Trammels' house, headed home. Chris or Matt one would be home for two long, and if he wasn't there when plans were made for dinner, he knew they'd do it without him.

  

  Riddick smiled wide, and looked back at Luke's house, as he walked down the sidewalk.

  

  "I don't know why we don't just get it over with and stop all this 'close friends' crap...” He kicked at a rock and looked back up, "Wish there was a way I could make him want it too.”

  

  Back inside that house, on that blue bed, at just about that moment, Rei jumped up into his master's lap, "Master? Luke?”

  

  Luke forced a smile and petted the rabbit, "What is it boy?”

  

  "You look sad.”

  

  Luke nuzzled him and looked out his window at Riddick walking off down the side walk, missing seeing the panthion looking back, "I am boy...I am.”

  

  After quite a walk, thinking of Luke the whole way, Riddick finally made it home.

  

  He looked down at the bulge in his pants as he put his spare key into the lock, "Shit! Don't you ever take a break!?” He laughed a bit at his own lame joke before he threw open the door. Knowing that Chris and Matt weren't home yet, he planned on heading head straight to the living room and pawing off.

  

  As the panthion walked in, Sirrus looked up over the back of the couch where he had been lazily licking his own member, "Riddick! Hi!”

  

  "Uhm...hey Sirrus!” Riddick was surprised to see Sirrus as he turned around the couch -- not having seen what the dragon was doing. He had forgotten about the dragon, and now he'd have to wait until tonight. But he smiled despite his frustration, "How are you doing boy?”

  

  The dragon hopped down and padded over, sitting and smiling up at Riddick, his hard little dragon cock bobbing about, "I'm good Riddick!”

  

  Riddick blinked down at Sirrus as he sat down on the couch, "Uhm...boy?”

  

  Sirrus padded over and hopped up on Riddick's lap, "Yeah?”

  

  The panthion pointed at Sirrus's cock, "You're kindof exposed there aren't you? My dad said you were horny...”

  

  Sirrus whimpered, "Matt's always busy!” He looked down and gave it a long, hard lick, murring as he did, "I haven't got to play in forever.”

  

  "P-play?” Riddick felt his cock jump watching Sirrus lick himself.

  

  "Play!” The dragon looked up and pressed a paw onto Riddick's crotch.

  

  Riddick gasped slightly, still leering at Sirrus's cock, "A-and who exactly do you play with boy?” He asked even though he already knew the answer. He just had to hear it.

  

  Sirrus giggled and smiled, "Matt!”

  

  The panthion hesitantly placed his paw on top of Sirrus's, causing the dragon to reflexively rub his shaft through his pants, "You uhm...” Riddick looked around nervously and, when he didn't see anyone, sighed with an inaudible 'Why not?' before smiling, "...are you wanting to play, now?”

  

  Sirrus smiled wide, "Yay!” and nearly dived forward to nuzzle Riddick's crotch.

  

  Riddick smiled at the pet's exuberance, and hurriedly undid his pants to let out his dick out. It immediately hit Sirrus's muzzle, "L-lick boy?”

  

  With no verbal response, the dragon eagerly dived in, licking and sucking. It had been far too long since he'd had a taste of Matt, and Riddick was definitely an acceptable surrogate. He slipped farther down, taking in all of the cat's barbed cock and snaking his tongue all around: inside the panthion's sheath, and even down and around his balls.

  

  Riddick gasped out loud and sat up straighter, petting Sirrus's head as he went, "Oh god...good boy...good boy...” He reached under the dragon and started rubbing him as well, not about to let a good deed go unrewarded.

  

  Sirrus mewled around the big black cat's cock and began gnawing softly at the barbs, licking and nipping as he sucked. He even tapped his foot as his cock was rubbed by his newest friend.

  

  The panthion watched his little housemate's tapping foot, and smiled as he remembered himself doing the same earlier. "God, boy...” He kept rubbing him softly, not so much to get him off, but just encouraging him for now, "...you're really good at this.”

  

  Just as Riddick bunched over, holding Sirrus's head with a free paw and pushing against it, the front the front door clicked open...

  

  Tired from his long day at work, Chris took a step in and tossed his jacket onto its hook as he yawned. A room away on the couch, Riddick didn't hear it at all...still hunched over moaning.

  

  "Rih...” Chris stopped himself in mid word, seeing his son's position and hearing his breathy moans.

  

  From his angle behind the couch, it looked exactly like Riddick was just enjoying some 'me time' in the living room. And the kept petting Sirrus's head, just out of sight of his father, as he started to purr loudly, the dragon's hungry nursing taking all of his attention away from the world around him.

  

  The lion held back any audible chuckling. He was surprised, but amused at his son's horniness, and brazenness: when Chris was his age he at least did that sort of thing in the bathroom. So he walked softly around the couch, intent on catching his son in the act, and scaring him out of pawing in the open like this again. He needed to learn to keep it a bit more private.

  

  "Oah...” Riddick's moans grew louder and he held Sirrus's head tighter, he was getting close.

  

  Halfway around the couch, the image came full into view for Chris, though, and he jumped back, nearly into the wall at what he saw, "Riddick!?”

  

  The boy jerked his head to the side and looked over, seeing his father looking on as Sirrus sucked away. The panthion didn't move an inch or say a word as he felt everything inside of him tighten up.

  

  He couldn't hear or feel anything...and all he saw was his father's face.


  ~

  Fan Art of this chapter by Emerald Cistern:
http://www.sofurry.com/view/341162

  ~

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  and Reinao

  Cecil B. North

  as Lucas Joseph Trammel

  Sirrus

  and Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  So, then!

  Riddick just got caught red-handed (Red Handed being the original title of this chapter) with Sirrus!

  What will happen now? How angry is Chris? How will this affect their relationship? Can we assume this is Riddick's official coming out?

  But also: did Sirrus say he and Matt don't play much any more? Can we assume this means Chris & Matt's involvement with one another is taking time away from the Dragon? And what's to come, long term, for Riddick and Luke?

  Find out some of these things next time!


  Side Note: Chapter 8 is VERY VERY short, like even shorter than Forbidden Chapter 12.

  So I'll be releasing 8 & 9 at the same time so you guys can read 'em both at once. Otherwise, 8 is just a tease.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 33 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 8


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 8 --

  Secrets and Lies

  

  

  Chris sat silent at the dining room table of the Cameron Estate.

  

  Across the table, Riddick had his paws over his crotch defensively. He wasn't aroused, but uncomfortable as he breathed deep and did his best just to keep steadied.

  

  "Okay...” With a breath, his father laced his fingers together and leaned forward, "So, you mind telling me what you were doing?”

  

  The panthion just whimpered softly and tried to say something...anything...but couldn't.

  

  "Out with it Riddick!” Chris snarled, obviously holding back from yelling.

  

  "I...” His son stammered, "I was just...a little curious...”

  

  "A little...” The lion blinked and shook his head, "A little curious!? He was sucking your dick, Riddick!”

  

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

  

  "You just what?” His father's voice roared ever louder.

  

  The panthion shook slightly and took another deep breath, running everything over in his head. What was his father so angry about? What he did? Where he did it? That it was gay? That it was with Sirrus? All or most of the above? Or did it even matter?

  

  Chris placed his paws on his forehead and growled softly, "Why couldn't you just tell me?”

  

  "Tell...you?” His son gulped, "Tell you what?”

  

  The lion looked up, his eyes fixed and angry, yelling for the first time, "That you were gay!”

  

  Riddick stammered, "I...I'm n...I mean...”

  

  His father laughed, in anger and disbelief, "You're NOT!?”

  

  "...I...” The panthion looked down.

  

  Chris slammed a paw down on the table, "Riddick!”

  

  "What!?” His son jumped again, "What do you want!?”

  

  The lion growled, more than loud enough for his son to hear, "Stop bullshitting around!”

  

  Riddick finally glared back at his father, "And what the HELL do you want me to say Dad!?”

  

  "What? You want to know WHAT!?” His father stood up, knocking over his chair, "Are you GAY!? Why did you lie to me!? What else are you hiding!?”

  

  "What does it matter if I'm gay!?” The panthion stood up too, "Why is it that important to you!? It's not like your best friend and ALL of the ones I've made here aren't too!”

  

  "Them being gay doesn't make this okay!” Chris pointed at the boy, "They aren't my son! And THEY didn't lie to me about it!”

  

  "And you wanna' know why I lied!? Look at how you're acting!” His son waved his paws, "I've been with you for one FUCKING month! And it had been...what? A god damned DAY when I had my first chance? I wasn't about to ruin the time we have together, and how DARE you expect me to risk that!?”

  

  The lion growled low again, his paws forming fists.

  

  "What? You're gonna' hit me now!?” Riddick pointed at the older cat, "THIS is why I didn't tell you!”

  

  "Damn-it!!” His father slammed a fist into the table, "This isn't about that! You were getting a blowjob from a pet!! It's bad enough that you're...” He took a breath, "And that you LIED to me about it, but S-Sirrus? And in the living room!?” He shook as he ran a paw through his headfur, "Why? Why couldn't you just be honest with me? This is the kind of...of relationship we're trying to build? Secrets and lies?”

  

  The Panthion let out a long sigh, "I'm...I'm sorry I didn't tell you.” He hung his head and sat back down in his chair, "But how...how could I? How could I know you'd be okay with it? How could I know I wouldn't ruin everything I had with you just like it was ruined with mom?”

  

  "Is...this what...?” Chris blinked, "Is this why she sent you back?”

  

  "It...more than played a hand in it, yeah.” His son put his head in his paws, "Look: I'm sorry, okay? I just...I didn't want this to happen. I didn't want you to find out about me: to learn that your own son was a tail raiser...”

  

  The lion took a step back, "W-What???”

  

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

  

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

  

  "No!” The panthion coughed and looked back up, "No...I...I mean...I...I have, but I just...” He shook his head, "You don't wanna' talk about what...about what all I've done...”

  

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

  

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

  

  "Damn-it Riddick...” The lion clenched his jaw, "I'm not in the mood to play games!”

  

  "I'm not trying to!” Riddick looked up again, "I...I just don't know why it matters what I've done. I mean...” He leaned his head back, "I'll tell you...I just...I just don't know why you want to know...”

  

  His father sighed and hesitantly picked up his chair, "Look, I just want to know, alright?” He sat back down himself, chin in his paw, "We...I mean we talked about girls together, right? Wh-why not this too?”

  

  "Well, I...” The panthion rolled his shoulders with a breath, "...there was never a collie. I...I've never even been with a girl. But there was a guy: one guy in particular. He was a red Panda.”

  

  "A red panda??” Wide eyed, Chris sat up straighter.

  

  His son nodded, "Uhm...yeah?” He sunk into himself, worried he'd said too much.

  

  The lion took deep breaths, steadying himself as much as he could before he continued, "It...it wasn't Michael was it? Did your step father-?”

  

  "No!” Riddick waved his paws frantically, "No. God, no. It wasn't Mike. The man barely spoke to me.”

  

  "Thank God.” His father went nearly limp in relief, running a paw through his mane again, "Well, then...who was he?”

  

  "His name was...” The panthion paused before he lied again, without lying. A pet name is still a name, "Angel.”

  

  "And...” Chris tapped the table, "...you raised tail for him?”

  

  "I loved him.” His son answered without missing a beat, and Chris winced at it, as the boy continued, "And I did, yes. We...we...are you sure you want to hear this?”

  

  The lion growled, growing irritated again, "Yes!”

  

  "We did a little bit of everything. You name it...” Riddick took a deep breath, "...we did it: oral, paw, foreplay, anal, a few little kinks, and even some light bondage. I raised tail for him, but...but he did the same for me.”

  

  "And...” His father furrowed his brow, "What else? Is it just him and...” he glanced toward the living room, "...and now Sirrus?”

  

  "Well, since I've got here...” The panthion sighed, "Luke and I have been...'playing around' I guess.” He took a shaking breath, growing more and more uncomfortable with this conversation. The one they'd had a month before had been awkward, sure, and the lying was a strain...but his father had been friendly, accommodating, and even proud. This, today, was a different Chris. "Dad look! I'm sorry if it bothers you that I'm gay. I just...I just am and I'm sorry. I should have said something, and I get that...I just...can we stop this?”

  

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

  

  "It...it...” His son tried not to let himself cry at all, but was failing at all but holding back the tears themselves, "Well then, why are you so damned mad at me!?”

  

  The lion looked like he was about to yell, but then stopped looking across at his son, and saw his eyes...saw him on the verge of tears. He'd done this...he'd done this to his own son. Chris ran his hands down his face, and padded over slowly, until he was standing right beside his son. He looked down into the panthion's eyes with a sigh. Who was he to put his son through all this for lying, when he himself...

  

  "I...I know he's a pet...” Riddick, looked up at the lion. He didn't know what to say, but he searched and tried, "I didn't hurt him, though. He wanted it...” The younger cat shook slightly, not at all sure what Chris had walked over to do, "I'm sorry dad...I...I really am...I just...”

  

  His father interrupted him by bending down and hugging the boy, holding him tight and close, "This...It's not your fault, Riddick. This wasn't your fault...” He stood back up straight, "...I'm sorry.”

  

  The panthion just watched, blinking as Chris turned and left the room. His son stood, following timidly behind the lion as he, without looking back once at Riddick, padded toward the front door. His father grabbed his coat, and the panthion just looked on, confused.

  

  Just then, as Chris slipped into his coat, the front door opened.

  

  Matt stood at the head of a beam of light from the setting sun that pierced into the living room just before he stepped through, "Hey kids! Make any plans for dinner tonight, yet?” He blinked and looked at the lion walking toward him, "Chris?”

  

  Chris just pushed Matt aside and walked past, slamming the door behind him with a rumbling echo. The ottercoon stared at the door, confused, as the sound of Chris's speeding rose and then died out.

  

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

  

  "Riddick?” Matt turned and walked closer to the cat, "What happened?”


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  and Eric Matthew Cameron

  Cecil B. North

  as Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  Well...

  Chris didn't respond well to that at all, did he? What's going on with that? Shouldn't he have been a little cooler with it, what with Matt & Sirrus...or more importantly Matt and HIM? Must be something else going on here...

  Find out what it is next chapter!


  Side Note: Chapter 9 is being posted today as well, so there's no wait this time.

  Like I said last time, I'm doing so because this chapter was so short, it didn't seem right to post it all by itself.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 32 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 9


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 9 --

  An Easy Process

  

  

  A full night of sleep, and a full day of work after Chris & Riddick's uncomfortable moment of truth...the front door of the Cameron Estate swung open, as its owner, Matt Cameron, burst into the entry way, tossing his hat and coat onto the rack.

  

  A room away, Chris sat solemnly, dressed still in his work clothes as he'd just gotten back, himself, and flipping through, but not really watching, the TV.

  

  Riddick was sunken into the recliner, as far away from his father as he could be, and stared at his feet as he shuffled them...just wishing the silence would break, as Matt stepped out and into the living room.

  

  Chris looked up, blankly, "Hey Matt...”

  

  "H-hey Matt!” Riddick looked up too, a good deal happier to see Matt home, "How was your day? Sirrus missed you, I think.”

  

  "I'm sure he did, Riddick.” Matt coughed softly, still feeling a lot of tension in the room.

  

  Without a word, Chris grunted and stood up. The silence killing him just as much as Riddick, and he padded slowly into the kitchen. Behind him his son just whimpered as he watched the lion leave.

  

  With a long, exaggerated sigh, Matt looked away from Riddick, and turned to follow his friend into the kitchen.

  

  "Chris...”

  

  The lion crushed his empty soda can and turned around, "Yeah?”

  

  "What the hell Chris?” Matt's eyes narrowed, "Are you not even talking to him now?”

  

  Chris didn't answer; he just sighed and looked down as he leaned back onto the counter.

  

  The ottercoon walked farther in, letting the door shut behind him, "I seriously cannot believe this is getting to you so bad! Hell, I can't believe you're even surprised!” He shook his head, "I knew the first day he was here. Didn't you see the way he looked at Luke!”

  

  Chris looked up, a hint of shocked in his eyes, "And you didn't tell me!?”

  

  "Not my place.” Matt shook his head, "And, like I said, I thought you knew, too...”

  

  The lion sighed and scratched the back of his paw idly, "Well, I didn't.”

  

  "Seriously, Chris...” Matt leaned against the stove, "Why is this bothering you?”

  

  "I...I don't know. He was just...” Chris clenched his fists and looked up at the ceiling, "...just right out there in the living room with it, and...”

  

  "And?” The ottercoon cut him off, "Neither of us have ever gotten so horny that we didn't wait to find an 'appropriate' private locale?”

  

  "It's not like he was pawing himself off, though, is it?” Chris looked back at his friend, "He was getting his dick sucked by a pet!”

  

  "Yeah...MY pet! You know: the pet that I play with...” Matt scratched his neck, "...or did...” He shook his head and got back to the subject at hand, "...it hasn't bothered you that I do it.”

  

  "Y-yeah...” The lion grumbled, "But he's my son. He should know better!”

  

  Matt raised a brow, "Whoa! Hold on, now! 'Know better?' What's that supposed to mean? There's suddenly something wrong with it?”

  

  "Matt, that...” Chris put his forehead in his paw, "That's not what I meant. It's just...”

  

  "No.” The ottercoon held up his paws, "You said it, so out with it. You have a problem with Sirrus and me?”

  

  "You're a grown damned man, Matt.” Chris held up a paw of his own, "And this is your home. It's not my place to tell you how to live your life.”

  

  "But if it was?” Matt crossed his arms.

  

  The lion looked away, crossing his own as he thought. After a growl and a huff, he finally responded, "It's...odd to say the least.”

  

  "And you'd have me stop it?” Matt tilted his head.

  

  "I...” Chris thought again, looking at the ceiling, "No. It's not like the little guy doesn't like...doesn't LOVE it.”

  

  "And you think he felt any different with Riddick?” The ottercoon smiled.

  

  "That's different!” Chris growled, "It's...he's...and...” He tensed up again, finding it hard to really place what he was feeling or thinking into words, and find a way past his friend's rationalizing.

  

  "Fine.” Matt shrugged, "Let's say there's something wrong with it, okay? But even so, you say he should 'know better?' Well, who's been there to teach him better? Thanks to Cheyenne, you certainly weren't!”

  

  "I don't know, Matt...it's just...” The lion frowned sadly and looked down, "...he lied to me.”

  

  "Okay, I guess I can understand why that would be bothering you.” Matt nodded, "But you've also gotta' think, Chris: could you have told your father something like that? Hell, did you even talk to your dad about GIRLS when you were 15?”

  

  Chris sighed, "No...I suppose not...I just...” He looked up, eyes focused, but slightly teary, "He had a perfect chance...but he lied to me. He even made up a girl, Matt.”

  

  "And you can really blame him?” The ottercoon laughed lightly, "You've gotta' know you're being too hard on him, here.”

  

  "I know...I guess. It's just...” Chris looked up at the ceiling for a moment before looking back down, "Matt...my son's gay.”

  

  "And?” Matt recoiled a little, "That, of all things, seriously can't be what's bothering you. So am I, and so is Sirrus, and so are all the other kids running around here! Not to...to mention...” He trailed off, his eyes narrowing and head tilting as if examining the lion. This WAS what was bothering him.

  

  "I know...but...but it's different with you and the others.” The lion shrugged, "I mean...none of you are my son, y'know?”

  

  Matt just brushed his headfur aside and remained silent, thinking as he peered at his friend, looking him up and down.

  

  "I...I mean...” Chris looked back across at him, catching his friend's eyes, "...that makes sense, right?”

  

  The ottercoon, though, just looked him right in the eyes, still silently taking the lion in.

  

  Chris gulped and averted his gaze, "Matt?”

  

  Matt finally opened his mouth to speak, but just looked down with a grunt and a hum.

  

  The lion took a step closer, "Please, Matt...?”

  

  Matt looked up again, "You DO realize you're gay, right, Chris?”

  

  Chris almost fell over, grasping the counter to keep himself steady, "What are you talking about??”

  

  "What do you THINK I'm talking about?” The ottercoon stared at him blankly, the same cold stare Matt mastered over the years, to hide whatever he might be thinking or feeling.

  

  Chris just shook his head and shrugged, his breaths growing more and more unsteady.

  

  "Chris...not two nights ago you had a cock-” Matt cut himself off and rephrased, "MY cock in your muzzle! What does that say to you?”

  

  The lion looked down again, "I was...I was just repaying the favor...”

  

  "Sure. And you were letting me give you the 'favor' in the first place...why?” Matt leaned forward, "Just having a little fun?”

  

  Chris looked up, "Y-yeah...”

  

  "You've been here for three months. When was the last time you had 'just a little fun' with a girl?” The ottercoon leaned back again, with his arms crossed and his eyes set, "Chris...your first night here you let be me all over you, and since then you've been sharing my bed almost every night, and 'returning the favor' more times than I could even begin to count.”

  

  Chris took a breath, but just stared on at his friend, looking lost and confused...and for the first time Matt could remember since a court room twelve years earlier...the lion looked scared.

  

  Matt stood up straight and motioned to the door, "Come on Chris...”

  

  The ottercoon walked out of the kitchen and into the dining room -- trying to distance them from Riddick -- and Chris walked with him, head low and eyes wide. They stepped lazily into the dining room and stopped beside the table. Chris was still staring at the floor, and Matt turned to look at him, dead on and annoyed...almost angry.

  

  "Chris...it's like you're three different people lately. There's the Chris that's sharing my bed at the end of the night, 'having his fun' and not questioning one bit of this. Until yesterday, there was Riddick's father: happy, and boisterous, and absolutely lighting this place up like I haven't seen since high school.” Matt shook his head and looked down too, "But I've been watching a third Chris...and he's pulling back, he's withdrawing, and he's scared. Something is ripping you apart.”

  

  The lion grunted and looked back toward the kitchen, silent.

  

  Matt looked up again and snapped, "Talk to me, goddamn-it!”

  

  Chris looked at his friend finally, his eyes angry, stern, and focused, "What the fuck do you want me to say Matt? Everyone around me is gay! This shit is just really getting to me, okay?”

  

  "Everyone around you!?” The ottercoon threw up his paws, "YOU'RE GAY, CHRIS!! Listen to yourself!”

  

  Chris clenched his jaw, "What do you mean listen to myself!?”

  

  "What exactly is 'getting to you,' Chris?” Matt grabbed the back of a chair and squeezed it, "What!?”

  

  The lion took a breath, looking like he was about to scream, but then stopped to look away and let out a low, long sigh, "I don't know, alright?”

  

  "No Chris! It's not all right!” Matt shook the chair, "It's not all right what you're doing to your son, or what you're doing to yourself!! I've stood back long enough, but now I'm getting answers out of you! Now you tell me: what's 'getting to you!?' Is it the 6 gay guys around you? The fact that one of them is a pet? The fact that one is your son?” He lowered his voice before it raised to a scream, "Or is it the fact that you can still taste my cum on your lips!?”

  

  "Shut the fuck up, Matt!” Chris roared and slammed his hand on the table, "I didn't ask for your help!”

  

  "Well you're getting it anyway!” The ottercoon pushed the chair against the kitchen table hard enough to push the table aside a few inches, "You're gay Chris. Be a man and deal with it!”

  

  Chris growled and shook, "I'm not.”

  

  "You're not? Really? Then what are you? The 'ladies man' still?” Matt stopped talking and looked around, "Where are all the ladies? I don't see any. No wife, no girlfriend, no trophy fuck, hell, not even a secret crush! I do see me, though!” He took a step back, "And from what I remember you telling me a few months ago, I'm not the first...am I?”

  

  The lion let his hand rest on the table and hung his head, "...I...”

  

  "Well?”

  

  Chris looked up, eyes tearing up again, "What the fuck do you want me to say, Matt?”

  

  "I'm just trying to get through to you, Chris. It's pretty fucking obvious, now, what's bothering you...” The ottercoon rubbed his forehead, "...and pretty obvious that you can't see it, either.”

  

  Chris looked back down, "Glad someone can...”

  

  Matt pulled that chair out from the table; turning it to face himself, "Sit down Chris...”

  

  The lion padded over quietly and sat down, head hung low as his pulled out another chair, facing it to Chris's and sitting down as well.

  

  Matt sighed and reached out, "Give me your paw.” Chris extended a paw and looked up, as Matt took it into his own and continued, "Chris, How long have we been friends?”

  

  Chris reflexively squeezed the paw, "Since high school.”

  

  The ottercoon smiled at the squeeze and returned it, "And how long had we known each other before I told you I was gay?”

  

  Chris shrugged, "Only about a year.”

  

  "Right...and you didn't run away, did you? You barely even cared. Hell,” Matt laughed, "I think your first question was if I thought you were hot!”

  

  The lion laughed for the first time today and nodded, "Yeah...it was.”

  

  "Then what are you running from now? When it's your own son...when the boy you've wanted back for twelve years is scared to death...when he needs his father, and was terrified to come to you with this to begin with...why are you acting like this? Can you answer me that?”

  

  Chris looked away with a sigh. "No...”

  

  "You know what you're doing -- you know how you acted about this was wrong then?” The ottercoon leaned forward, "But you can't even begin to tell me why you've reacted like this?”

  

  Chris really considered for the first time what he was putting Riddick through, and let his paw fall down, out of his friend's, "No...I...I can't.”

  

  "Then we've at least taken a step.” Matt smiled softly, "Now Chris...think about it: what about this could possibly be bothering you? You know the answer...”

  

  The lion growled silently and looked away, "No, Matt. I don't.”

  

  "Stop growling at me Chris. I'm just trying to help you.”

  

  Chris turned and glared, fists clenched, "How!? By telling me I'm gay!?”

  

  "By trying to make you see what you're doing to yourself!” The ottercoon clenched his as well, "And more importantly: to your son!”

  

  Chris stood, still glaring and a paw on the table, "Fine then Matt! What is it you're trying to show me!? How I'm gay? How I'm a horrible father? What!?”

  

  "Calm the fuck down Chris!” Matt stood up too, pointing at his friend, "Don't you forget whose house you're in! I'm doing my damndest to help you two, because it's obvious that neither of you are capable!”

  

  The lion just growled and looked away.

  

  "No Chris! You look at me!” Matt grabbed the lion's arm, and Chris turned back, still angry, but not saying anything as his friend continued, "You know you have no right to act like this toward your son! It doesn't even make sense! He hasn't done anything I haven't done, and -- more importantly -- very little that you aren't doing basically every night, Chris! And you know that! Don't you?”

  

  "Yes! All right?” Chris jerked his arm away, "Yes, I fucking know that.”

  

  "Then why are you!? Why did you?” The ottercoon stepped closer, "What are you angry about?”

  

  "I don't fucking know alright?!” Chris distanced himself again, walking over and standing by the china cabinet, "I thought this is what you were trying to 'help me with...'”

  

  Matt nodded, "It is,” and then shook his head, "but I can't just tell you. It's something you have to figure it out for yourself. I'm not in your head, but you are. This is something you have to let yourself realize and accept...but you just won't let yourself see...”

  

  "Why!?” The lion turned around and glared again, "Why do I have to figure it out?”

  

  "You want to stay like this!? Do you?” Matt stepped forward, again, right in Chris's face, "Do you want your son to end up hating you!? Do you want to spend the rest of your life like this? Depressed? Withdrawn? Lying to yourself? I'd like to think you're not so fucking self destructive, Chris!”

  

  "Damn-it! Stop acting like I want to be like this, Matt!” Chris roared, backing his friend up have a step, "I don't fucking know what's wrong! I'm trying, Matt! Goddamn-it, I am! But this whole thing with Riddick just keeps eating me up inside and I can't make it stop! Stop acting like I have a choice!”

  

  "You DO have a choice! And you're choosing to let this rip you apart instead of fucking facing it!” The ottercoon closed the gap again, tired of waiting for Chris to figure this out on his own, "Maybe you're not gay! Maybe you're not even bi! But that's not the point, anymore! Do you want to know what I see, Chris!? Do you?”

  

  "What?” Chris threw up his paws, "What do you see?”

  

  "You've been the same person since high school! The exact same person!” Matt poked his friend's chest, "Beer drinking jock, going from woman-to-woman, city-to-city, even found a job that ships you all over the damned place so you don't ever have to settle down anywhere.”

  

  The lion pushed his friend's prodding paw away, "Your point?”

  

  "My point...” Matt lowered his voice, "Is that now you've got a son, and get to deal with the fact that you've got to be a Goddamned adult, for once in your life. And on top of that, you don't even know who you are anymore, do you!? As much as you'd like to deny it, you don't even really know whether you're gay or not, do you!?”

  

  "...I...” Chris clenched his jaw and his fists, looking away.

  

  "And your son,” The ottercoon pointed toward the living room, "your own flesh and blood turns out to be gay, too. And it was easy to ignore when you were just the old, carefree jock, wasn't it? No need to worry about whatever you were...or were not. Why care? What did it matter? But now you're a father, and suddenly it DOES! And the reason you're so mad at Riddick, Chris...is that your boy just became a reminder of everything that you don't have the balls to man up to.”

  

  "Matt...” Chris's voice rose in a threatening growl as he looked his friend in the eyes.

  

  Matt, though, continued unabated, "And you just can't handle that you're life may change!! That maybe you're not the person you thought you were! And you're taking it out on your son! And as strong as you wanna' appear, you can't handle it alone! Can you!?”

  

  "Fine! I'm gay!!” The lion roared, "Are you fucking happy!?”

  

  Matt opened his mouth to yell, not having been done with his rant, but just let it close and stared at his friend. He'd said it.

  

  In front of him, Chris shook, but not the clenched and angry shaking of moments before. Silently he looked down at the floor, his eyes wide and his jaw hung open. He'd said it.

  

  After a bit of silence, both rolling over the lion's confession, Chris repeated himself without looking up, "Are...Are you happy now?”

  

  "Are you?”

  

  Chris looked up, a spark of anger in his eyes at first, but just as quickly relaxed, "I...I don't know.”

  

  The ottercoon grew silent, again, not sure what to say at this point. He opened his mouth to speak, trying to figure out how to word what he was thinking, but failing.

  

  Chris stared at him, noticing his muzzle's movements, "Just, out with it Matt...”

  

  "This isn't an easy process, Chris: coming to terms with your sexuality.” Matt took a breath and rubbed his forehead, "And I'd assume it's the same for someone who's spent the better part of 30 years believing he was straight.”

  

  The lion blinked, "...you'd assume right.”

  

  "You're my best friend...my only friend...and you know how much I care about you.” Matt moved in closer and hugged him hesitantly, "I'm here for you, Chris. You don't have to deal with it alone, okay?”

  

  Though a little uncomfortable, Chris managed a smile and hugged him back, "Thank you.” He only held it for a moment, though, before stepping away again.

  

  "It's not an easy process...it's NEVER an easy process.” The ottercoon looked him in the eye, "But take it from someone with personal experience: it's no easier for a confused teenage boy who needs his father...”

  

  Chris's eyes shot open, "I need to talk to my son.”

  

  "You do.” Matt nodded and stepped aside.

  

  The lion walked past his friend and out of the room, with only a quick glance and a smile on the way, "Thanks again.” He disappeared into the kitchen and beyond, as Matt listened to his fading voice, "Riddick?”

  

  The ottercoon made his way on into the kitchen as well, but no farther: leaving Riddick & Chris to themselves. He opened the fridge and freezer, searching for ideas for their dinner for the night, only to grumble to himself after a moment. Cooking was Chris's job.

  

  "Riddick!”

  

  Matt jumped a bit when he heard Chris yell from the living room. He closed the fridge and left the kitchen just in time to run right into the lion near the entry way, "Whoa! Chris? What's going on?”

  

  "Riddick!” The lion moved his friend aside, "He ran away!”

  

  "Hey! Wait!” Matt grabbed Chris's arm to stop him again, as he tried to storm past, "Maybe not. Did you check his room? The back yard?”

  

  "Sirrus said he ran out the front door!” Chris jerked his arm away and continued on his way to the door, swinging it open, "RIDDICK!?”

  

  The ottercoon ran to join him in the doorway, "Is he out there?”

  

  Chris turned back, "I don't see him, Matt!”

  

  "Calm down.” Matt grabbed his friend's shoulders, "We'll find him. You take your car and I'll take mine, okay? I know where all three of the boys live. I can check there.”

  

  "Y-yeah...” The lion took a deep shaky breath and steadied himself with a nod, "...I have an idea too.”


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Eric Matthew Cameron

  and Riddick Dumar Eden

  Cecil B. North

  as Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  And on it goes...

  So I guess that explains Chris's reactuon last time. Good thing Matt was around to help him figure things out for himself...or more importantly, for Riddick.

  But, too bad it looks like the damage has already been done. Where's Riddick gone off to now? Alex, Jasyn, or Luke's? Where ever Chris is planning to look? Will they be able to find him? Will everything be okay with him and his father? How will this affect their relationships with one another, Matt, Luke, and the rest of the cast?

  Tune in next time and beyond to find out!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 31 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 10


  Day before last, Riddick saw his mother for what he could only hope would be the last time...and today he saw the ocean for the first.

  

  The last two nights, he'd laid himself to sleep in Matt Cameron's guest room...and at this moment, he was laying sprawled out in the sand.

  

  It had been less than forty-eight hours since he'd tasted Luke, his newest friend...and now he tasted drying salt water on his lips and his fur.

  

  As he watched the clouds shift about high in the early evening sky, yellow fur flashed through his peripheral vision, and he was suddenly assaulted with an eruption of sand. Chris had returned from the water to plop down beside him.

  

  The panthion sat up and looked at his father, the lion's dark soaked mane pinned to his head, neck, shoulders, chest and back, and he smiled a toothy grin back at his sandy son.

  

  Riddick shook and brushed himself off, "Thanks...”

  

  "Don't mention it!” Chris grabbed the black cat around the shoulders and pulled him close in a hug. "Sorry again we couldn't find anything to watch...”

  

  Riddick just sank into the hug. He wanted to say something. He wanted to say how he was glad they couldn't pick a movie and a time. He wanted to say how great it was that he got to be with his father for his very first time at the beach, and how no movie could compare. How they could make up for missing the movie any time, but that this was the perfect way to spend their first real day together. He wanted to thank his father for the hug, and tell him how great today was, despite the uncomfortable "talk” they'd had before they left the house. For a second, he even wanted to lean away from his father, take a deep breath, and broach an even more uncomfortable subject: telling his father the truth he'd avoided sharing earlier.

  

  Riddick wanted to say something, but he just sank into the hug.

  

  And the lion smiled and held his son tighter.

  

  

  

  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 10 --

  It's Complicated

  

  

  A month later, Riddick was missing following a day of fighting over newly exposed secrets, and stubbornly denied truths...and Chris was on the prowl to find his son.

  

  The lion drove hurriedly down the waterfront, a dark overcast of clouds matting the whole area in a soft shadow as he scanned the surroundings.

  

  Just out on the beach, alone out in the sand, Riddick sat against the wooden leg of one of the lifeguard towers. His head was on his knees, and he was sure that if he stayed sitting there that he couldn't be seen...not with his dark fur at night.

  

  Chris slowed, his headlights illuminating an old lifeguard tower...and a small stark swatch of white. He slammed on his brakes.

  

  The panthion sunk as he saw everything light up around him, and huffed as he remembered that his mane was white, "Damn-it.”

  

  Chris turned off the car and hopped out, not bothering to close the door as he ran down and into the sand.

  

  Riddick watched the running shadow cast from the headlights and lifted his head as he began to hear the muted sound of paws in the sand. His stomach knotted almost immediately, just knowing he was only moments from more of the anger he'd left to avoid.

  

  The lion skid to a stop in the sand, at the base of the tower, and looked down at the Panthion, breathing heavily from the extensive sprint.

  

  "You...” Riddick looked up at his father, speaking first, before the yelling could start, "You know...? I had never been to a beach before...before you brought me here last month.” He looked back out over the water, "It's...nice.”

  

  Chris moved to take a step closer and stopped, just staring at his son through damp eyes.

  

  Of course, in the dark and shade, the panthion couldn't see his father's tearing eyes, and he continued, "That day meant a lot to me: getting to coming down here...with you. But I guess you know that. I probably told you that, that day, right? Why else would you have known to look here?”

  

  Chris gulped and fell to his knees in the sand, nearly tackling his son as he wrapped his arms around the black cat and pulled him in close, "I'm so sorry Riddick...” He sniffled softly, "I didn't...I...”

  

  Riddick pushed away from the hug and looked, blinking, at his father, his hands on the lion's shoulders, "...you...are you crying?”

  

  "N-No...” The lion wiped his eyes quickly and shook his head, trying his best to put on a straight face, "The sand...it's just the sand...”

  

  "You were crying.” Riddick wasn't sure what to think about that, and dropped his paws away from the larger cat's shoulders, "I...I didn't mean to scare you...”

  

  "No. It's okay.” Chris shook his head and placed his own paws on his son's shoulders, "Riddick...look...about what you overheard between me and Matt.”

  

  "It's nothing I hadn't already heard, dad.” The panthion cut him off, looking down at the sand, "I'm gay and a disappointment...I lied and fucked around with a pet...”

  

  Chris opened his mouth to tell his son he wasn't a disappointment, but he stopped and raised an eyebrow. Riddick hadn't overheard. He must have left before his and Matt's conversation had gotten to...

  

  Riddick looked back up at his father, smiling a little, "I...I kept telling myself that you'd come looking for me...th-that you still loved me...” He sniffled, trying not to cry anymore; he had done enough of that before his father got there.

  

  The lion took him into another warm hug, holding back tears of his own, "I'll always love you Riddick. Always. There isn't ANYTHING that can change that.”

  

  Riddick hugged back this time, "I...I'm sorry I doubted you.” He closed his eyes and buried his muzzle in the hollow of his father's neck, not being able to hold back a soft hiccup, "I love you too, dad.”

  

  Chris squeezed Riddick and picked him up from the cold sand, pulling back as they stood up, "N-Now...I'll have none of that...” Sniffling softly, he placed a paw on the side of his son's face with a smile.

  

  The panthion had hoped his father couldn't see the tears, "N-none of what?”

  

  Chris used his thumb to wipe away under Riddick's eye, "This...”

  

  Riddick looked down and wiped his cheeks in silence. "I'm sorry...” With a breath, he clenched his jaw to hold back any more tears and then looked back up, "...sorry that I can't...be what you want me to.”

  

  "Riddick...” The lion shook his head and brushed his son's face, "I couldn't be more proud of what you've grown up to be. I shouldn't have done what I did. I was just...being stupid. I should NEVER have acted like that.”

  

  "But...” Riddick looked away, stammering, "But...you were so...”

  

  "Angry?” Chris cut him off, "Turns out I'm not too old to be wrong.”

  

  The panthion looked back with a smile and a soft chuckle, but then shook his head, "But I lied to you...and I...I mean, what you caught me doing with Sirrus...”

  

  "You're a fifteen year old boy.” Chris grunted a laugh and raised his eyebrow.

  

  Riddick opened his mouth to respond, but paused. Through narrow eyes he looked his father over, before letting out a short laugh of his own, "Are...you saying that makes what I did okay?”

  

  "Well...yes, actually!” The lion restrained more laughter, smiling his big toothy grin at his son, "I would have taken any opportunity to stick it in something at your age, too. Hell: I DID! You've met your mother.”

  

  "Oh...” Riddick grimaced at the thought, but really laughed outwardly for the first time since he was caught the day before.

  

  "But...uhm...” Chris shook his head, tapering his own laughter off, "That wasn't what I meant.”

  

  "Hmmm?” The panthion smiled back at his father softly, "It's not?”

  

  "No. I mean: it's true...but, I meant that that's why I was wrong to get mad about the lying...” Chris put a paw on his son's shoulder again, "You're a fifteen year old boy, and you were scared. You had every reason to not be comfortable talking to me about something like this. And more importantly...you're MY fifteen year old boy. I should have thought about you first and been there for you...but instead I was...an asshole.”

  

  "So...” Riddick tilted his head with a cautious smile, "You're...not mad anymore?”

  

  "Never should have been to begin with.” The lion shook his head, "Not saying I condone the Sirrus thing...or won't seriously consider repercussions if the act repeats itself, especially right out in the living room...”

  

  "Yeah...” Riddick rubbed the back of his head.

  

  "But I do understand it. And we'll call my overreaction punishment enough for the first offense.” Chris smiled his big toothy grin again, "And as for the rest: being gay, the secrecy, and even Luke...there's nothing wrong with any of it, and I'm sorry.” He took a breath, "I screwed up Riddick. I made a huge mistake and I'm sorry...you didn't deserve any of this. Not at all.”

  

  Eyes filling with tears again, the panthion responded with a sudden burst forward into a hug, "Thank you.”

  

  "Can you...” Chris just hugged him back tight, "...can you forgive me?”

  

  Riddick sniffled lightly, "Of course I can. I...I...” He pulled himself as tight against his father as he could, "I love you.”

  

  The lion looked down at him, and placed a gentle paw on his son's head. "I love you too...”

  

  Riddick backed up, out of the hug, not so sure if either he or his father were comfortable with him being that loving, "I was so worried.” He began again, hesitantly, "I thought...I thought everything had changed.”

  

  "Well...you're right about that...” Chris averted his eyes with a slight smile, "...things HAVE changed...just not in the way you think.”

  

  "Can we sit down again?” The panthion pointed over at the stairs for the lifeguard tower, "Over there, maybe? My legs are a bit tired...I walked a long way.”

  

  Chris looked out across the water, thinking back to their first day here, and hugging his son here in the sand. "I have a better idea...” Eyes on the water, he padded down the beach a ways, the night sky looming overhead. Satisfied with a spot, he plopped down into the sand, finally looking back at his son.

  

  Riddick followed after him, looking down with a smile, "In the sand like before, then?”

  

  The lion ran his paw through the sand beside him where he wanted Riddick to sit as he listened to the waves, "That's the idea.”

  

  Riddick's smile widened as he gently lowered himself down next to his father. He hesitated once there, but leaned against the older cat after a moment: revisiting the month old memory that brought both of them here tonight.

  

  Chris, though, surprised him, and fell back onto the sand, causing his son to suddenly lose his only support and awkwardly tumble back with him.

  

  The panthion landed half on top of his father, his face falling into the lion's mane. He lifted himself up, pushing off of his father's chest, and glared through playfully narrowed eyes.

  

  Chris just shot back with his same toothy grin.

  

  Smiling back, Riddick pushed off and rolled over. He fell back, lying out on his back beside his father, intentionally mimicking exactly how Chris was laying, and even his toothy grin.

  

  The lion let out a short, but roaring grunt of a laugh at his boy's imitation, before turning to look back up at the stars, silently.

  

  Riddick turned his head away and looked up too, breathing out a long sigh through his smile, "I love this beach. You...you have no clue...how much this means to me...this place...I...” He trailed off, feeling oddly uncomfortable. That was something rare for him -- being uncomfortable -- but so was having a reason for such sappy sentiment.

  

  Chris nodded, noting his son's nervousness, "I love it here too. I used to come here during summer when I was a cub. I always snuck out at night and came here; I'd lay here for hours, and not always by myself.” He laughed, "Your grandmother got so mad.”

  

  "That sounds nice...” The panthion turned to look at his father again, still smiling, "I've only been here once...or twice, now, I guess.” He sighed and moved closer, "T-two of the best times of my life...both with you.”

  

  Chris smiled and he felt a twinge in the corner of his eyes. He kept his face looking up, though, so as to not let Riddick see if any tears formed, "Y-yeah?”

  

  "I was so afraid you hated me.” Riddick rolled over and put his face on Chris's chest and shoulder, his eyes closed, "I'm glad...I'm glad I was wrong, dad. I didn't want everything to change.”

  

  The lion wrapped an arm around Riddick's waist and smiled down, "I'd never be able to hate you...nothing will ever change that...”

  

  Riddick pulled himself closer, shamelessly cuddling with his father, but after a moment, his eyes blinked open, "Oh, wait. Uhm...earlier you said...that something DID change. What did you mean?”

  

  "Nonono!” Chris's fear took hold. Minutes earlier, he'd taken a tiny step toward broaching the subject, but now he withdrew again. Talking about this with his son -- telling him what Matt had gotten through to him just earlier this same night -- it was something he just wasn't ready to handle. "...you must've misheard me...”

  

  "Oh, sorry.” The panthion nuzzled his father's chest, "I must have. I just could have sworn you said...” He stopped himself. He knew what he heard, but there was no reason to push it if his dad didn't want to talk. "...never mind.”

  

  Chris sighed, as his son closed his eyes again and cuddled close. He couldn't back out on this now. Matt had been right about everything: all of this was because Chris couldn't accept who he was. His fears had cause all of the problems of the past two days, and he couldn't let them continue to rule him and cause trouble and pain for himself...or his son. "No...you were right...” If he wanted honesty from his son, he should reciprocate. "I...I have a bit of a confession to make.”

  

  Riddick opened his eyes again, and sat up to look down at his dad, "A confession?

  

  The lion looked up at him, and sighing through a nod, "Yeah.”

  

  Riddick blinked, "What's wrong?”

  

  Chris sat up, leaning on his elbows, "Riddick, the reason I got so upset, the reason I blew up like I did...it wasn't because of you.”

  

  The panthion blinked again and scratched his neck, "It wasn't?”

  

  "No.” Chris shook his head and looked up, staying silent for a moment. He heard Matt's voice in his head telling him to 'be a man and deal with it,' and he let out a long, calming breath. There was no point in hiding it, anymore, "Riddick, I'm gay, too.”

  

  Riddick didn't recoil, jump, or yell. He didn't fall back from his father in a lump on the sand. He didn't even take his paws off of his father's chest and shoulder. Instead, he was simply still. His eyes darted about for a moment, before locking back on his father's face, where they narrowed as he stared. His mouth opened slowly and his voice was soft, "I don't think I get the joke.”

  

  "It's no joke, Riddick.” The lion shook his head, "I didn't want to believe it myself at first...and I honestly thought I was going to hit Matt for saying it, but...”

  

  Riddick finally moved, as if finally hit with what his father had said and recoiling from it...but in slow motion. His eyes widened as he leaned back, separating from his father, and sitting up completely, "Stop it, dad.”

  

  Chris sat up too, "Stop?”

  

  "I...I don't know what you're trying to do but...” The panthion's eyes darted about more as his paws gripped at the sand, "...but it's not funny.”

  

  "It's not meant to be.” Chris took in a deep, shaking breath. He wasn't sure how Riddick would react, but was having trouble gauging this...disbelief?

  

  "It...” Riddick shook his head, "...it would be one thing if you really were, but-”

  

  "But I'm not?” The lion cut off his son and moved closer, "Riddick, please. I need you to calm down and listen to me.” He put his paws on his son's shoulders and got him to look him in the eye. "It's not just you. Or Matt, or Luke, or Sirrus and your friends. Riddick...” He paused to make sure his son saw the seriousness in his face, "I'm gay.”

  

  "But you were so mad...” Riddick broke eye contact with his father, looking all around the beach, "...and you...you...why were you so...so...I mean, if you are too...?”

  

  "I didn't want to admit it.” Chris shrugged, one paw still on his son's shoulder, "It took me finding out about you, and Matt basically brow beating me before I even really considered it.”

  

  "But...you would barely even talk to me, and...” The panthion shakily looked back at his father, "...and when you did it was...you were so...”

  

  "Mean? Belligerent?” Chris took a deep breath, squeezing his boy's shoulder, and came completely clean, "Seeing you with Sirrus...knowing my own flesh and blood was gay...it was too much for me to handle...too hard, after that, to keep denying that I was too. I was scared, I was angry at myself, I was fighting so hard to...to still be the person I thought I was...and I took all of it out on you, like it was your fault.” He offered an apologetic smile, "Like I said: I was being an asshole. And I'm sorry...”

  

  "How...” Riddick blinked, "...how do you know?

  

  "How do I know I'm gay?” The lion chuckled, barely able to hold back a real laugh, "How do you know YOU are?”

  

  "That...that's different.” Riddick shook his head, "I mean...I'm ONLY attracted to guys. I've never been with...with a...” He rubbed his neck, "...but you were AT LEAST with mom, right? And she can't be the only one. I just...I mean...how can you be sure?”

  

  Chris let out a short grunt of a laugh, "Well, the fact that Matt and I have been exchanging 'favors' for the past three months could be a hint.”

  

  "Favors!?” Now, the panthion recoiled, choking slightly and coughing, "Like...like my and L-Luke's favors?”

  

  Chris smiled his wide, dumb, toothy smile and scratched his mane, "Yeah, I guess so.”

  

  "Dad...” Riddick leaned in a little, "I asked you when I first got here if you and Matt were together...and even a couple of times since then. Y-you said no.”

  

  "Well, now...I would have, wouldn't I?” The lion laughed softly, "Besides, it's not like we're actually 'together.'”

  

  "Just...” Riddick smirked, thinking about him and Luke, "...good friends playing around?”

  

  Chris nodded, "Yeah.”

  

  "But you're living in the same house with him.” The panthion jerked, sitting up straighter and going wide-eyed, "Do you two share the bed!? Is that where you were the night that the two guest bedrooms and the couch were full? My first night here?”

  

  Chris smiled guiltily and nodded, "...that's where I am most nights.”

  

  "But, you said...” Riddick looked down, and then back up, "How are you not together?”

  

  "It's complicated.”

  

  Silence fell over the lion and his son, save for the sound of rushing wind and slowly repeating waves. The scene was tranquility and dim ocean light...but inside Riddick's head there was chaos and confusion.

  

  His father was gay? Images of the elder lion and Matt, pieced together from what he'd seen of them, and what his mind had to invent, flashed through his head. Images like those, normally, would cause a stirring somewhere low, but, for some reason these caused a tightness inches higher. The panthion's arms wrapped around his stomach.

  

  His father was gay. The words and silences of the last two days mixed together with those of the last half hour. A close call a little too close...secrets, lies, contradictions, complications, anger, and love. His breaths shook and grew deep, and his eyes clouded.

  

  His father was gay! He should be laughing at the irony. He should be smiling at the new connection they had, the new common thread drawing him closer to the lion. He should be happy that this is something he never, ever, has to bear alone. But he was shaking, not laughing. He was crying, not smiling. Damp eyes on the sand, he scooted backwards an inch, distancing himself from his father. Why wasn't he happy?

  

  Chris flattened his ears and leaned in to follow, "R-Riddick?”

  

  Tears streaked the panthion's cheeks and struck the sand, "I don't understand...I don't...I...” For all his height, fitness, ebon fur, and the sharp, predatorial looks of a big cat, he looked like no more than a scared child, "...you're gay?”

  

  Chris nodded, scared that he'd done something wrong, that he'd hurt or frightened his son, and should never have said anything. Slowly, he reached a paw forward.

  

  Riddick sat still, his whiskers twitching and his ears back as he watched his father's paw inching closer. He didn't stop it. He didn't want to. But he made no attempt to meet it.

  

  The lion stopped and sat the paw back on the sand, eyes lonely and longing, "I'm sorry Riddick...” He stood up, dusting himself off and turning, "Lets...just go home...”

  

  Riddick's eyes widened as he watched the lion walk away, "No...come back...” He mewed softly, and went unheard, "Please?” He spoke up loud enough for his father to hear, "Dad?”

  

  Chris stopped and turned his head around, guilty eyes staring at Riddick over his shoulder, and the panthion sniffled and met his eyes, pleadingly. Only wanting his father to come back, he reached a paw out.

  

  Chris padded back, but didn't sit down. He just stared down with the same lonely, guilty eyes, as Riddick held his paw up to his father. He tugged the elder cat's pants gently and held the out for him to grab hold of.

  

  The lion reached down and helped Riddick to his feet, bringing them nose to nose.

  

  "You...” Riddick's words caught in his throat, "...you're really gay?”

  

  Chris just nodded solemnly.

  

  The panthion took a step forward, sliding his arms around his father's back. He pulled himself close and held on tight, burying his face in the lion's mane and not saying anything else.

  

  Chris was shocked, but somehow, he understood. With a smile, he leaned down, wrapping his arms around his son too and pulling him in deep.

  

  Not a word was said. They just stood, in the dim ocean light, and the soft sound of the slowly repeating waves.


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  Cecil B. North

  as Christopher Phillip Eden

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  Sometimes, it's nice to just have a chapter that ends, yeah?

  No need for a bunch of loose ends, cliffhangers, and drama. Just honesty, happiness, and closure. ^_^

  Next time we go about switching gears a little bit! See you then!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 30 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 11


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 11 --

  Dumb

  

  

  Matt parked his car in nearly the same place he had the last time he was here, four months earlier. He turned his head and smiled at Sirrus, the dragon sitting up on his haunches in the passenger seat, and wearing his leash and his loincloth type garment.

  

  It had been a few weeks since Chris & Riddick made up. It was early July, and Sirrus and Matt hadn't been here since their one and only visit back in March...a visit which didn't go all that well.

  

  "Here we are, boy! You remember the park?”

  

  Sirrus smiled back wide and wagged his tail with a nod, "Yup!”

  

  The ottercoon reached over and petted his dragon on the head, and then grabbed for the leash and tugged on it a bit, "Hop over into my lap, boy.”

  

  Sirrus hunched down, wagging his butt and then leaped over the center console and into Matt's lap. He turned for a moment and then sat, his legs on either side of his Master's, and smiled up at him.

  

  Matt smiled back down at him and kissed him on the nose, then opened the door and motioned with his head for his pet to jump out.

  

  The dragon wagged his tail more and hopped out, padding impatiently within the confines of his leash as he waited for his master to get out, too.

  

  Matt slid out of the car and smiled down at his pet with a chuckle before leaning down and scratching him under the chin. With his other paw, though, he wound the leash around his wrist and fist, so the little guy couldn't run off and do anything to get them in trouble...like last time.

  

  Sirrus circled his master, still on all fours, and nuzzled Matt's leg, "Wadda' we gonna' do?”

  

  The ottercoon looked over at some playground equipment, and then at some other masters with their more feral pets. He opened his maw to answer Sirrus, but stopped himself when he realized how many times he'd have to say 'play,' or a word with 'play' in it, to answer the question. "Uhm...” He shook his head slightly and looked back down at his pet, "Take a walk?”

  

  Sirrus just smiled up at his master, glancing over at the playground for a second, then nodded.

  

  Matt took a step onto the curb and into the grass, Sirrus close at his heels, "I really wanted us to be able to have fun last time we were here, but it just got so messed up. I thought I should bring you back, finally.”

  

  The dragon rolled over onto the grass, squirming around a bit, and giggled, "Uh-huh!”

  

  Matt chuckled at him, "Don't you do that enough in the grass at home?”

  

  "Different grass!” Sirrus rolled over completely, onto his stomach and then back onto his back, tugging a little at the leash in the process, "New grass!”

  

  The ottercoon just laughed. He started to tug on the leash to stop Sirrus so they could walk...but he stopped himself and just smiled. There was no reason not to let his pet have his fun. "Is that all that's different between the park and my back yard? Grass?”

  

  "No...” Back on his feet, Sirrus padded around Matt, stopping to roll around in a different patch grass. "More people too!” He popped back up and nuzzled his master's leg, quickly, this time, though, waiting for him to decide where they should go.

  

  Matt smiled down at Sirrus, "I should hope so.”

  

  The dragon nuzzled his leg again, "Time to walk?”

  

  Matt scratched at his pet's ear, "As soon as you're done with the grass.”

  

  Sirrus leaned into the scratching, silently, and then turned his head, looking over at the other masters and pets by the playground.

  

  The ottercoon stood up straighter, turning his own head to follow his pet's line of sight, "You wanna' go over there?” He pointed at the playground equipment.

  

  Sirrus nodded emphatically, grabbing the leash with his teeth and tugging it.

  

  Matt smiled and let his pet pull them off in that direction, where all of the masters and their feral pets were running about, "You know, boy...you'll probably be one of the few pets here that can talk, right?”

  

  The dragon meeped softly and stopped, "Mast--errr...Matt?”

  

  Matt blinked and looked down at him, "Boy?”

  

  "Whadda'ya mean?” Sirrus looked back at his master with a tilted head.

  

  "I mean that most pets don't talk...” The ottercoon knelt down by his dragon, "You're...you're special.”

  

  Sirrus shook his head, "But...but at the...” He paused to remember the word, "Place...where you got me...”

  

  "The pound?”

  

  The dragon nodded, "At the pound, the other pets could talk! We talked a lot...”

  

  Matt sighed and rubbed his neck, "Sirrus...that...that place was special too. It was a place specifically for pets like you, pets who can talk.”

  

  Sirrus looked down, pondering, "But...that means some pets do talk...”

  

  "Yeah...” The ottercoon put a paw on his dragon's back, "Some do. But you're really really rare and special. I don't think you're gonna' find any other pets like you here. These...” He looked back out at the masters and their ferals in the distance, "...they just don't think or talk like you.”

  

  Sirrus dropped down, sitting on his butt, and tilted his head again, with a sad, confused expression on his muzzle, "But...then how do I make friends?”

  

  "Well, you could just...run around with them like they are?” Matt pointed to them, "See? Fight with them over the balls, and sticks, and stuff like that...” He looked back at Sirrus, only now considering how little he actually understood about his pet. Was that kind of thing something he was even interested in? He could talk, he could think...was he too smart for that kind of playing? Was it...offensive or even insulting to suggest something like that?

  

  The dragon was silent. Whether any similar thoughts went through his head or not, Matt couldn't tell. The little dragon slowly tilted his head for a third time, as he watched the feral dogs fight and bark at each other. And then he mumbled, "They're talking.”

  

  Matt looked over at them too. He took a breath and then looked back at his pet, "But can you understand what they're saying?”

  

  "No...but they talk...” Sirrus shook his head, trying to make sense of this, "I-I can't play with them if I can't talk to them...”

  

  The ottercoon nuzzled Sirrus a little, and sighed sadly, "I'm sorry boy. Would...you rather go somewhere else, then? Do you want to do something else? We can do whatever you want.”

  

  Sirrus just sighed and looked down. He didn't answer, as his tail just slowly moved about through the grass.

  

  Matt opened up his arms with a soft, sad smile, "Come here.”

  

  The dragon moved over, climbing up Matt's kneeling legs and wrapping himself around his master's torso, mewling softly.

  

  Matt wrapped his own arms back around Sirrus and nuzzled at his neck, "I'm sorry boy. I wish you could make some friends. I...I don't know what to do, though.”

  

  Sirrus squeezed and looked around, trying his best to see if he could find someone, anyone to play with.

  

  The ottercoon stood up with Sirrus still in his arms, and clenched his jaw through a long breath. He felt like he'd done more harm than good, bringing his pet here today. Sirrus was so happy when he thought he was about to make some new friends, and it was so quickly being taken away from him.

  

  His head hanging over his mater's shoulder, Sirrus kept looking...but the park was a large place and it was hard to see all the way around.

  

  Matt leaned his head back a little, watching Sirrus look around, "What are you looking for boy?”

  

  "Other pets...” The dragon looked down, not having seen anyone, "...that look like they can talk.”

  

  Matt sighed, "You didn't see any?”

  

  Sirrus just shook his head, but looked around one last time regardless.

  

  "I'm sorry Sirrus...” The ottercoon kissed his pet on the forehead, "I don't know what to tell you, boy. The other pets just...they're not like you.”

  

  Sirrus whimper a little sigh and hopped down, padding around a little bit and still scanning around.

  

  Matt frowned as he watched, feeling horrible for his pet. He knew the little guy couldn't find anyone. There wasn't anyone to find...anyone like him. It had never occurred to Matt, before today, that the little dragon being so unique could be anything other than a blessing. Sirrus was smart, he was unique, and he was special. But only in this moment did Matt finally see that he was lonely. Looking out at the park with his pet, Matt saw what Sirrus must see. All around were pets he could never really connect with. He was just too much more intelligent than they were, and they would never be able to be like him...or even talk to him.

  

  There were the evolved furs like Matt, of course. And, sure, they could speak with him, and, so far, he'd done well finding some sort of companionship from Matt, Chris, and the four boys. But that could never be the same either. Matt couldn't exactly let Sirrus go and try and make friends with anyone like that, here. The dragon's complete lack of boundaries would only cause complications, like it had with Alex & Jasyn four months before, with Chris the night he arrived, and most recently, with Riddick. And even if that wasn't a problem -- if everyone would react as well as Chris had -- an evolved fur could never be the kind of friend the little guy wanted, anyway. With them, there would always be emotions and concerns he couldn't quite wrap his mind around, problems he would always be privy too but never really understood, and conversations that were always just a little ways above his head. For Sirrus's part, there was a separation there that he could never close, and for their part, they would never really see him as one of them. He would always be the lovable pet, at best, if not the unique and entertaining oddity.

  

  The ottercoon watched as his pet gave up and sat down, his head hung low as he clawed lightly at the grass. No normal pet would ever be what Sirrus wanted. And no evolved fur could ever fill the gap the way Sirrus needed...unless it was a cub, and Matt certainly couldn't get a child, let alone leave it unsupervised with Sirrus. That left only one option.

  

  Matt tugged on the leash a bit to pull his pet back towards him.

  

  The dragon looked back, then moved and padded over, his head still hung low.

  

  Matt knelt down again and petted the dragon's muzzle, "I know what we can do!” He smiled down at his pet.

  

  Sirrus tilted his head at his Master, "You do?”

  

  "Sure!” The ottercoon continued petting the little guy, "I don't want you to be lonely, and I think I know how I can fix it. How about I go back to the pound, and you can come with me, and we'll find another talking pet. One just like you: and he can come live with us!” He smiled wider, "That way you'll have yourself a friend!”

  

  Sirrus smiled back weakly up and opened his muzzle to speak, only to change his mind, nuzzling his master's leg instead.

  

  "What is it?” Matt tilted his head.

  

  "If you get a new pet...” The dragon fidgeted, not wanting to say, but knowing he should be a good boy and answer his master, "...you'll just...end up liking him more than me. Like you do Chris.”

  

  "I...I don't...” Matt startled slightly and shook his head, "Sirrus...I don't like Chris more than I do you.”

  

  "But you don't play with me anymore.” Sirrus clawed the ground without looking up, "You only play with him.”

  

  "That doesn't...I-I mean...” The ottercoon averted his gaze, absent mindedly examining the grass as he let that register with him. Sirrus wanted friends...and Matt was right that no feral or evolved fur would do. But he hadn't considered why it had only now come up.

  

  Sirrus wasn't lonely just because he was unique, and had these obstacles standing between him and friends. He was lonely because he'd lost the person he loved. He was lonely because his master had spent months growing farther and farther from him, paying more and more attention to someone new.

  

  Matt shook his head and stood up. Sirrus tilted his head as he watched, and Matt tugged on the leash, "Come with me, boy...”

  

  The dragon padded along behind him, confused but enjoying the view of the park, as he and Matt walked down the concrete sidewalk along the edge of trees and bushes. He padded along behind, kicking a few rocks along the way and looking back and forth between the tree line and the other visitors to the park, still hoping to see a pet like him.

  

  Suddenly, Matt turned. He slipped through a gap in the bushes and trees, and Sirrus had to pick up his pace to keep up with his master, as they walked out into the brush and away from the sight of the park.

  

  After a moment, the ottercoon turned again, stopping in a tiny, open, grassy spot behind surrounded in trees: still close enough to hear the laughter and playing from the park--but not close enough to see it. He sat down and his pet hopped over.

  

  Sirrus sat in front of his master with his head tilted in confusion.

  

  Before he could open his muzzle to speak, Matt reached forward, hooking his pet's loincloth, and pulling Sirrus closer with a smile.

  

  The dragon meeped again and put a claw on his master's leg, instinctively fighting being pulled so suddenly, "M-matt?”

  

  Matt kissed Sirrus on the end of his nose, "Sirrus...I'm sorry.”

  

  Sirrus relaxed and let himself be pulled closer. He licked Matt's nose pad with a smile, "Don't be sorry...”

  

  "I am though. I...” The ottercoon narrowed his eyes for a moment as he petted the little dragon, "I want you to listen really carefully, okay?”

  

  Sirrus just nodded, nuzzling at the petting paw.

  

  "I never meant for you to think I liked Chris more than you, and I'm very sorry.” Matt leaned in, to look Sirrus in the eye and make sure he understood, "I have been a bad master, a bad friend, and I've hurt you.”

  

  "No! Nonono master, you didn't...” The dragon suddenly became frantic, not having intended to say his master had done something wrong. It wasn't his place, "M-master's supposed to be happy...a-and Chris makes...and it's not your job to...to...”

  

  "Haven't we been over this?” Gently, Matt interjected himself to cut his pet off, "It IS my job to take care of you, and I haven't. I made you sad, and I shouldn't have.” He smiled, "And I told you to call me Matt.”

  

  "S-sorry...” Sirrus averted his eyes, still feeling he'd done something wrong, "...Matt.”

  

  "You have nothing to apologize for.” The ottercoon scratched Sirrus's chin, getting a happy murr and making his pet look at him again, "...now here's what we're gonna' do...”

  

  Sirrus nodded, smiling more earnestly, now.

  

  "If you decide you want a friend, you let me know, and we'll go back to the pound and get you one.” Matt trailed his scratching down to his pet's chest as he spoke, looking him right in the eyes, "And I promise that he will be YOUR friend...not my pet. I will never pay him more attention than I do you, or like him more than I do you.”

  

  "But...” The dragon furrowed his brow in thought, "...won't that make HIM sad?”

  

  Matt shook his head, "I'm sure he'll get plenty of attention from you.” He paused for a moment and arched an eyebrow, "And...probably Riddick.”

  

  "And Chris!” Sirrus chirped, smiling wide.

  

  The ottercoon laughed aloud. Chris certainly wouldn't give the new pet the kind of attention Riddick or Sirrus might, but he decided not to explain that, "Sure...”

  

  "What'll he be??” Sirrus nearly bounced.

  

  "We'll decide that when we get there and see what they have.” Matt couldn't help but smile at how happy the prospect was making Sirrus, "But, this'll only be when YOU decide you want us to do it, and only once I can afford it, okay? You remember how I explained money to you?”

  

  The dragon thought for a moment, and then nodded.

  

  "Well this will take a lot!” Matt shot up his paws, fingers flared for effect, "So...in the mean time...I'm gonna' make it my job to make sure you don't EVER feel left out anymore. I am very sorry I've been so...” He paused, trying to pick a word Sirrus would understand. Neglectful? Forgetful? "...dumb. I won't be anymore. I'll make sure that I have plenty of time for you, from now on.”

  

  "You mean we'll play?” Sirrus lit up again.

  

  The ottercoon just nodded.

  

  Sirrus tilted his head in thought, and then looked down and back up, "What about Chris?”

  

  "I bet I can make time for both of you.” Matt shrugged, "And if I can't...I don't think he'll mind.”

  

  "Maybe...” The dragon traced a claw in the dirt, "Maybe he could play with me too...”

  

  Matt shook his head, "I still don't think he'll want to, boy.”

  

  Sirrus's claw stopped and he slumped a little, looking sad and dejected again.

  

  "We've been over this, Sirrus.” The ottercoon brushed a paw across his pet's cheek, "I told you: it's not because he doesn't like you, he just-”

  

  "I know.” Sirrus cut him off, "He just won't play with pets like that.”

  

  "Then why do you look so sad?”

  

  "Cause, if...if you like it so much, then he must be fun to play with!” The dragon looked up, "I wanna' do it, too!”

  

  Matt laughed at his pet's predicament, "Well...I might not be Chris, but you can still play with me.” He started tugging on Sirrus's loincloth again, beginning to undo it, "Will I do?”

  

  Sirrus looked down, and then padded closer before his master could undo the garment. He climbed over Matt's legs and curled up in his master's lap and chest, licking his chin, "It's...it's okay, Matt. We don't have to play...”

  

  The ottercoon licked back and lifted his pet, repositioning him to sit on his butt, "But you want to.”

  

  "I...I didn't say...”

  

  "You ALWAYS want to.”

  

  "But...” Sirrus shook his head, "...we're supposed to play when YOU want to. Not me.”

  

  Matt answered that by tugging on Sirrus's loincloth again, finishing undoing it and leaving the dragon exposed, "That's not the way this is gonna' work anymore. If you want to play, you let me know, and I'll do everything I can to make time for you.”

  

  "Really?” The dragon smiled up at him.

  

  Matt opened his muzzle to say yes, but then remembered how often Sirrus wanted to play, "You might not always get a yes. But I still want you to know that you can ask, and I'll always do my best, okay?”

  

  Sirrus nuzzled again, "O-okay...”

  

  The ottercoon started rubbing Sirrus's sheath softly and smiled as he kissed his pet on the nose again, "Now, what do you want us to do? It's been a long time since you've played...so you choose.”

  

  Sirrus murred, leaning back a bit, but then shook his head, still nervous with the idea of not just being the obedient pet, "I-I want you to choose...”

  

  Matt leaned his muzzle down and kissed under Sirrus's chin once, "Well...I want to do a lot of things...” He pressed his muzzle against Sirrus's neck, kissing, licking, and suckling hard, as he stroked his pet, "But I asked you.”

  

  The dragon squirmed, yipping lightly as Matt sucked his neck, and he pressed down hard on his master's crotch.

  

  Matt moved his muzzle around the side of Sirrus's neck, right under his ear, and stopped to whisper in it, "I'll ask again...” He squeezed down on Sirrus's sheath with another quick stroke, "What do you want to do?”

  

  Sirrus purred deeply, squirming, "P-put it in me...”

  

  The ottercoon licked at Sirrus's ear and kissed back down his neck, almost like he ignored what his pet said...and Sirrus just leaned back, moaning softly and clawing lightly at his master's arm.

  

  Matt kept stroking his pet as he kissed down the dragon's neck and onto his chest, where he spread his lips & muzzle wider to nip at Sirrus's flesh and lick and suck his little nipples.

  

  The dragon cried out in a yip, as his entire cock finally slipped from of its sheath. On cue, Matt let go of the nipple in his mouth and dived down, kissing his pet's cock and licking all around its tip as the dragon squirmed about.

  

  "Oah...” Sirrus clawed at Matt's head, pushing into him hard, with Matt putting up no fight and easily taking the entire cock in to his muzzle.

  

  The ottercoon sucked it all the way in, closing his mouth tight around his pet's rigid member and sucking down hard. He slid back up and then back down, Sirrus's whole cock easily sliding in and out of the larger fur's muzzle.

  

  In his lap, Sirrus began to pant, his small sac growing close to his body. Matt stopped his lips just around the head, where he nibbled softly and licked, knowing that would only drag it out for Sirrus and not let him finish yet.

  

  The dragon's panting grew heavier as he looking down at Matt, whimpering, with his eyes half closed. Matt stalled his nibbling and licking to suckle again, and bobbed just on the head a few times, but then stopped like he had to come up for breath.

  

  As Matt smiled at him, Sirrus curled up in his master's arms and lap, nuzzling the larger fur and pawing at himself slowly.

  

  The ottercoon playfully slapped at the dragon's paw with a chuckle, "That feel good boy?”

  

  Sirrus nodded, still curled up with his master, but not pawing, "Y-yeah...”

  

  Matt patted him on the head and smiled, "Now what was it that you were wanting?”

  

  The dragon looked up, whimpering and smiling a bit, and pointed to his tailhole.

  

  "Well, then...” With a sly smile, Matt began to undo his belt, "Climb off of me, and face away...”

  

  Sirrus just yipped happily as he hopped off and laid on the ground, his butt up in the air and his tail up...tailhole exposed.

  

  The ottercoon chuckled. He'd almost forgotten that he didn't have to explain any of this to Sirrus, anymore. "Silly of me.” He muttered as he finished undoing his belt and pants, letting them hang open with his bulge sticking out.

  

  Sirrus just wiggled his tail and rear as his master stared down lustfully at him. Matt leaned forward, putting his nose under the wiggling tail and giving it a quick lick.

  

  The dragon shook and murred as he pushed back, wanting his master inside of him.

  

  Matt licked at it a little more, moving down below the tail hole and across his pet's nuts before stopping, "Poor boy...am I teasing you?”

  

  Sirrus meeped yet again and nodded, "P-please?” He pushed back more.

  

  The ottercoon kissed beside his pet's hole again. He wasn't done having his fun, but decided to give Sirrus what he wanted, "Okay boy...” He reached down, pulling his boxers from over his fully erect cock and shifted all the way forward...his tip right under his dragon's hole.

  

  Sirrus squirmed a bit, resting his head on the cool grass as his gripped his side with one paw and the ground with the other. Matt pushed forward, much more resistance than he remembered, thanks to it having been so long, but slowly his head forced through. The dragon tilted his head back in a soft cry and dug his claws into the ground.

  

  "Whoa...” The ottercoon let out a soft moan as he buried himself deeper and deeper into Sirrus, up to the hilt, "It's almost like it's your first time. I was expecting this to be easier...”

  

  Sirrus just groaned as he started to grind and push against Matt's cock. It definitely wasn't like the first time for the dragon. The first time, he hated it, but this time he couldn't wait for his master to take him again. And he wanted him to go hard and fast.

  

  Matt chuckled as he recognized the sign, "Well...I guess you're not hurt.” He pulled back out to the tip and thrust back in quick, hurting himself a little, because it was so tight...but still pulled out and slammed again.

  

  The dragon yelped with each thrust, his own cock bouncing and tapping his stomach as he let out frequent moans of pleasure. Matt leaned his head up and back as he pushed faster and faster into the hole, loosening Sirrus slightly with every thrust.

  

  Sirrus pushed back with each thrust, finally slamming back with one and letting out a loud, moaning yelp, his cock bouncing and shooting his small load all over the grass beneath them.

  

  The ottercoon leaned back down, licking the back of Sirrus's neck as he kept going. He clenched his muscles and pistoned faster and harder, not wanting to keep this up too long after his pet was done.

  

  Rocking with the thrusts, Sirrus fell limp in his master's arms. Matt kept pushing in and out of him, as the little guy clamped down hard on the ottercoon's cock, both of their heads rolling back in growing moans. Matt was close.

  

  Sirrus fell onto the grass, panting heavily and doing his best to hold on tight as his master pounded away, moaning louder and louder. Matt gripped down on Sirrus's side so hard it nearly hurt.

  

  The ottercoon slammed against and into his pet a quick few more times, and his dragon began to feel that familiar hot sensation building inside him, as stream after stream of Matt's load shot out and filled him.

  

  Sirrus squirmed and moaned, milking Matt's cock for all that it was worth, as, above him, his murred and grunted before he pulled back out through the tight hole.

  

  As he watching the little dragon collapse in the grass, Matt landed sitting on his butt behind his pet, "T...tired?”

  

  Sirrus laid heavily in his own cum as he looked back, his eyes half closed, "Y-yeah...”

  

  "Well...I guess we had a good time at the park.” The ottercoon made no attempt to stand, or even tuck himself away, "T-time we go home...?”

  

  In time, Matt & Sirrus pushed their way out from the little wooded area of the park and back to onto the sidewalk. Matt's hair was disheveled, his clothes weren't quite straight, and there was a small stain on his shirt from where his cock had laid after they finished. Sirrus's loincloth was still back there on the grass somewhere, and he was at Matt's side. Unlike usually, he was up and on his hind legs, stark nude, and his stomach and chest stained in dry cum.

  

  The ottercoon looked around at all the nearby furs, and tugged Sirrus's leash to get him to follow along. Many of those nearby didn't notice the pair at all, too wrapped up in whatever they were up to. Of those who did, though, some snickered, some sneered, some leered, and more still muttered under their breath or alerted their less attentive friends.

  

  Sirrus just padded along beside his master, smiling at those who looked over, completely unaware that what they'd done was just something he shouldn't do in public....and equally unaware how obvious it was that they had.

  

  Matt smiled at them as well, as they drew ever nearer to the car. Knowing it was far too late to hide anything, by then, he even winked at some of the more disgusted onlookers for his amusement.

  

  His dragon looked up, smiling as both he and Matt hopped into the car, "Do you think they'd like to play?”

  

  "I'd doubt it...” Matt turned on the car and quickly pulled out, hoping no one close enough to see took the time to take down his license plate, "Well Sirrus...I really hope you had fun, 'cause guess where we can't ever go, anymore?”


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Eirc Matthew Cameron

  Cecil B. North

  as Sirrus

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  We're back!

  And we finally addressed this issue! Took long enough, didn't it? Sirrus, Matt, Riddick, and others have mentioned here and there how so much of Matt's time has been dedicated to Chris, and how it may or may not have been affecting Sirrus, but now we've actually seen the effects. So what will come of this, now? Does Sirrus really have a new friend on the way? Is there another talking pet joining the cast? Who/what would he be? And what, if any, impact will this have on Matt & Chris's playtimes? Find out as Forbidden continues!


  SIDE NOTE: Staring with this chapter, we've taken a break from our trend of cliffhangers, and of multiple subsequent chapters building big story archs. Instead, the next four chapters will be one-off, stand alone stories. They aren't fantasies like the Lost Chapter. They actually DO happen in the story...they're just more self contained than usual.

  This means you won't see the ramifications of this chapter for a while, but tune in next time for the return of two characters who we haven't seen in over 6 chapters for one of them, and 9 or 10 for the other.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 28 chapters of Forbidden! ^_^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 12


  Jasyn sat, his ears folded back, and stared at Alex's house. It was a place he used to know as well as his own home, but over the last two months, he'd barely seen its front yard, let alone been inside.

  

  "I hope...” Muttering, he looked down at his lap and the bouquet of white roses laying across it. He gulped, bit his lip, grabbed the flowers, and opened the door of his truck.

  

  He'd been sitting there for nearly fifteen minutes, building up his courage and letting his AC shield him from the mid July heat, and now he was finally ready. He padded slowly up the walk way to the door, gulping one last time as he came to a stop. With a breath, he rang the doorbell and rocked awkwardly, repositioning the flowers from paw to paw, and shifting his weight from foot to foot.

  

  Inside, sitting alone in the kitchen, Alex's ears perked up at the sound of the door bell. He stood to go answer the door, but moved to quickly, jarring the table and sending his soda and a half-full bowl of soup tumbling to the floor. Cursing himself and his clumsiness, he stumbled about, trying to pick up the bowl and the can, and at least cover the liquid in paper towels as quickly as he could, so he could still get to the door.

  

  Outside, Jasyn flattened his ears and looked down sadly, his tail moving between his legs. Two months ago, he would have waited longer, but now he was so convinced that he was unwanted, that any delay stretched out like an eternity. And it didn't take long for this one to convince him he'd made a mistake in even coming.

  

  "I'm sorry Alex...” The wolf placed the flowers at the foot of the door with a small piece of paper and turned away. He padded solemnly back to his truck, giving one last glance at the door before he shifted into gear and drove off.

  

  The fox opened the door, paws still damp from rinsing the soup and soda from his fur. He got there only a moment too late, though, and saw only the tail end of a truck zipping out of view.

  

  "...Jasyn?” He took a step forward and felt a cold crunch under his foot paw. When he looked down, he saw the flowers, their stems, wrapped in paper & plastic, under his foot. His tail swishing ever so slightly, he blinked as he took a step backwards and bent over to pick them up, "Jasyn...”

  

  Alex flipped the card over, to find that only his name was written on it...but he shouldn't have expected anything more from Jasyn. As a small tear collected in the corner of his eye, he softly hugged the flowers and disappeared back into his home.

  

  

  

  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 12 --

  Reached A Verdict

  

  

  Two days later, past what had nearly become a revolving door, Jasyn & Matt sat in the ottercoon's otherwise empty living room. As per Matt's request, Chris had taken Sirrus and Riddick off to occupy themselves elsewhere, and Matt, himself had taken off from work: a leave granted due to the rather extreme circumstances of the day.

  

  Today was the final day of Peter's trial.

  

  "How many flowers?”

  

  Jasyn sat in his suit, hung his head and pinned his ears back, "A dozen.” He sighed and absentmindedly tugged at a tie borrowed from Chris, "White. White roses.”

  

  Matt, sitting beside him on the couch, patted his younger friend on the shoulder, "That must have cost quite a bit of money, huh?”

  

  "Doesn't matter. Didn't care.” The wolf chuckled and shook his head, "If I thought it would help, I'd be more than happy to spend every cent I have.”

  

  Matt smiled, his paw resting on Jasyn's back, "You know, for all the boyfriends as I've had over the years, I haven't once had one bring me a bouquet? Not for any reason...”

  

  "I'm sorry to hear that.” Jasyn smiled apologetically, "But, really, I don't even know if he got them. I don't think he was home...” He flattened his ears again, "...or maybe he just didn't want to talk to me.”

  

  The ottercoon moved his paw up to the back of the wolf's head, playfully messing up his headfur a bit like a father would his son's, doing his damnedest to cheer Jasyn up. As his paw left the younger fur's hair, he let out short chuckle, realizing how friendly they'd become, "You know Jasyn: you're turning out to be a really good kid.”

  

  Jasyn raised his head, looking at Matt with his big, sad eyes, but managed a soft smile, "Thanks...”

  

  "I don't know what it is...but I swear, Jasyn: you're hardly even the same kid I met in the spring.” Matt leaned away, resting on an elbow, "Do you remember when we met? If you'd've been a little older or me a little younger, we would have come to blows!” He smiled wide, "I know I haven't changed. Too stubborn. So it's gotta' be you! I don't know whether it was the breakup or what, but, I mean, really...would you have found yourself sitting here beside me like this back in the spring? Hell, you didn't even flinch when I touched you just now...”

  

  The wolf perked his ears up a little, and his brow twitched. With a soft chuckle, he went about covering up his change in character as best as possible, "Y-yeah...well, don't get me wrong...” He smiled an uncomfortable but friendly and affectionate smile, "I still think you're an arrogant ass...just a likeable one.”

  

  "Yeah?” Matt smiled back in kind, "I think I can live with that.”

  

  "You'll have to.” Jasyn huffed playfully, "It's all you're getting.”

  

  "But Jasyn...what I'm getting at,” The ottercoon changed the subject, scratching the back of his neck, "You've grown up a bit. You've matured. Coming to terms with the change in your life, and facing your violent side like you've done...it can have that effect.”

  

  "Thanks?” Jasyn raised an eyebrow, not understanding how that was a different point than the older fur had already made. He opened his mouth to ask the ottercoon to clarify...

  

  "But I don't think Alex has.” Matt continued before he could ask, "I'm not saying he's IMmature, exactly...I just get the feeling that it's going to take more than a bouquet, however expensive or heartfelt, to get him past all of this. He's a good kid, but he just...he's been through a lot, and still has more to go through, yet. He hasn't had a chance to really face up to everything yet...you know?” He counted off on his fingers as he continued, "Peter, the trial, how his home life has been turned upside down, his fight with you...and most importantly, how he really feels about you.” He looked up, shaking his head, "Whichever way that may fall.”

  

  The wolf looked down again, his tail looping around his leg as he sighed, "I know...I just, I don't know what to do. What could even...” He looked up again, "I mean, Matt...what would you want if you were in his situation? What would you DO if you were in mine...?”

  

  Matt opened his mouth to answer, but stopped, having been asked a question he really had to think about. He thought for a moment, neither him nor his young friend saying a word before he finally spoke up, "If I were you? I really wouldn't know what the to do, either. I'd...I'd do everything I could to be there for him, through everything.” He shrugged, "I mean...that's why he fell in love with you from what I hear. You stood by him...you showed him the kind of love no one else had...and you took care of him. Because when...” He stopped to clarify, "And I mean, I'm not trying to be against you here. I don't intend to take anyone's side. But Jasyn, when was the last time, even before the threesome, that you were there for him like that?”

  

  Jasyn tilted his head, genuinely confused by that, "I've always been there for him. Even now, I would be. If he came to me for help, there wouldn't be a thing in the world to stop me. I've...I've even been keeping in touch with Luke, hanging out with him, and being his friend, all summer, just like Alex wanted. I mean...” He angled his head to look at the ground, "A-and even before the threesome...I would have done anything for him, and he knew that. All he would have had to do was ask...”

  

  "When he asked.” The ottercoon rested his chin in his paw, "What about when he didn't?”

  

  Jasyn looked up, "What?”

  

  "You'd help him with every problem he asked you to help with.” Matt leaned forward, "But what about the ones he DIDN'T ask about?”

  

  "How am I supposed to know there's a problem if...if he doesn't say so?” The wolf rubbed his forehead, frustrated.

  

  "Didn't you used to date girls?” Matt sat up straight again, raising an eyebrow.

  

  "I...” Jasyn, at first, grimaced in thought, but broke. Soft at first, he let out a growing laugh at that, shaking his head and looking down again, "I guess I get the point.”

  

  The ottercoon shrugged, "We like to talk big about how lucky we are, being gay. About how because we don't date women, we get to escape those 'if you don't know what's wrong, I'm not telling you!' moments, or weighted questions that are really traps, and all that other stuff that bad comics talk about...” He chuckled, "But when it comes right down to it, a lot of us are more emotional than any woman.”

  

  Jasyn began, "And...I love Alex, but...”

  

  "...but he's more emotional than any of us.” Matt finished for him. "But I'm just saying...I just think that that was something he expected. I'd seen you do it in the past, but those last few weeks before the threesome, you weren't really...”

  

  The wolf interjected when Matt seemed to stumble over what he wanted to say, "Predicting what he needed anymore?”

  

  "Right.” Matt pointed, "Apparently the anger thing was bothering him for a while. And I'm sure there was more than a sign or two you missed out on before and during the threesome, or...”

  

  "...or things would have gone quite differently.” Jasyn leaned his head back with a sigh, "But what can I do, now? I've apologized. I've taken care of Luke. I've been there in every way he'd let me during the trial. And day before yesterday...with the flowers...” He ran his paws through his headfur, clenching them into fists, gripping long fur, "But I can only do as much as he'll let me.”

  

  The ottercoon sighed, "I know Jasyn...I know. I can guess, but I can't really begin to tell you what's REALLY going through his head. I know he's hurt, I know I would have been too, but that poor kid has a lot of shit to deal with. He...more than anything else right now Jasyn, he needs friends.”

  

  Jasyn finally looked back up, "But...I don't even know if he likes me anymore...”

  

  Matt had exasperated all he knew to tell the wolf and decided to just change the subject, "Closing statements are today right? Then the jury goes into deliberation?”

  

  The wolf nodded slowly, "Yeah.”

  

  "Any indication I'll need to be taking any more days off?” Matt leaned back on his elbow again.

  

  "I haven't heard anything.” Jasyn shrugged, "But there's really no way of knowing how long the jury'll be out. I mean...I guess the lawyers might have a guess...but they don't exactly call ME with updates.”

  

  "True enough.” The ottercoon looked out the back window, "You've been through a lot more of this than me. Any worries the defense or someone else might have some way to cause any other sort of delay?”

  

  Jasyn shrugged and followed his older friend's line of sight, seeing the bench they sat on the first time they had a heart-to-heart. "Probably not. I think everything that can be said has been said. The jury was a bit taken aback when Peter tried to use my raping him in his defense...” Looking back at Matt, he ran a paw through his headfur and let out a short chuckle of disbelief, "Th-they didn't believe him.”

  

  Matt blinked, "I'm surprised that that part of his testimony was even allowed! Seems like any judge in his right mind would make the jury disregard something like that, right? Before a criminal act on your part could be used in his defense, you would have to have been tried and convicted. Or...or there should at least be SOME chain of evidence or investigation, right?” He scratched his head, "If I'm all caught up with my Law & Order Trivia, that is...”

  

  The wolf held back letting out a laugh and smiled, "They did disregard it...but he just sorta' blurted it out.”

  

  Matt raised an eyebrow, "Probably against the advice of counsel...”

  

  Jasyn shrugged, "Maybe...” and glanced at his watch, "Uhm...we probably should get going.” He stood up, brushing off his pants and shirt.

  

  "I should get my tie on first.” The ottercoon stood up to and grabbed his jacket off the back of the recliner as he walked out of the room, "Grab yourself something to drink, and I'll bring money for food. We might have to wait a while once the jury goes into deliberation. I've been through this...or...something similar, anyway...before. It can take them quite a while sometimes.”

  

  "M-Matt?”

  

  Matt stopped before he left the room, and turned around, "Yeah?”

  

  The wolf stepped forward a few steps and swallowed every ounce of his pride, wrapping his arms around Matt, and hugging him deeply, his head resting on the ottercoon's shoulder, and his eyes closed tight.

  

  Matt blinked for a second, but then smiled, gently wrapping his own arms around the young wolf, pulling him in close and resting his own head against Jasyn's.

  

  "Thank you...”

  

  "Any time.”

  

  A very long few hours...too many streets to bother with counting...a set of large double doors...a flight of stairs later...a second set of doors... two impassioned arguments...and a vending machine later...

  

  "Has the Jury reached a verdict?”

  

  "We have, your honor.”

  

  "On the main count of the indictment...”

  

  The courtroom was shrouded in a breathless silence, as everyone present -- lawyers, defendant, victim, family, and the gallery, in the back of which sat an ottercoon and wolf -- was wrapped up in the Judge and Jury's final exchange. But, for most it was just so much numb white noise, as they waited for just one word...

  

  "Guilty.” Sighs and gasps filled the courtroom immediately, as if no one there HADN'T been holding their breath awaiting the verdict, and only now were free to breathe. The judge and foreman's voices continued to be the only voices in the room, but no one was listening anymore. The lesser counts, regardless of verdict, were negligible. Peter's flesh drained cold, washing away with the last of his hope. Alex slumped, falling against his mother, tight in a hug from her, while his father beside them simply stared at the wooden pew before him. And in the back, Matt and Jasyn stood, one waiting to approach the emotional family, and the other waiting to leave...

  

  Smile unrestrained, Jasyn exited the courtroom, not waiting to hear the rest, and uncomfortable with the any remaining outpourings of emotion, or continued legal procedures. In the hallway, he took a seat on a long bench, leaning back against the cool, stone wall, "It's over...”

  

  Matt walked out a good five minutes later, after the judge had set the date for sentencing, and he'd had his chance to speak with Alex and his parents. He loosened his tie, stretched, and yawned, before sitting down beside Jasyn. "They're going to sentence him in two weeks. You want me to come up here with you for that, too?”

  

  The wolf looked over, still lazily leaning back on the bench, and nodded, "Yeah...that'd be great. Sure Alex would like it too.” A long empty pause followed as Matt stared at the floor, and Jasyn looked up at the ceiling, "Hey Matt?”

  

  "Yeah?” Neither fur looked at one another.

  

  "Did...” Jasyn hesitated, "Did you talk to Alex? I mean...how...or i-is he okay?”

  

  The ottercoon took a breath in through his nose and pushed himself up to his feet, "Ask him yourself.” He moved aside as the doors to the courtroom, which had been swinging open and closed the whole time, opened again, ushering out Alex and his family. "I'll be sitting downstairs when you're ready to go grab a bite to eat...”

  

  Matt left, and Jasyn gulped and pointed his ears forward as he stumbled to his feet. He was trying his best to look as relaxed as he was 'supposed' to be, but was failing miserably.

  

  Alex turned around and looked over at Jasyn. It was one of the far-too-few times they'd been close enough to talk since May, and the first not in preparation or pursuit of Peter's trial. But before either one could say a thing, Alex's mother stepped in between.

  

  She reached out and gave Jasyn a quite unexpected hug as she sniffled softly, nearly past her crying, "Thank you...thank you, Jasyn! You've been such a wonderful friend to Alex through all of this.”

  

  The wolf hugged back, slightly bewildered, "R-really...it's okay, Mrs. Moen.” He looked down with his eyes, still hugging but thinking back to May, "I really don't deserve that much praise.”

  

  Alex smiled softly at the two, mouthing under his breath, "Of course you do...” as he wondered if the wolf could even see him.

  

  His mother let go of Jasyn, smiling softly with damp eyes, "We've seen you up here, plenty, but why don't we see you at the house anymore? You used to come over all the time! For a while I thought you two were fighting or something...” She paused only slightly before continuing, her voice considerably lower, "But I know you kids are still together. I saw the flowers you brought over. You think I wouldn't know it was you just because didn't put-”

  

  "Mom!” Alex spoke up to stop her.

  

  Jasyn smiled slightly, holding back from beaming, knowing that Alex got his flowers, "Don't sell your son short, Mrs. Moen! Maybe I just have some competition to deal with. For all you know, you just got him in trouble with me!” He winked, causing the vixen to defy both her age and the maudlin atmosphere of the day, with a giggle. With a sadder smile, he tilted his head and continued, "And I'm sorry it's been so long. There's just...you know...a lot of stuff going on.”

  

  Alex's mother smiled softly, her face stained from tears as she tried her best to think of anything other than this whole fiasco, "Look: you two talk. We'll leave you alone for a little bit, and then maybe you can go out for some food, with us here in a bit, okay?”

  

  Jasyn gulped and thought, but still wasn't sure how Alex felt, "I...I don't know. Matt and I kind of already have plans, and I wouldn't want to cancel on him...”

  

  The vixen smiled wider, "Mr. Cameron, of all people, is more than welcome to join us!”

  

  Jasyn tried not to look too obvious as he searched for a better reason, "Maybe another time. We have other stuff to take care of, too, and we wouldn't want to hold you up. Thank you for the offer, though, Mrs. Moen.”

  

  "Uhm...” Alex opened his mouth to argue only to decide against it.

  

  With a breath, his mother shrugged and smiled a little less, "Okay, then. Well, maybe we'll see you at the house soon.” After patting the wolf on the shoulder softly, she turned and walked off with her husband, leaving Jasyn and Alex in the slowly emptying hall.

  

  Jasyn turned and his and Alex's eyes caught. Immediately, he flattened his ears, before looking down and shuffling his feet, "H-hey...”

  

  The fox bit his bottom lip softly, and stepped up closer, "They...errr...they're sitting on my dresser.” He smiled, watching Jasyn's feet as well, "They still look really nice, too. Haven't wilted or anything.”

  

  Jasyn perked up his ears, and followed with his head, looking at the fox, "I...uhm...” He smiled shyly, rubbing his arm, "I'm glad you like them.” He shuffled again, his ears standing full length, "I-I would have written more on the card...but...I mean...I'm not really good at...”

  

  "You're lucky I saw your truck...” Alex cut him off and looked up, "You forgot to even put your name on it.”

  

  The wolf pointed both his ears to the side and his eyes went wide, "I did? Aww man...” He looked down again, blushing.

  

  "Not that it would have mattered much, with my mom around.” Alex scratched the back of his neck, and shifted his weight.

  

  Jasyn rubbed his arm again, looking nervously around the hallway, "Yeah...I guess so.”

  

  "You uhm...” The fox pointed in the direction his parents and Matt had all gone, "...you realize you're gonna' go eating with us, right?”

  

  "Hmm?” Jasyn looked back at his friend.

  

  "Right now,” Alex pointed again, "My mom's downstairs talking to Matt.”

  

  The wolf smiled and nodded, "And I didn't fill him in on the excuse.”

  

  "Didn't figure.” Alex smiled back.

  

  "Do...” Jasyn lowered his voice, like he was discussing a secret, "Do you want me to go?”

  

  "I...I do.” The fox hesitated and stammered, "Do you?”

  

  Jasyn's smile, though apprehensive, widened, "I do.”

  

  Silence crept around them, and Alex took a breath, unsure of what to say. Half of him wanted to hug Jasyn, but the other half wanted to just turn and leave. Not out of anger or sadness, but just to escape the awkward and confusion moment.

  

  The wolf gulped and took a step back, looking over to the door to the stairs, "Alex...I'm sorry.”

  

  Alex drew a shaky breath and opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

  

  Jasyn looked back at his friend, smiling, but tears welling at the corners of his eyes, "I-I...I don't know what I can do anymore, Alex.” He boldly placed a single paw on the side of Alex's face, smiling sadly as he just gave up, letting the tears roll down his cheeks and stain his fur. "I just...I need you to know that...to know that I'll always be here for you, Alex. I'll always love you and protect you. I'll always keep you safe. I'll...I'll always be here Alex...always...” He turned and began to walk, his hand sliding off Alex's cheek and down to his side, as he made his way to the stairs, "I'm sorry...”

  

  "Jasyn! Wait...I...” The fox opened his muzzle again, his entire lower jaw quivering as he took the few quick strides to follow the wolf, "...Jasyn.” and put his paw on his friend's shoulder to stop him.

  

  Jasyn turned around, looking down the few inches into Alex's eyes, confused and the tears still staining his fur.

  

  "I...” Alex shook his head a little, "Don't be sorry, Jasyn. Please...” He sniffled, trying not to cry anymore. He did that too much as it was, "I'm not mad at you...I...I wasn't...I'm not...I...” He took a shaky breath and closed his eyes, collected tears forcing their way out, "I love you Jasyn. No one...” He looked away, for some reason not feeling comfortable saying something like this, "You...no one has ever been there for me like you have Jasyn...no one...”

  

  The wolf smiled and took a step forward to hug the fox, "Alex thank g-”

  

  "But.” Alex stepped back, "I can't take you back...” He sniffled again, "I want to...I want to forget what happened but...but I...you and me...we...and Luke...and no matter what I...I...can still see Peter leering at me when I close my eyes...and after what you...” His lip quivered again, and he sobbed, "I just don't know what I'm...what to...what I'm feeling or what to do, and I...I...” Alex shook, trying his best to figure out what he was thinking, let alone what to say, and just letting it all flow out, jumbled and disconnected.

  

  "Alex...” Jasyn took another step closer and put his paw on his friend's face again.

  

  "I'm so sorry Jasyn.” The fox finally broke, letting a hiccup and a sob through quivering lips, as he gave up on holding back, "I just don't know what to do! I can't...I want to...I can't take you back...but God Jasyn, I need you!” He clenched his paws, "I...I just...NO ONE's been there for me like you have. I need...a friend, more than a friend, better than family, I...I need you...”

  

  "I'm...” Jasyn only smiled. He ignored every feeling inside telling him to be hurt, angry or sad. Gently, he wiped away a bit of Alex's tears. His fox needed him, and that was all that mattered. "I'm always here...always...”

  

  "No one...Jasyn. I...I love you...” Alex sighed softly, "I love you...”

  

  The wolf took a step forward, wrapping his arms around Alex too quickly for the fox to avoid. He pulled him in and held him close, the fox's head on his chest, and his own chin between his friend's ears, "I love you too Alex. I love you too...”

  

  Alex clung to his best friend, not caring who in the courthouse saw, "Thank you...”

  

  "And if all we can be is friends, Alex...if...” Jasyn took a deep breath, closing his eyes and squeezing the fox, "At least...at least we've got that.”


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Eirc Matthew Cameron

  Alexander Collin Moen

  and Mrs. Moen

  Cecil B. North

  as Jasyn Aiden Fuller

  and Mr. Moen, the Judge, & the Foreman

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  Jasyn and Alex are back! Miss 'em?

  A little bittersweet moment in the life of our Fox and Wolf. Peter's been convicted, and that chapter of their life can finally be put behind them...but there's still much distance to cross. Jasyn is devoted to getting his fox back, trying to prove he's changed and will be better, and even taking care of Luke. But Alex still can't get past everything and take him back.

  Will he? Now that the trial is over, and Peter is out of his life completely, will he be able to move past his scars and emotional baggage and take his wolf back? Will Jasyn continue to be the changed, devoted friend, pursuing him? What role might the others involved in this saga -- Matt, Luke, or even Chris & Riddick -- play in the outcome?

  Stay tuned to find out ^.^


  SIDE NOTE: For those who read my journal...or didn't...

  Look! I've stopped using ^_^

  Also, Chapter 13 is half way done, but I won't be putting it out until I've gotten a little ways into 14. Want them close together.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 27 chapters of Forbidden! ^.^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 13


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 13 --

  Did He Just Say...?

  

  

  Riddick clumsily shifted the large bag in his paw from his left paw to his right and dug through his pocket for the key to Matt's front door.

  

  Chris had had a copy for months, but only made one for Riddick just under a month ago: in the days following their joint-coming-out. And, in that month, Riddick had been making good use of it.

  

  After finally fishing it out and unlocking the door, he carefully pushed it open and stepped into the entryway. Craning his neck to see if anyone was in the living room, he sighed happily as he saw that, thankfully, no one was. With another slight sigh and a smile, he walked on toward the living room, headed for his room.

  

  Just as the young panthion stepped into the living room, though, Chris walked out of the kitchen in only his jeans, sipping on a beer, "Hey Riddick!”

  

  Riddick jumped and turned around to see his father walking into the living room, "H-Hey Dad!” He made an effort to keep his ears flat and his tail and the bag hidden behind himself, "I didn't think you'd gotten in from work yet. Is Matt home?”

  

  The lion sat his beer down on the end table and leaned against the couch, "Uhm, yeah. He's in the basement working on something or another.” He smiled and put both his paws on the back of his head, "As for me, I just had some office work to do. So I decided to do it at home!”

  

  "Basement?” Riddick realized that as long as he'd been there, a little more than a month now...he hadn't been in the basement. He didn't even know there was one! He shook his head, accidentally letting his ears up for a moment before flattening them right back down, "That's cool. I guess Sirrus is down there with him then?”

  

  "Uhm...yeah.” Chris narrowed his eyes, "So what's with your ears? Are you nervous or something?”

  

  The panthion smiled his and his dad's big toothy grin, and slowly lifted his ears. He did his best to try and face each of them off to the side where his dad couldn't see them too well, "No, I'm fine!”

  

  Chris tilted his head, lowering his arms and taking a step forward, "What was that?”

  

  "Uhm...” Riddick stepped back, "What was what?”

  

  The lion took another step forward and curiously began to reach for his son's ear, "Sit still...”

  

  Riddick twitched his ear a little and took another step back, "C-could you give me a minute, Dad? I-I've gotta' go pee, okay?” He moved the bag around front of himself, his tail tip nestled between it and his legs, and flattened his ears again as he turned to leave.

  

  Chris strode forward, though, and caught him. He placed a firm paw on his son's shoulder and rubbed just behind Riddick's ear with the other, causing the boy to chuckle and purr involuntarily...and his ears to naturally stand back up.

  

  "Dad...come on, leggo!” The panthion squirmed to get away, to no avail, "I've gotta' go!”

  

  Chris continued scratching, slower now, and bent down the little bit to be level with Riddick's ear, "Is...that...a stud? You got your ears pierced!?” He stood back up straight and crossed his arms, "I don't remember giving the okay on this.”

  

  One black plastic stud, just a bit of filler hardly visible against his black fur, stuck out of each ear. Riddick had picked black studs for now thinking it would stand out the least and no one would see. Obviously...that didn't work.

  

  He turned around, moving the bag around behind his back and continuing to keep his tail out of sight, "Uhm...well...I mean, I spent my own allowance money on it.”

  

  The lion squinted again, "What's in the bag? And why's your tail behind it?”

  

  "Nothing, dad: just some clothes.” Riddick took another step backward, and kept the subject from changing, "I hope you're not too upset about my ears. I didn't think it would be that big a deal at the time.”

  

  "Oh no...I'm not upset...in fact-” Chris leapt forward in a burst, and reached behind Riddick, quickly grabbing the bag, pulling it off his son's arm, and turning around, "NOW! Let's see what we've got here!” He opened it up.

  

  He didn't have time to look through it though. The panthion dived at the lion and wrapped an arm around in front of him, struggling to try and get the bag away from him, "Dad! Stop it already! Give it back!”

  

  Chris, though, just kept moving around, dogging his son's paws and holding the bag high enough so that he couldn't reach it from his position, making the boy have to try and use both paws, "This is pointless Riddick! I'm gonna' find out what's in the bag.”

  

  "Dad!” Riddick kept hopping to get at it, regardless, "This isn't funny!”

  

  The lion glanced back once, the smile on his face fading before he stopped, grabbed Riddick's paw, and slowly turned around, "Riddick...what did you do to your tail?”

  

  Riddick went wide eyed, having forgotten to keep hiding his tail from sight, and then just whimpered, not saying a word.

  

  Chris sat the bag down before grabbing his son's tail and moving it between the both of them. The white fluff at the end of the younger cat's tail was dyed with bright rainbow stripes...standing out more than a little on the cat's otherwise monotone body.

  

  "...uhm...I...err...I mean...” Chris was at a loss for words, "MATT!!!!”

  

  The panthion jerked his tail away, "I...I...i-its only temporary! I just wanted to see what it looked like.” He snatched the bag away from his dad and backed up a little.

  

  Chris squinted again and followed, holding out a paw, "Give me the bag.”

  

  Riddick shook his head as quickly as he could and backed up more, "Mm-Mm!”

  

  A door opened up in the hall way, and closed, "Would you two keep it down? Sirrus fell asleep down there! You both know that's the only way I can keep him from chasing every cock in the house.” The voice grew closer and closer until Matt stepped into the living room, "Which one of you called my name?”

  

  "Matt!” Riddick clutched the bag, "Make him stop it! He won't leave me alone!”

  

  The lion took his chance and snatched the bag back again before rolling over the couch and taking a few steps back, "Now: let's see what we've got in here.” He spoke up as he opened and shuffled through the bag, "And sorry for calling you up, Matt, but maybe you should take a look at Riddick's tail.”

  

  As his father continued searching, Riddick whimpered softly and lifted his tail up to Matt's view.

  

  "Wait...” Matt blinked at Riddick, and then turned to watch Chris shuffle through the bag, "Why was I called?”

  

  "I don't know! I'm just not sure what I'm supposed to say about that...or-” Chris interrupted himself, "Is...is this a midriff shirt?? And I don't even know WHAT this is!!” He shuffled around in the bag some more, not actually pulling anything out yet.

  

  "What? I'M supposed to know what to say?” The ottercoon looked at the younger cat with a smile and mumbled, "Earrings too?” before speaking up, again. "I'M not his father...it's not my job to...” He stopped suddenly, "Wait...wait...you think I'll know what to say about this because I'm gay!!”

  

  Chris looked up, smiling innocently for a moment, before digging back into the bag.

  

  Matt glared at his, "I don't know if you've noticed--but I don't own any,” he started counting on his fingers, "Earrings, purple clothes, ANYTHING rainbow colored, or anything at all that could be considered a 'Gay Pride Symbol!' I am not your all purpose gay community encyclopedia Chris!” He looked at Riddick again, "Besides...I think it's cute!”

  

  The lion pulled out a small bag with a pair of earrings inside, "Wow...little male symbols? All intertwined and shit. Well that's...interesting.” He put them back in the bag and pulled out the midriff shirt, tilting his head at it. With a raised eyebrow, he sat the bag and walked over to a mirror, holding the midriff tank top up to himself, "Well...still...you'd know what to say better than I would!” The elder cat tilted his head a little as he looked at himself in the mirror.

  

  Matt blinked and leaned over to whisper to Riddick, "No offense, but that WOULD look better on your Dad.”

  

  The panthion whined again, "Ma~tt! You're on MY side! Make him quit it...”

  

  Matt shook his head, "Nope! I might not be his encyclopedia, but I'm damn sure not your mother!”

  

  Riddick grumbled, then realized that his father had sat it down and made a run for his bag, snatching it up, "Dad...come on, give me the shirt back. That's...that's what I'm wearing when I...when go out tonight.” He scratched the back of his neck.

  

  Chris sighed a little and handed it back, shrugging, "Well...at least I didn't find any drugs...or ass beads or something.”

  

  "They're called 'Anal Beads' Chris...” The ottercoon chuckled, "But yeah, I was expecting you to find a dildo in there, myself.”

  

  Chris crossed his arms and snickered, grinning victoriously at his friend, "So much for not being an encyclopedia...”

  

  Matt just coughed slightly and looked away.

  

  The panthion smiled, "Thanks for not being upset, Dad! I'm gonna' go change!” He dashed on out of the room and down the hall toward his own room.

  

  Chris sighed a little and leaned against the wall by the mirror, watching until Riddick disappeared, "And there goes my flamer son...” He shrugged, "Well it doesn't hurt anything, I guess. I mean at least he's not a pot head or something...”

  

  Matt coughed, "Yeah...that would be horrible.”

  

  "Oh yeah.” The lion grunted, "I nearly forgot. You, uhm...don't still do that, do you?”

  

  "Not since...uhm...” Matt rubbed his neck, "...quite a while before Sirrus.”

  

  Chris nodded, before letting a grin spread across his muzzle, "So...you really think that shirt would have looked better on me?”

  

  The ottercoon grinned back, "Well...not as good as you look without it...but yeah.”

  

  Chris laughed warmly and straightened up, "So...do I give him the 'safe sex' talk, now?”

  

  Matt winced, "Well...I doubt you need to.”

  

  "Hmm?” The lion raised his eyebrows.

  

  "I...I was in his room earlier,” Matt looked down, "I mean...I-I wasn't TRYING to snoop! I was just putting some of his clothes away...since I'm the only one that washes anything around here...”

  

  Chris gulped, "A-and?”

  

  "Well...”

  

  Down the hall, in Riddick's room, the young Panthion stood in front of his dresser, already changed into his new clothes: a collar, a white midriff tank top, a pair of the tightest, shiniest pants he could find, a earring in each ear (a purple stud in one, and dangling intertwined male symbols in the other), and a open button-up shirt that changed color from purple to silver depending on the angle of the light.

  

  "Thank god he didn't catch me when I came home yesterday...” The cat mumbled to himself as he slipped a paw into one of his drawers, beside his new vibrator, and plucked a condom out of the drawer. "All he saw today was clothes!” He shut the drawer, and shoved the condom in his pocket, "Well...I think this about covers it!”

  

  The panthion took a deep breath and shook his head a bit, fluffing out his rather short mane, then reached for and fixed his collar, before opening his door and striding out into the hall. With a rather cocky grin on his face, he walked on out into the living room and waved at Matt & Chris who had since sat down on the couch, and then just turned to walk on into the entryway.

  

  "Whoa! Uh-uh!” Chris snapped his fingers, "Come on now, we went through all of that...let us see!”

  

  Riddick stopped and turned back around, not blushing or looking too embarrassed at this point, and walked up in front of them, spreading his arms. His lower abs showed nicely, a collar was nestled in his mane, and there were much more noticeable earrings in each ear, "What do you think?”

  

  The lion sat back, one arm over the back of the couch, and his legs propped up on the coffee table, "Well...I guess it's not too bad.” He smirked a little, "Think you could let me borrow that shirt sometime, though? Maybe test Matt's idea?”

  

  "Oh please do!” Matt chuckled, seeing a ring in the pocket of Riddick's very tight pants and wondering if Chris saw it too.

  

  "Sorry Matt.” Riddick smirked, "No can do dad...you'd stretch it out and it wouldn't fit me anymore! Matt'll just have to buy you one of your own if he wants to see that so bad!”

  

  Chris laughed, "I bet I can get him to do that.” He looked at Riddick for a minute and then sighed, standing up and padding over, where he stopped in front of his son, who just smiled back up at him.

  

  The ottercoon put his own feet up on the coffee table and leaned back in the couch, "Be nice now, Chris.”

  

  Chris ignored his friend for a moment and leaned down slightly, putting a paw between his son's ears, "Riddick...you be careful, okay?” He smiled a little, "I mean...what with the condom in your pocket, I don't think I have to worry about you not having safe sex...” He rubbed his boy's head a little, "...but still...I don't know what I would do if something happened to you.”

  

  The panthion closed his eyes with a very obvious 'Fuck!' look on his face, "Right...tight pants.”

  

  Matt chuckled, "You'll get better at hiding it. We all do.”

  

  Chris glanced back, "Do you really have to encourage?”

  

  Riddick smiled and leaned forward, wrapping his arms around his father in a tight hug and closed his eyes again, "I'll be safe, dad. I always am...” He stood back up straight with a contented smile, elated to know how much his dad cared, "Thanks. I'ma'...uhm...gonna' go ahead and head out now...okay?”

  

  The lion stood up a bit straighter, crossed his arms, and nodded, "You and Luke have fun.”

  

  Riddick nodded, but didn't correct his father, "We will!” He stood up high enough on his toes to kiss the larger cat on the cheek, "Love you dad.” He turned and bolted on out of the room, "Love you too, Matt!!”

  

  Chris smiled, putting his paws in his pockets and speaking very softly, "Love you too...”

  

  The ottercoon leaned his head back off the back of the couch, watching Riddick dash out upside down, and mumbled, "Did he just say...?” He spoke up, "Bye kid!”

  

  Riddick ran outside, leaving Matt & Chris alone in the living room, as Chris sighed a little and plopped down next to his friend, arms still crossed.

  

  Matt leaned his head back forward, squinting, "Riddick seems to be becoming a bit taken with me, I think...”

  

  The lion looked over, cocking an eyebrow, "Well why wouldn't he?”

  

  "What do you mean??” Matt raised his own eyebrow and got himself all geared up to try and argue with Chris, but then stopped. He'd never gotten along with kids much in the past, but lately...Alex, Jasyn, Luke...and now Riddick. "Shit...they ALL like me!” He leaned his head back again, "Apparently I missed the bulletin, but have I become...likable?”

  

  Chris laughed aloud and nodded, smirking, "Yeah...you'd make a great mom!”

  

  The ottercoon sighed, "So now I'm a mom!? There go my dreams of becoming the bitter old miser, scaring the neighborhood kids off of his lawn! And it was all going so well, too...”

  

  Chris patted his friend on the knee and stood up, stretching a bit, "Oh please! Even in high school you couldn't help but feel sorry for the kids that got picked on!” He turned and put his paws on the back of his head with a stretch, "You couldn't be a bitter old anything, if your life depended on it!”

  

  "Yeah...yeah maybe you're right Chris...” Matt lifted his head and smiled up at the larger fur, "Where're you headed?”

  

  The lion snickered and started to walk, paws still behind his head, "I want to check out these...'toys' that my son seems to have come upon.”

  

  Matt hopped up too and walked up behind Chris. He wrapped an arm around the lion's chest and another around his stomach from behind, feeling his soft fur with the pads of his paws, as he murred playfully at his best friend, "Oh come on now. You don't need to do that. Especially not right now.” He laid his muzzle on Chris's shoulder, "Riddick's gone, and Sirrus is asleep downstairs, finally giving me a little break. I mean...we might as well have the house all to ourselves for once.”

  

  Chris put a paw atop Matt's higher one, smiling back at him, "Heh...I suppose so...”

  

  "You suppose?” The ottercoon ran his lower paw down across Chris's abs, stopping with his thumb at the waistband of the lion's jeans, "And what, pray tell, do you suppose?”

  

  Chris turned around. His friend's paws slid to the lion's back and his own gripped onto Matt's waist, as their crotches pressed against one other, "That we have the house to ourselves...” He smiled down the small few inches at Matt, and then smiled, "Assuming, of course, Sirrus really doesn't need any more attention...”

  

  Matt nodded shortly, "Yeah. He's, uhm...drained for the day.”

  

  "You two...?” The lion raised an eyebrow, "Then why are you so...?”

  

  "Just because he got off, doesn't mean I did.” Matt's ear twitched as he craned his muzzle up closer to his friend's, with a smirk.

  

  "Well aren't you a generous master all of the sudden?” Chris smirked back.

  

  "Think I can't be generous?” The ottercoon moved closer still, nose to nose, and ran a few of his fingers down under the back of the waistband of the lion's jeans, "Well, well...someone seems to be going commando...”

  

  Chris's big toothy grin began to show, as he rubbed his friend's sides with his thumbs, "Makes for easier access.”

  

  Matt rubbed his fingers through the fur around the base of Chris's tail and pulled himself closer, pressing against the lion, their noses still together and their breaths on one another's muzzles, "That is does.”

  

  The lion purred softly, extending his claws and scratching the small of Matt's back, as he licked the ottercoon's nose pad playfully, "Do you really have to do this to me every time we're alone?”

  

  "Mm-Hm...” Matt slyly undid the flap above Chris's tail and then wrapped his whole paw around the base, giving it a playful tug before quickly kissing his friend, "We're not just gonna' stand here, are we?”

  

  Chris leaned back, still softly clawing at Matt's sides and back, "Of course not...” He smirked after a second, "Sit down.”

  

  The ottercoon nuzzled his big cat's neck a bit, still rubbing the base of his tail, "But I'm busy.” He murred and nipped at Chris's neck, as he gently slid his other paw down into the front of the lion's pants.

  

  Chris let out a long, soft moan as he quickly unclipped Matt's tail clasp too, and slid his paw down and under the ottercoon's boxer briefs. With a purr, he set his fingers to exploring just under his friend's tail, pressing and rubbing lightly against his tailhole.

  

  Matt smiled and ran his paw farther down, spreading his middle and ring finger out around either side of Chris's filling sheath, "Hmm? What was that? A moan and a purr?” He nipped at his friend's neck some more as he ran the lion's sheath between his fingers, "Huh, Chris? What happened to 'sit down'?”

  

  The lion grunted softly, pushing against Matt's paw, and at the same time his friend's crotch, "Sh-shut up.”

  

  Matt let go of Chris's sheath and kissed his neck a few more times before backing up and sitting back on the couch, "Fine...I'll be nice...”

  

  Chris stood, both front and back buttons opened now, and his arms hanging, as he panted heavily, "G-God, I hate you...” He and padded around behind the couch, bending down and wrapping his arms around his best friend, and his face next to the ottercoon's head, "Now...what is it that I was going to do?”

  

  The ottercoon nuzzled the lion's cheek, "How should I know? I was only told to sit down.”

  

  Chris stuck his tongue out playfully and nuzzled Matt back, "Yeah...” He ran his paw down Matt's chest and still-covered abs until it rested on his friend's growing bulge, "...but that doesn't mean I didn't... 'forget'...”

  

  "Well that would be my fault, wouldn't it?” Matt smiled and put a paw on top of Chris's, "Maybe I should get up and remind you?”

  

  The lion chuckled and licked Matt's cheek, "Yeah...why don't you do that?”

  

  Matt moved Chris's paw and stood up, walking around the couch as his friends turned to face him, "Now...if I remember right...we were...” He moved up quickly: putting his paw flat and upside down on Chris's stomach, and then sliding his fingers down into the lion's pants again quickly as their noses touched, "Am I close?” He lapped at the big cat's upper lip softly and kissed him.

  

  Chris leaned into the kiss, and then pulled back, rubbing Matt's sides, "Y-yeah...I think that's about right.”

  

  "That's what I thought...” The ottercoon lowered his head, lapping & nipping at the top of the lion's chest, and pushed forward. As he forced Chris back a step, he looked back up at him, "Maybe...we should go somewhere more comfortable?” He moved his friend back another step, in the direction of the stairs.

  

  Chris grinned and chuckled at his friend. Licking Matt's chin playfully, he began to walk backwards towards the stairs, still holing and clawing lightly around the ottercoon's waist. Matt walked with him, pushing Chris back no more than the cat was pulling him forward, but he turned as they got to the stairs. He let go of the lion and turned to walk up the stairs, moving intentionally slow and raising his tail, as the still open in flap showed off his boxer-brief covered ass to the lion.

  

  Chris snickered and leered as both of them reached the mid level of the stairs. With a playful growl, he wrapped his golden arms around his maroon furred friend, and began to basically carry him up the rest of the way, rubbing and scratching his chest and stomach and lapping his rough tongue along Matt's ear to distract him.

  

  The ottercoon shook loose once past the stairs, and pushed open the door to his room, moving aside so the lion could go in first. Chris padded in, letting his in soon after, and then slammed the door shut with a foot paw. Eyes sharp, and predatorial, the big cat pushed Matt against the bed, causing him to fall back...and then dived down and rooting his muzzle under the ottercoon's shirt, where he began to lick and nip, breathing in his friend's musk. Not a thought in his mind considered how, just over a month before, he wouldn't have been near as comfortable with all of this...but every thought in Matt's mind was grateful for the for change.

  

  The ottercoon chuckled and squirmed as his stomach twitched and jumped from the attention, "H-here...lemme help you out, there.” He reached down quickly to pull his T-shirt up and off, tossing it away from the bed.

  

  Chris grinned and moved up, licking all along Matt's chest before finally reaching his neck, where he bit down on his friend's collarbone, making him flinch and moan, only half out of shock.

  

  The lion stopped and licked lightly before sliding up. Moving onto all fours, he boxed his friend in and smiled down at him, "Enjoy that did you?”

  

  Matt didn't answer him. He leaned up, biting Chris's own collarbone and making his friend grunt and purr, before kissing down the cat's chest. As he moved his lips and tongue through his friend's chestfur, he ran his paw down along the Chris's stomach and down to his hard, dripping, barbed cock, which had, by now, poked its way out of the open front of his pants.

  

  "NGH!” Chris leaned down quickly, locking Matt's lips with his, as his paw moved down, quickly opening up his friend's pants, to stroke HIS hard cock while Matt stroked him.

  

  The ottercoon sucked lightly on his friend's tongue but then shook away from the kiss. Grinning sinisterly, he slid his whole body down, kissing Chris's chest again and lapping at the lion's nipples as he went.

  

  "Unh...” Chris was barely able to steady himself, balanced, still on all fours above his friend.

  

  Matt rubbed the cat's side with his free paw as he kissed down his body, to his tight, hard abs, where he stopped to lick into Chris's belly button, before sliding his head down just a little more. The dripping, pointed tip of a barbed cock touched his nose, and he froze, letting his breath fall across it.

  

  "God...” The lion just leaned forward, putting his forehead on his arms.

  

  Beneath him, Matt slid his tongue out, lapping at Chris's tip before opening up his muzzle and letting the whole thing slide into his lips. The barbs poked at his tongue, his mouth, and the back of his throat as the big cat thrust in, from reflex.

  

  Chris shook slightly as Matt pulled down on his jeans, bunching them up at the lion's knees. The cat was left unable to move his paws for fear of collapsing, and with his legs semi bound, all he could to was moaned, holding back as best he could form thrusting into his friend's maw.

  

  The ottercoon closed his lips tight around Chris's cock, suckling as he did his best not to let his teeth press into it, and stopped every few moments to tease the lion's barbs with his tongue.

  

  Chris whined, though, and before Matt could even begin to bob, the cat rolled off of him and collapsed onto his back, his cock popping out of his friend's mouth as he panted, his eyes closed tight, "W...we...can't...end it too early...now c-can we?”

  

  Matt followed and rolled over as well, "I guess not...” After pulling the cat's pants the rest of the way off, he relaxed, himself, lying on his stomach beside his friend.

  

  The lion opened his eyes and propped himself up on his elbows, before leaning down. Gently, he kissed and licked at the small of the ottercoon's back, as he slipped his friend's pants and briefs the rest of the way off, finally leaving them both nude.

  

  Matt moved his tail aside and spread his legs a bit, showing off his hole while Chris was back there, but he didn't say a word. The cat noticed, chuckling lightly as he pressed a finger against the ottercoon's hole, rubbing it a bit and continuing to kiss the small of his friend's back.

  

  Matt just smiled and murred, his head still against his arms on the bed while he let Chris have his fun. And Chris did, continuing to press and kiss, before moving his other paw under Matt to gently rub his cock and sheath.

  

  The ottercoon moaned, grinding down, against the cat's paw wrapping around his dick, "Oah...Chris...always such a t-tease...”

  

  Chris chuckled again. "Doesn't have to be a tease...” Pressing in a bit, he finally slipped a finger joint into Matt's hole, making him gasp. The big cat smiled, "Roll over, and I'll wrap something other than my hand around it.”

  

  Matt raised his hips a little, feeling the end of Chris's finger in him. He got quiet for a moment, though, making no attempt to roll over. "A-actually...” He nervously spoke up.

  

  The lion stopped his rubbing and tilted his head, "Something wrong?”

  

  "N-no. It's just...” Matt looked back, still laying on his stomach, "Have you ever...ever rimmed anyone?”

  

  "Why?” Chris raised an eyebrow, "Making a request?”

  

  The ottercoon grinned guiltily, managing to speak again only after a nervous chuckle, "Well it's just...I've always thought it...was the best way to lube up.”

  

  Chris's eyes widened at that, and he pulled his finger, slowly, out of his friend. "Matt?” Looking directly at Matt, he narrowed his eyes, "What...I mean...I didn't think that was something you...liked. Aren't you more of a...”

  

  "Hey!” Matt cut him off with a shrug, "It's not like I haven't raised tail before. Granted it's been a while, but...” He chuckled again, "But like I said, I uhm...I ran across Riddick's toys, remember?”

  

  "Yeah?”

  

  Matt just smiled a wide guilty smile, not saying anything.

  

  The lion cocked an eyebrow, with a sly smile of his own, "Oh? Riddick would be real interested to hear this...”

  

  Matt twitched the base of his tail a little to draw attention back to his hole, "I'd bet he'd be interested to SEE this too...”

  

  Chris looked down at the base of his friend's tail and grunted, "I bet he would...” He looked back up, "Are you sure about this, Matt?”

  

  "I AM the one who brought it up.” Nonchalantly, the ottercoon looked away, his chin resting on his arms again, "And I figure you're gonna' want something more than a blowjob eventually...”

  

  Chris gulped slightly and then went for it. He bent down, virtually attacking his friend's hole with his broad, rough tongue. Matt whimpered at the feeling -- he'd never had a cat do this before -- and raised his rear end up higher still against the cat's muzzle. The lion positioned himself behind the ottercoon, kneeling on his knees and with a paw on each of his friend's cheeks, as he licked in broad strokes against the tight hole.

  

  Matt relaxed his hole a bit and felt almost embarrassed as he heard himself nearly giggle through a soft moan, "Nice and slick, Chris...”

  

  The lion finally finished with one last lick and leaned back, "D-do you think...i-is that okay?”

  

  Matt raised his hips up high and proud, "I'm sure it's perfect.”

  

  Chris crawled over, framing Matt, his chest to his friend's back, and his cock now all but poking at his lubed passage, "Matt...you're really sure about this....?”

  

  The ottercoon reached back with a paw and grabbed a hold of Chris by his ass, pulling him forward just enough to make the lion cock's tip press firmly his hole, "Come on, now...”

  

  Chris gave in. He licked the back of his friend's head once and pushed, the first inch or so sliding in as he let out a low groan. Mart gripped hard onto Chris's ass and gasped aloud, the flared barbs feeling like they were cutting into him.

  

  "Oah...” The lion slowly pushed in more, near constantly moaning as his cock inched its way toward the base. As fun as Matt's mouth had been for these four months, it had been far too long since he'd done this with anyone.

  

  Matt whimpered softly, digging his fingers into Chris's ass and closing his eyes tight. Matt couldn't remember the last time he had someone in him like this. Sirrus was too small to note, and a toy would never be the same as a real dick. It hurt, to say the least.

  

  The ottercoon made no protest, though, and Chris pushed in to the hilt, letting out a held back whine, as his sac rubbed against Matt's.

  

  Matt parted his lips in a moan, barely squeaking out his first few words, "Damned barbs...” before speaking up, "Don't hold back Chris. Fuck me...” He laid his head against the bed again with another soft whimper.

  

  Chris arced down, licking Matt's shoulder as he slowly began to get into a pattern, the bed creaking as he steadily humped faster, all the while panting and moaning above his friend. Matt just whimpered as his insides burned. He'd never felt anything like this in him before; if the barbs weren't enough, Chris was bigger than anything else he'd ever had. He let out a loud moan and reached down with his free paw, stroking himself as drops of pre hit the bed underneath him.

  

  The lion groaned, taking Matt's shoulder into his jaws and biting down just hard enough to keep his friend steady. Matt gripped down harder on his own cock, stroking it fully now and clenching his tailhole down, every few moments, on Chris's. That just made Chris pound harder, feeling his orgasm growing already, every time his sac slapped against Matt's.

  

  "Chris...God Chris...keep going!” Matt pawed himself off as quickly as he could, completely forgetting about trying to take his time.

  

  Chris hammered in, continuing to bite down on Matt's shoulder as he moaned, pounding as fast as he could now, but still with enough faculties to hope that he wasn't hurting his friend.

  

  Beneath him, the ottercoon whimpered softly as he tried to stop himself from pawing, not wanting to blow his load just yet...but he only managed the willpower to slow his paw, not stop it, "Harder Chris...harder!”

  

  Chris grunted around Matt's shoulder, pulling nearly all the way out before jamming back in, the entire eight inches going into Matt's ass with each and every thrust. And bit by bit, as his orgasm drew close, his jaw tightened.

  

  Matt moaned quickly, almost like a yelp as he sped his pawing again and clenched down on Chris, "That's it: bite down! Be as rough...as rough as you want! Don't hold back!”

  

  As he pounded in, the lion slowed his thrusts, but he was hammering much harder. And he complied. The cat bit down harder, this time drawing blood. Underneath him, his friend bit down on the sheets and gripped them with his free paw, as his other, lubed with pre, slid up and down his pulsing cock.

  

  Chris groaned, unable to form any words from around Matt's shoulder and wrapped his arms around him, holding his best friend close and tight as he thrust quicker and wrenched his eyes closed.

  

  "Ah...ah...Oah!!” The ottercoon gripped his cock as hard as he could and pushed his face against the bed, "I...I...God, Chris! I think I'm gonna'...”

  

  "NGH!” Chris jammed himself in as hard as he could, holding himself there for just a split second before pulling out, his barbs virtually grinding against Matt's insides as they both moaned.

  

  Matt's moan broke, though, and he could only gasp as his body clenched up. His paw on his cock and his tailhole twitching around Chris's, stream after stream of his thick seed shot out and fell onto the bed.

  

  The lion above him pounded in once more, hilting himself deep inside his friend as he let go of Matt's shoulder and let out a deep roar. His cock convulsed and shot wave after wave of his own thick cum into Matt, until he shook as he began to fall limp.

  

  Matt laid his head down on the bed, barely rasping out his breaths, but somehow forced out words, "D...don't pull out...just yet. The...the barbs, Chris...the barbs...” He felt his legs wanting to give way under Chris's weight, but strained to not let them.

  

  Chris panted, an arm still wrapped around Matt's waist as he fell, forcing both of them to fall and lie there on their sides...his cock still hilted in his friend. The ottercoon lied with him, rooting his head up and under the lion's chin, and cuddled back against his larger body, feeling safe there as he tingled from his afterglow.

  

  Chris moved his head from atop Matt's, licking his friend's shoulder affectionately as he moved his paw, slightly clenched, up to his friend's chest and pulled him closer. Matt bent his neck aside so Chris could lick the less-than-superficial wounds, and murred at the feel of the rough tongue on them.

  

  Finally, after a few minutes, the lion stopped. He moved his head up to the back of Matt's, kissing him softly between the ears before pulling his friend as close as he could, his arm wrapped around him and his chin, again, atop the ottercoon's head.

  

  Slowly, Chris let sleep take him as he lay there with Matt in his arms.

  

  Matt smiled softly, "Enjoy yourself Chris?”

  

  But he got no answer.

  

  "...Chris?” Again, Matt cuddled back against the lion with a chuckle, realizing the cat was asleep and couldn't even hear him, "I must have worn you out. Imagine that.” He lowered his voice slightly and hugged Chris's arms after a yawn, "I wish I could tell you, that I'd only do that...for someone...” He yawned again with a smile and curled up, closing his eyes, "...only for someone I loved.”


  ~
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  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 14


  From where he sat on the couch, Chris looked up at Riddick for a long silent moment, before smiling through a sigh. He stood up and padded over, where he stopped in front of his son, who just smiled back up at him.

  

  Matt put his feet up on the coffee table and leaned back in the couch, "Be nice now, Chris.”

  

  The lion ignored his friend for a moment and leaned down slightly, putting a paw between his son's ears, "Riddick...you be careful, okay?” He smiled a little, "I mean...what with the condom in your pocket, I don't think I have to worry about you not having safe sex...” He rubbed his boy's head a little, "...but still...I don't know what I would do if something happened to you.”

  

  Riddick closed his eyes with a very obvious 'Fuck!' look on his face, "Right...tight pants.”

  

  The ottercoon chuckled, "You'll get better at hiding it. We all do.”

  

  Chris glanced back, "You really have to encourage?”

  

  Riddick smiled and leaned forward, wrapping his arms around his father in a tight hug and closed his eyes again, "I'll be safe, dad. I always am...” He stood back up straight with a contented smile, elated to know how much his dad cared, "Thanks. I'ma'...uhm...gonna' go ahead and head out now...okay?”

  

  Chris stood up a bit straighter, crossed his arms, and nodded, "You and Luke have fun.”

  

  The panthion nodded, but didn't correct his father, "We will!” He stood up high enough on his toes to kiss the larger cat on the cheek, "Love you dad.” He turned and bolted on out of the room, "Love you too Matt!!”

  

  Chris smiled, putting his paws in his pockets and speaking very softly, "Love you too...”

  

  Matt leaned his head back off the back of the couch, watching Riddick dash out upside down, and mumbled, "Did he just say...?” He spoke up, "Bye kid!”

  

  Riddick ran outside, but stopped about halfway down the sidewalk and straightened his shirt with a deep breath and a sigh. This would be his first time out on the town since he got here, except for his couple of times hanging out with Luke.

  

  Luke.

  

  He cared for the raccoon a lot. He could almost say he loved him. But it seemed pretty clear that all Luke wanted was a friend -- playful or not -- and the panthion wanted more. So, as much as he'd rather not even think about it...it was time for him to start looking for someone.

  

  And what better way than hitting the town and the clubs, again, like back home?

  

  

  

  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 14 --

  Been Here Before

  

  

  Riddick stepped through the black and, for some reason, cushioned door, and into the dark interior of the club. Lights were flashing all around him, and he could smell the musks of the furs all over: too many species, let alone individuals, to name.

  

  As the door swung closed behind him, he smiled; even at his age this wasn't his first time to a club like this, "God...the bouncers, here, are so much easier to bribe than the ones back home.” He chuckled and glanced at his paw, "Oop! Nearly missed a bit...” then licked a bit of white from the back of it.

  

  Across the club, a mix breed -- half fox, half cat, with patchy orange, black, & white fur -- tapped his footpaw lightly against the bar before turning his head to the side, to look at the lion standing next to him. The lion was relatively regular for a lion, save for his pitch black mane and tail fluff.

  

  The foxcat took a quick sip of his drink, "You say you've been here before, Sebby?”

  

  Sebby, the lion, took a sip of his drink too and nodded with a smile, "Yup! It's not a bad place: a little bit of everything you could want. Just gotta' find it.”

  

  His mix breed friend chuckled and turned his stool around to look into the club, the music pounding away throughout the room, "That's good. But hey, even if we don't...we can still have a little fun tonight, right?”

  

  Sebby signaled the bartender for a new drink, and then sat his empty glass on the counter, "Yeah, I don't see why not. We generally do, don't we?”

  

  The foxcat smiled and hopped off the stool, running a hand through his headfur, "So what can you do here? You've been here before; tell me about it.”

  

  Sebby stood up straight, stretching a little, "You can do almost anything, here, Liska. You can dance, make out, or even fuck...if you know what you're doing!” He laughed, "I think it was the last time I was here, when there was a circle jerk going on in the bathroom, and they even have some spare 'guest' rooms in the back, for...y'know...for anyone that doesn't want to show everything off.”

  

  Liska, the mix, grinned as his tail swayed, "Sounds like fun!”

  

  His lion friend laughed again and picked up his new drink, downing it in one gulp as he stared out into the mass of dancing furs, scanning for a new playmate for the night, "It is Liska...it is.”

  

  Hidden in the mass, Riddick slowly wound his way through the crowd of furs. He flowed through, letting his shoulders and feet near involuntarily move with the beat of the music as moved about. And he breathed the place in deep, taking in the many scents of the people and things around him: natural musks, perfumes, drinks, lingering smoke...and he smiled, "God...it feels like it's been forever.”

  

  He shook his mane out a bit and looked around, wondering where he could get the most attention in the midst of all these dancing furs. After a short few moments of looking, he saw his answer in the distance. At first glance, it was what would appear to be a badly placed table amongst a sea of writhing, dancing bodies...but the smile on Riddick's face stretched out wider. That chairless table was quite purposefully placed. Without a word, he squeezed, pivoted, and spun his way through the crowd, slowly making his way to and climbing on top of the empty, chairless table.

  

  Back at the bar, Sebby continued chatting with Liska as he scanned the crowd, and stopped when he saw what looked to be a panther...or maybe a black lion...climbing up onto one of the stage tables in the middle of the dance floor.

  

  He nudged Liska lightly, "Hey...check it out...”

  

  The foxcat looked over, almost instantly noticing the flamboyantly dressed fur beginning to dance on the table. He was striking and attractive -- he had to give him that -- and, already, furs had begun to gravitate and crowd around him. Some groped themselves ever so lightly, as if repositioning, others tried to grope HIM, though he was too high to reach, many simply cheered, and others, still, just stared. Had it not been for Sebby's arm now beginning to drag him through the crowded dance floor, Liska would probably have just continued to stare as well.

  

  Riddick shook his mane out again and relaxed as the song faded to a close, and he looked down to see a rather interested looking vixen standing right in front of him. The second song started hard -- a strong and immediate beat -- and the panthion wasted no time: he decided to tease the poor vixen. It was her own fault for not realizing a guy dressed like him was disinterested, but in her defense, he thought, she probably wasn't sober. Not that that would stop him.

  

  Staring directly at her, he thrust his hips and swung his body with each and every beat of the song, even dropping down onto his knees as he went, his crotch nearly right in her face near the end of the song. As this beat, too, faded out, he shook his shoulders slightly and held his arms back, letting his glimmering, reflective shirt fall to the table. Left in only the midriff shirt, he gave the smiling vixen, whose head was now basically in his crotch, quite the glimpse of his body.

  

  The flashing lights faded out after the song had stopped, and the Panthion swung around and off the table. He was sweating already, still not having gotten back into the swing of this. Riddick landed by the vixen and put his paws on her hips, whispering in her ear, "I hope you enjoyed the show...”

  

  He let go of her and reached onto the table as the lights started flashing again with the next song. He was planning to grab his shirt and go to the bar for a drink to cool himself off before he danced anymore...but when his paw slapped against the table, his shirt wasn't there.

  

  "The hell?” Riddick stood up straighter and looked around the table, even bending down to look underneath it and on the other side, "The fuck!? Where's my shirt?”

  

  Behind him, Liska grinned, and tapped the -- what he had discovered to be a - panther/lion mix, on the shoulder, "Looking for this?” He held out the shirt with a smile as Riddick turned around.

  

  Sebby stood beside him, and the lion's paw was still on his shoulder...right where it had been when he forced the littler foxcat to steal the shirt to begin with.

  

  Riddick jumped a little, both at seeing the new fur, and at his shirt in the mix breed's paw. Regardless, he reached forward and took it, though, as the vixen, with no one paying attention to her, left them.

  

  "Y-yeah...” The panthion began with a cautious grin, "...that's my shirt...thanks. Did it fall on the floor?”

  

  Liska smiled dumbly and scratched the back of his head, "Well, not entirely.”

  

  Sebby patted his friend on the shoulder and grinned, "What he means is: we wanted a smell of you, so we borrowed it for a second!”

  

  The foxcat blushed at that, making a mental note to kill Sebby later...but continued to smile at Riddick.

  

  Riddick sniffed of his own shirt and tilted his head a little, not noticing too much of a smell on it, "Well?” He looked right at what looked to be a fox...or maybe a cat...and winked, "How do I smell, then?”

  

  Liska grinned and tilted his head back, "Good...and you look the part too.”

  

  "So then...” Riddick looked up at the lion, "When you say that 'we' wanted a sniff, you mean-” he paused to point just at Liska, "WE wanted a smell, right?” The panthion chuckled instead of waiting for an answer, as he put his shirt back on, "I haven't been to a place like this in a LONG time. I'm getting tired too quick. You two wanna' join me at the bar for a drink? No! Even better! We can grab a table!” He stopped and looked at the one he was dancing on, "A REAL table...”

  

  Liska looked up at Sebby, not entirely sure what he was planning after this, and Sebby just smiled and nodded. This kid would work perfect. He'd promised Liska some fun, and this new black cat was certainly interested.

  

  The lion motioning toward a table near the back of the club, "That work for you?”

  

  "Works fine! So long as I can sit and have a drink.” Riddick smiled and started to walk past the two of them, but stopped just before he did, and sniffed of the slightly taller lion, "Mmm...someone ELSE has been dancing, too.” He winked up at Sebby and continued on toward the back of the club.

  

  A few minutes later, Sebby sipped at his newly acquired drink, one arm over the back of his chair, "So...” He swirled his drink, "You look a bit young to be in a place like this.”

  

  Beside him, Liska leaned on the table, holding his drink and taking occasional sips, very interested in hearing the answer to that question, himself.

  

  "Yeah? Maybe I am, but neither of you look 21.” Riddick made a point of taking a sip of his soft drink, "So I may be here illegally, but at least I'm not drinking under age!” He stuck out his tongue, "So...how old are you two?”

  

  The foxcat chuckled, finishing off his colorful mixed drink, "I'm 19. So technically...I CAN drink...in some places, anyway.”

  

  Sebby nodded, taking a sip of his drink, though he didn't bother explaining to the black cat that this particular drink wasn't alcoholic, "Same. And we've got fake ID's. But what about you?”

  

  Riddick chuckled softly and looked at Liska, "I'm pretty sure you have to be 21 everywhere now. I don't think there's anywhere left where it's 18...at least not in this country.” Then he looked back at Sebby, "Honestly? I'll be 16 in about two months: September. And I didn't have to use a fake ID to get in.” He smiled, not planning on telling them how he DID get in, "Oh! I never introduced myself! I'm Riddick Eden: panthion!” He smiled his big toothy grin, "...and the two of you?”

  

  The lion smiled, "The name's Sebby. Lion...obviously.” He gestured with his head at his friend, sitting next to him, "...and the foxcat here is named Liska.”

  

  Liska smiled and nodded, "Yup!”

  

  "Fox cat?” Riddick smiled over at Liska, "I was wondering what you were! You know? There were hardly any mix breeds back where I used to live! There were some exotic foreign breeds, like this really cute red panda I dated, but absolutely no mixes! I've only been here for like two months, though, and I've already met two! An ottercoon and now a foxcat! I really like not being the only one!” He smiled softly went about finishing his drink off.

  

  The foxcat chuckled, nodding, "You don't have to worry about that here.”

  

  Sebby grinned a little bit, swirling his drink again, "So...you were making quite a show of yourself up there.”

  

  Riddick nodded once, "I always do!”

  

  Sebby took a sip of his drink, "Well, that's good to know. Here's hoping you'll put on as good a show later, too...” He looked down at his watch, "That little 'extra bit' I added to your drink should be kicking in soon...”

  

  The panthion coughed as his eyes went wide, "What?” He gulped a little and blinked, breathing a little heavier, "W-what??”

  

  Liska looked over at the lion, who was now all but holding back a roar of laughter, and then looked back at Riddick with a sigh, "Don't worry. He pulls that same lame 'joke' on almost everyone we meet when we're out...especially if they're younger than us.”

  

  Riddick relaxed, let out a breath, and laid his head on the table with a long, low, and embarrassed groan, "Not nice...”

  

  The lion burst out a few grunts of laughter, "H-hey! It's funny! Besides, did you see his face??” He laughed more, before taking a drink and nearly choking on a swallowed ice cube.

  

  Liska glared over at his friend as he choked, "Serves you right!” He looked back over at the poor, distressed Panthion, patting him on the shoulder, "Sorry...he needs to learn better.”

  

  Riddick slowly sat back up, with a half smile, "No harm done, I guess...” He spun his empty glass, looking at it for a moment, before posing his next question, "So...you two are...boyfriends?”

  

  Sebby & Liska turned their heads toward each other, both of them answering in unison, "Nope!”

  

  "Really? That's cool. So you're just friends then?”

  

  Sebby nodded, setting his drink down on the table, "Yup! He'd never been here before, and it's a nice place, so I thought I'd show him how great it could be!” He smiled sinisterly and leaned on his hands now folded in front of him, "...and it looks like I found him quite the find.”

  

  The foxcat kicked his friend under the table, "Sebby!”

  

  Riddick chuckled gently, choosing to ignore that last comment...for now, "Weird, somehow I got the feeling you two were more than just friends.”

  

  Sebby leaned back, his arm back over the chair again, "Well, I guess you'd say we're friends with privileges...”

  

  Liska blushed and kicked Sebby again, "Sebby!” but the lion just laughed loudly and smiled.

  

  The panthion nodded, "That's cool. I have a friend like that myself! He's a raccoon named Luke, and he's a little less than a year younger than me...turned 15 a few days ago. He's an adorable shy little thing. He's also really sweet...and...” Riddick sighed softly and stopped before he went gushing about Luke...then he picked up his glass, wishing that there was still something in it.

  

  Sebby cocked an eyebrow and grinned over at Liska.

  

  The foxcat, though, titled his head, ignoring his friend for the moment, "...you sure he isn't more than a friend?”

  

  Riddick looked up, "H-huh? You mean: is he my boyfriend?” He shook his head, "No. Just a friend...despite whatever I might want.” The black cat sat his cup down and sat up straighter with a deep breath, "That's kind of why I've started hitting the clubs again. I'm hoping to meet someone that CAN be more than that! Though...for a while, I'm sure all I'll find is...” he made a show of licking his teeth and looked right at Sebby, "...cheap thrills?”

  

  Sebby leaned on the table again, and grinned, cocking his head, "Dunno'...are you interested in that sorta' thing?”

  

  "Wouldn't've of said anything if I wasn't. And I'm not really the kind of guy to move slow, anyway. Hell: Luke and I fooled around on my first night in town!” Riddick smiled and leaned back in his seat, as thick sarcasm filled his voice, "...of course I'm SURE I can't find ANYONE that would be willing to do anything with a 15-year-old...no matter how hot or willing I may be.”

  

  Liska blushed and leaned over to Sebby, whispering, "And he is hot...”

  

  The lion whispered back, "No argument there.” Then looked back at Riddick, "Well...we can't have you walk away with nothing...now can we?”

  

  Riddick smiled and licked his teeth again, muttering, "God I've missed these places...” He smiled as he spoke up, "Yeah, I think that would be a little rude, actually.”

  

  The foxcat snickered and motioned with his paw to a door nearby on the back wall, "Y'know...Sebby tells me that this place has a nice little group of courtesy rooms in the back...”

  

  Sebby smiled at Liska, who had apparently just found his nerve, and then he finished the sentence for his mix breed friend, "...and I just happen to have a key for one.”

  

  "You do?” Riddick chuckled, "That's kinda' wishful thinking, isn't it? What if you hadn't found a willing third party?” He snapped his fingers, "Oh wait...how silly of me. You two don't necessarily NEED a third party!”

  

  Liska blushed and rubbed the back of his neck as Sebby just smiled.

  

  The panthion, meanwhile, leaned back and stretched his footpaw across under the table, running it up Liska's inner thigh and into the seat of his chair, just shy of his crotch...good enough at that sort of thing, that Sebby didn't even notice.

  

  Liska smiled slyly as he scooted forward, pressing his crotch against Riddick's foot.

  

  "So...” Riddick smiled, "...are we planning on heading back there, then?”

  

  The lion, oblivious to what was happening, just grinned and nodded, "If you'd like.”

  

  Riddick rubbed and pressed on Liska's quickly stiffening bulge with his footpaw, "Well, that's two votes. You up for it, too, Liska?”

  

  The foxcat held back a soft grunt with a gulp, and smiled, "Y-yeah.”

  

  Riddick smiled over at him and then at Sebby before pulling his foot away, "Well then...if Liska can stand up without embarrassing himself...why don't you two lead the way?”

  

  Sebby cocked an eyebrow as he stood up, looking at Liska...and the foxcat just blushed, putting his paws in his lap and speaking very quietly, "Uhm...you two go first.”

  

  The panthion stood up, too, and stepped over by Sebby, answering the lion's question, even though he hadn't asked it yet, "He made friends with my footpaw.”

  

  Sebby just laughed loudly and put an arm around Riddick's shoulders, walking with him to the door, followed, soon, by the still blushing Liska. The panthion was lead down a rather short hall, past some more doors, until Sebby brought the three of them to a stop, and used the key he had in his pocket to open a door to his left.

  

  Riddick peered inside, "Wow, a bed, lots of pillows...the works!” He walked on in, "It's like a porn set...”

  

  The lion followed him in, already beginning to take off his shirt as he snickered, "I wouldn't be surprised if some had been made here...”

  

  Liska closed the door behind them, also beginning to strip since Sebby had...starting with his shoes and pants, "Next you'll be telling us you were in one.”

  

  "And how do you know I wasn't?” Sebby chuckled as he finished, now only in his boxers.

  

  The panthion turned around to see his new friends already either stripped or stripping, and both noticeably tended...especially the lion, left with only his boxers to veil his rod, "Well then, I guess I shouldn't waste any time, either!” Riddick dropped his shirt off onto the floor and unsnapped the bit above his tail, "As tight as my pants are...I kind of had to go commando...” He unzipped the front of his pants, leaving his sheath and the tip of his cock visible, the first of the three to show off their goods, "...but I doubt either of you have a problem with that.”

  

  Liska grinned as he tossed off his pants, and his briefs with them, now standing naked in front of the two cats, "No. I don't think that'll be a problem...”

  

  "Makes for easier access.” Sebby added, as he eyed his two exposed friends.

  

  Riddick first looked at the naked foxcat, then over at Sebby still in his boxers, and finally back at Liska again as he pulled off his midriff shirt, "Since you're all done taking your clothes off, Liska...” He dropped the shirt aside, "...why don't you help with these tight pants of mine?”

  

  The foxcat padded over, a little timidly, and stopped right in front of Riddick, reaching down to hook his thumbs under the waistband. He stopped though and leaned closer, his head next to the black cat's, "Riddick, uhm...you're a bit younger than us...and I just wanted you to know: you can stop this at any time, okay?”

  

  "We won't make you do anything you don't want to.” Sebby nodded, moving over and sitting behind Riddick on the bed, "We're more than interested, but we won't hold it against you if you change your mind, okay?”

  

  "Like you said,” Liska concluded, "...we didn't NEED a third party.”

  

  The panthion smiled, "That's sweet of you both...but...” He reached his paw down into his pocket and pulled out the condom he brought, tossing it back and onto the bed behind him. "As long as we're careful, I'm fine.” He smiled and put his paws on the foxcat's hips, "Now, come on Liska: you don't want to be the only one naked, do you?”

  

  Liska licked Riddick's ear and tugged his pants down the rest of the way, letting them drop to the floor. With a coy smile, he slid his paws back up the Panthion's uncovered thighs, brushing across his furry sheath and sac. And he smiled when it made Riddick let out a soft murr.

  

  Riddick put his paw on the Liska's soft-furred stomach, "W-wait...”

  

  "Sure...” The foxcat stopped without hesitation, smiling gently.

  

  "I've done a lot of things...” Riddick pinned his ears, "...but a threesome isn't one of them.”

  

  Sebby spoke up, now rolling the condom in his fingers, "Never been with more than one person?”

  

  "Well...no. I have.” The panthion clarified, "I had a foursome once. Or...I guess more like two...twosomes. Each, uhm...couple on one side of the room?” He shook his head, "Sorry, my point is, just how...or, uhm...who goes where?”

  

  "Oh!” Liska looked over at Sebby and smiled.

  

  Sebby hopped up, his barbed friend now poking out of the slit in his boxers as he tossed the condom up in his hand and caught it, "Well, that all depends...we only have one condom, but three dicks. But...you brought it, so I guess you get to decide which one gets to wear it, kid...” The cat winked and stood beside the Panthion, his arms crossed, and his muscles nicely...and intentionally...flexed, with a big grin on his muzzle.

  

  Still in the foxcat's embrace, Riddick licked his teeth and lips then reached forward, touching his fingertips to the end of Sebby's partially exposed cock, "My choice?”

  

  The lion purred a little and nodded as he watched Liska continue to rub the Panthion's chest, "Yeah.”

  

  "It's been a LONG time since I was topped, pretty kitty. And since you already have the condom...” Riddick moved his paw up and put it on Sebby's stomach, "Will you take those boxers off, already?”

  

  Sebby grinned and kept his arms crossed, "Why don't you help me?”

  

  "Yeah.” As Liska continued to lick Riddick's ear, he slid a paw down to Riddick's sheath, rubbing the sides with his middle and index fingers.

  

  The panthion murred softly, "Sure thing...” He reached both of his paws toward Sebby and turned around, leaving Liska to lick his ear from behind, now, as the black cat grabbed onto Sebby's boxers and pulled them down, past his fully erect lionhood and his ass, "Sit down.”

  

  Silently, Sebby backed up, his boxers falling he rest of the way down as he sat on the bed, smiling and leaning back on his hands.

  

  Riddick leaned back against Liska for a moment before moving to follow Sebby. The black cat dropped down onto his knees as slowly as possible, so he could make sure and pull Liska along with him...and, once there, he leaned his muzzle down to the lion's cock. He gingerly licked at Sebby's tip, lightly lapping and suckling at it as he reached back with an idle paw to grope the foxcat on his knees behind him.

  

  The lion groaned softly, rubbing Riddick between the ears, "Yeah...”

  

  Liska, with a yip at the grope betraying his vulpine heritage, reached around and began to stroke Riddick's member as well. Gently, he flicked the barbs, as he licked the Panthion's shoulder and grinned, watching his old friend's dick disappear into the black cat's muzzle.

  

  Riddick lapped over each of Sebby's barbs, and pulled back, suckling just on the tip for a moment before stopping to look up at the lion, "Okay...put it on.”

  

  Sebby looked down, grinning with half closed eyes as he ripped open the package and quickly went about rolling the condom down onto his pulsing member.

  

  The panthion sat back, his paw still between him and Liska, squeezing and stroking the foxcat, "What about you? What are you gonna' do?”

  

  "Don't you worry about that...” Liska broke away from Riddick, and crawled around, putting his head between the black cat, the bed, and Sebby's legs. The foxcat murred at the sight in front of him, and he leaned in, licking at his new friend's barbed tip.

  

  Riddick gasped and smiled as he leaned forward, "G-good answer, Liska...” He looked up at the lion, "...you ready Sebby?”

  

  The lion just chuckled and nodded, "Yeah...”

  

  Riddick reluctantly pulled away from Liska's muzzle and tried to stand, only to have the foxcat's lapping mouth follow him. As he got to his feet, his cock was suddenly buried deep in Liska's muzzle, the mix breed showing no concern for whether or not he was complicating matters.

  

  With a whimper, the panthion muttered to himself, JUST loud enough for his two new friends to hear, "L-lemme see...a-a position where Liska can...can still reach me...” Stammering and barely able to stand, thanks to the attention the foxcat was giving him, Riddick finally managed to turn himself and face away from Sebby and the bed, "Looks good.”

  

  Sebby chuckled at the black cat's confusion as Riddick moved backward, hips bending so he could sit down. The lion reached forward, helpfully wrapping his arms around the Panthion to guide him down onto his lap...and all the while Liska moved with the black cat, determined not to let his cock leave his muzzle.

  

  Riddick lowered down with Sebby's help, feeling the lubed latex covered tip press against and start to push into his hole. Thanks to his recently bought toys, the pain was minimal, despite how long it had been since he'd had the real thing. The panthion couldn't even manage words, feeling Sebby sinking into him and Liska's mouth pulsating around his cock.

  

  "Mph...” Sebby pushed in, grunting softly as the warm passage enveloped his shaft, the feeling barely mitigated by the thin layer of protection.

  

  The panthion moaned, lifting one of his legs up and onto Liska's shoulder as his ass finally rested on Sebby's thighs. Liska lapped and sucked harder, bobbing on the twitching member in his muzzle, and only now, finally allowed himself to stroke his own cock.

  

  But as Sebby began to thrust, Liska found himself, though gently at first, being face fucked involuntarily by the bouncing black cat. Above him, Riddick opened his mouth in a gasp at how all of this felt: Sebby's cock grinding against his prostate, and his own cock slipping in and out of Liska's muzzle.

  

  This was something Riddick had never felt before -- being fucked and sucked at the same time -- but he couldn't seem to force out a word, or even an audible moan, to express the feelings...he could only manage a whimper.

  

  "Kitty like?” The lion chuckled softly as he began to lick behind Riddick's ears, still damp from Liska, and he continued to pump faster, now all but pounding his new friend.

  

  Riddick breathed deep and quick, his whole body rocking with each of his breaths almost as much as it rocked with the thrusts, "Oah...oah God, yes.”

  

  "F-Fuck kid...so...” Sebby cut himself off with a moan, as he rested his head on the back of Riddick's, and thrust harder and faster, loving the feeling of his balls against the Panthion sitting on him.

  

  On his knees before the pair, Liska alternated between yipping and purring, as he happily suckled on the panthion's cock. As he savored the sweet flavor and pounded away at his own cock, though, he was finding it increasingly difficult to avoid being choked by the bouncing cat.

  

  Suddenly, Riddick grabbed onto Liska's head, scratching behind the foxcat's ears and gripping at his short headfur. And holding the foxcat like that only made Riddick drive his cock deeper into his new friend's muzzle and throat with every bounce. If he kept this up, he would be done in no time...

  

  ...but, unfortunately for him, it was too much for Liska, who was forced to pull away. In Riddick's paws, his head was being driven harder and harder, and every bounce gagged and choked him. He couldn't blame the panthion for getting lost in the moment, but he couldn't take any more regardless. He had to move away.

  

  "Oah...” Ignorant of anything but ravaging Riddick, Sebby began to pant, slowing his thrusts but jamming every one harder into the black cat's willing passage.

  

  The foxcat, not done with his friends, despite the momentary setback, moved his head lower. He slipped his muzzle down under Riddick's sack to lick just behind it, his tongue lapping across both the Panthion's hole and his old friend's thrusting, latex covered cock.

  

  Riddick let out a groan, half of pleasure, but half of displeasure, as he had been just about to finish before Liska pulled away. Feeling the foxcat's tongue on his hole as Sebby's cock continued to piston into him, though, made any complaints wash away. The panthion could only whimper again, doing his damnedest to resist grabbing a hold of himself...and wondering how long until all of this alone would make him blow his load.

  

  Knowing how close the cat was, and having recovered from his earlier choking, Liska decided to brave the dangers and move back in. He immediately took Riddick's entire shaft into his muzzle at once. But he made sure to leave a paw on the panthion's thigh, and bob in time with the cats' bouncing, so he could avoid choking again.

  

  In no time, as he was helping himself up and down Sebby's shaft, Riddick opened his maw wide in a silent, breathless roar. Desperately, he tried to say that he was cumming, but he just couldn't get it out as his nuts and his hole suddenly drew tight.

  

  Behind him, the lion groaned, holding onto Riddick's waist as he felt the Panthion's hole spasm. Sebby closed his eyes tight, as his own balls grew close as well, while, on the floor in front of them, Liska felt the first salvo of Riddick's hot cum splash against the back of his throat.

  

  As the foxcat drank down every last drop Riddick had to offer, the cock in his muzzle muffled his own moaning, while he, himself, shot all over his paw, the bed skirt, and the legs of the two felines in front of him. Sebby roared in time with the cum splattering his leg, and he tilted his head back as he began to shoot as well, more than filling the condom with his hot lion seed.

  

  Sandwiched between the two, Riddick gripped Liska's headfur with one paw and leaned his head back onto Sebby's shoulder. He wrapped his free arm around the lion's head and finally moaned aloud, as all three shook from their orgasms, and the last streams of his load trickled out onto Liska's tongue.

  

  It was over, but only Liska moved, falling back onto his ass on the floor.

  

  The other two sat statuesque, save for their heaving chests, Sebby holding Riddick tight as both of them shivered, riding high through the end of their orgasms...

  

  Through heavy breaths, as he sat there, resting in Sebby's lap, Riddick was the first to speak. He could barely eek out only a small few words, though. "I...have a...question...”

  

  The lion's breaths softened, as he basked in the afterglow. He continued holding Riddick tight and upright, his muscles tensed from the task, but he couldn't yet compose himself enough to answer.

  

  So, instead, Liska spoke up for his friend after licking his lips, "Yeah, kid?”

  

  "I don't...” The panthion rocked with his breaths, but did his best to ask his question anyway, "...don't think I'll be moving...any...anytime...soon. Are...are we allowed to stay...stay the night in this room?”


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  Cecil B. North

  as Sebby

  and Liska

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  Well, well!

  Riddick had himself quite a night, didn't he? But what's up with him? Sure, he's been pretty outgoing for a gay guy so far, but not this much. Now he's out clubbing? Giving pawjobs to get into clubs underage? Having threesomes with random strange guys he's never met? What is all this about?

  He says he's doing this because he and Luke are just friends. But this doesn't seem like the safest way to cope, does it? Seems a little self-destructive in fact. Might Luke be the only one that can get him back on a more healthy path? Or will it take more than that?

  And what's going on with Riddick's past? We've gotten plenty of hints about his Red Panda ex (Kevin/Angel), and that his mom kicked him out over him being gay. And now we find out he used to go out to Clubs to get laid like this, too. The puzzle pieces are starting to line up...but what REALLY happened back home before he moved here?

  Stay tuned to find out!


  SIDE NOTE: Don't expect future appearances from Sebby & Liska. This is their one cameo.

  They were two fans of ours back in the day who were SUPER supportive durring a rough patch Cecil and I were having. We thanked them by giving them this cameo, where they got to sleep with our most popular character. And, in doing so, we were able to start fleshing out his back story more, and kick start the next stage of his story.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 25 chapters of Forbidden! ^.^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 15


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 15 --

  Sandcastles

  

  

  With Sirrus at his heels, Matt made his way out and into the living room in a pair of brand new swimming trunks. And around the room, Chris, Riddick, Luke, Jasyn, and Alex all watched as he strolled out into view.

  

  "How do they look?” The ottercoon spread his arms.

  

  Riddick was on the floor, his back against the couch between his father's legs, "They look fine,” he smirked, "...though, I was expecting you in a Speedo!”

  

  Chris sat on the couch behind his son, his arms hung over his legs as he lightly poked at one of the panthion's ears, "Yeah! After all of those nice little thongs I found in your dresser, so did I!”

  

  Sirrus stopped and looked up, tilting his head, "What's a thong?”

  

  Matt looked down, "It's nothing to concern you boy.”

  

  Chris grinned and continued poking at his son's ear, chuckling at its automatic twitches, "Awww...put one on, Matt! I think it'd be cute!!”

  

  "Yeah!” Jasyn jumped in, sitting on the far side of the couch from Chris, his arm slung over the back behind Luke, situated in the middle, "We can all take a nice picture home with us, to boot!”

  

  "I don't think I look that good in them...” Matt looked right at Chris, "Though I know someone who might.”

  

  Riddick craned his neck back up at his dad, "I think he means you.”

  

  Alex chuckled from the recliner, "I definitely wouldn't mind seeing that.”

  

  Matt raised an eyebrow, "Frankly, I'm surprised you're not wearing one, seeing as you found them...”

  

  Chris smiled his big toothy grin, and rubbed the back of his neck, "True...I would look good in them...but hey...” He began flicking Riddick's ear again, "You get the tiniest bit sand in 'em, and you're screwed.”

  

  Riddick shook his head, and scooted over by Luke's legs instead, to get away from his dad's poking, "Are we all ready then?”

  

  Matt stretched and popped his back, looking around the room at everyone, "Are we? We've got the cooler and stuff in the back of your truck, right Jasyn?”

  

  Jasyn nodded, stretching too, before hopping up and giving the small of his back a nice scratch, "Yup! Everything's set.”

  

  Alex stood up as well, moving to the wolf's side, "I'll be riding with Jasyn, who all will be riding where?”

  

  Matt pointed at himself, "I can drive me, Chris, and two other people. I guess that'll be Riddick and Luke...that ok with you three?”

  

  Riddick looked up and back at Luke, "Fine with me.”

  

  Luke just smiled and nodded, his feet gently swaying back and forth.

  

  "That means...” Sirrus looked up again, "I ride with Jaysn and Alex?”

  

  Matt looked down, "Either that or you can try and squeeze in with the four of us. That's up to you.”

  

  Sirrus smiled and shook his head, "That's okay!” as he hopped over to stand by Jaysn, smiling up at the wolf giddily.

  

  Alex smiled down at Jasyn's feet at the little dragon, "More room with us, anyway!”

  

  Riddick pushed himself up and turned around to Luke, holding out a paw, "Come on! Let's head on out to the car!”

  

  Luke smiled and pulled himself up by the paw, "Okay!”

  

  Riddick gripped the raccoon's paw immediately, and tugged on him, dashing out and into the kitchen, toward the Garage.

  

  Matt smiled at Chris, "Too bad you don't want to wear a Speedo...” He flashed his doe eyes, "...everyone would love the view.”

  

  Chris grinned, cocking an eyebrow, "Don't worry: I'm sure, later, you'll get an eyeful. And wouldn't I cheapen that by showing off to everyone else?” He hopped off the couch, put his paws in his pockets, whistling lightly as he walked to the kitchen.

  

  "I'm a generous guy!” Matt followed along behind, "I don't mind if other people see!”

  

  "Ha!” Chris's voice carried back into the living room as Jasyn and Alex watched them disappear, "You just wanna' make them jealous.”

  

  Jasyn cocked his eyebrow, "What do you think he was talking about?”

  

  "I dunno,” Alex shrugged, "That sounded like they're...but...I mean, Chris isn't gay, is he?” The fox shook his head, and started walking toward the kitchen too, "Come on! We need to get on out to your truck or we'll get left behind.”

  

  Jasyn followed along, putting his arm over the fox's shoulder as they walked. Alex smiled up at the wolf, who smiled back as Sirrus totted along at their heels to catch up.

  

  It was August now: only two Saturdays from the end of the summer vacation, and Chris & Matt decided to treat Riddick to a real, full, and planned day at the beach before he got enrolled into his new school. Riddick, of course, wanted his only real friend here, Luke, to come along, and since Luke was coming, Matt decided it best to invite Alex & Jasyn as well...

  

  ...the whole 'family' as it were.

  

  It was a relatively short drive from Matt's house and down to the beach. The seven furs were tired from the months behind them -- trials, secrets, unwanted truths, and unrequited love -- and they were ready for a break from their lives. At once, they spread out across the beach, Chris, Matt, & Sirrus breaking off in one direction, and Riddick & Luke in another, while Jasyn & Alex stayed back with the truck.

  

  Chris padded down to the beach, paws behind his head, "So, Sirrus...you ready to have some fun and play, today?”

  

  Sirrus perked up, looking between Matt and Chris, "Play??”

  

  "Chris!” Matt waved his paws, "Watch it with that word! You should know better.” The ottercoon smiled down at Sirrus, "No, boy...we can't play here.”

  

  Chris laughed aloud, "Sorry.”

  

  Matt smiled softly and stopped beside Chris, just staring out at the water, "So, why were you so adamant about not putting on a nice, tight, little Speedo?” He reached over and tapped the lion's ass gently, "Afraid you'd look too gay in it?”

  

  Chris grinned and reached down, pulling down the back of his shorts, "Not quite...”

  

  Matt looked down, his mouth slightly agape as he saw what he thought was Chris starting to bare his ass, "What are you doing? This isn't a nude beach, Chris.” He looked around, "At least wait until we're ready to leave, before you make them ask us to.”

  

  Chris just ignored him and chuckled as he pulled them down the rest of the way. As the shorts dropped, they revealed below his tail a pair of tight, red, low rising Speedos. He stood back up, his shorts under his arm and grinned, cocking his eyebrow, "Happy now?”

  

  Matt smiled wide, not caring if anyone could see the bulge growing in his shorts. Besides, it's not that they'd be looking at him anyway, "Quite! I only wish the kids hadn't run off,” He winked, "They'd've liked to see too.” The ottercoon looked over at Sirrus, "How do you think he loo...err, never mind...” He knelt down by his pet, finding it hard not to look at Chris as petted the dragon, "...you can barely tell the difference.”

  

  Sirrus just fell over, rolling around in the soft sand, and paid entirely no attention to the fact that almost everyone nearby was gawking at the small group: Matt, his barely dressed, muscle-bound friend...and whatever each they'd each decided for themselves Sirrus was. Pet? Adopted son?

  

  The dragon giggled as he buried his front legs under the warm sand, and Matt smiled at him.

  

  Trying so hard not to turn and stare at Chris, the ottercoon, too, was all but oblivious to the furs staring at them, "We should have come here sooner.”

  

  Back up and just off the beach, in the gravel 'parking lot' area, Alex & Jasyn sat on the tailgate of Jasyn's truck, staring out at the beach.

  

  Alex reached into the cooler sitting between the two of them as he watched the other five wandering about. He pulled out one of Chris's beers by accident, and, hating the taste of beer, put it back and started digging for a coke, "You know Jay...I haven't been here, once, all summer?”

  

  Jasyn reached into the cooler, too, pulling out a random soda and almost choking on it as he downed the entire thing. He coughed a little and wiped his mouth, smiling, "Yeah--same here,” He looked out over the water, his arms hung loosely over his legs as he watched the many furs wandering about, playing, swimming, or just laying in the sand, "It's nice...”

  

  "The last time I was here was spring break...” The fox sat his coke on the tailgate and looked down at his swinging feet, "...we came together.”

  

  Jasyn looked up and over at the fox next to him, "Yep...”

  

  Alex smiled softly, looking back at him, "You too?”

  

  The wolf tilted his head and smiled, not saying anything. After a moment, he leaned across the cooler quickly, and kissed Alex on the cheek. Before the fox could react, Jasyn sat his empty can down and hopped off into the gravel, a few meters away from the sand.

  

  Alex put a paw on the side of his cheek and smiled, "Brings...brings back some of our better memories,” He hopped off too and brushed his paw against Jasyn's, "doesn't it?”

  

  Jasyn looked at his friend, and ran his fingers over his paw in return, "Yeah.”

  

  The fox rubbed his arm, feeling really awkward, and not knowing what to do or say. He leaned up, though, and kissed Jasyn back on the on the cheek, whispering, "Thanks...”

  

  On reflex, Jasyn ran his muzzle along the side of Alex's before he could pull away, "Any time.”

  

  Alex turned around quickly and closed the cooler, "I...I'm gonna' go visit with Luke & his new friend...or boyfriend or whatever, okay?” He picked up the cooler by the handle and turned back, "I uhm...haven't really talked to Luke in a while...o-or Riddick at all.” He stopped talking, feeling like he was starting to ramble already, and just held the cooler in front of him as he stood by Jasyn.

  

  The wolf reached down, taking the cooler with a continued smile, "You go ahead, I'll take care of the stuff.”

  

  Alex's eyes darted about. A part of him wanted to stay, but he was just too uncomfortable to. "Thanks.” He turned and rushed off into the sand towards where Luke & Riddick went.

  

  Jasyn's wide smile faded as he watched the fox run off. His ears flattened as he looked around, not entirely sure where to go. But they perked up again, curiously when he saw Matt and what looks to be...a NAKED Chris.

  

  He tilted his head, "Err...okay then...?” and began to pad off into the sand, cooler in paw.

  

  Matt was on the ground, trying to show Sirrus how to build a crude sandcastle. He sat there, pushing the wet sand into a pile as best he could manage, and tried his best to form it into something...but was really only managing a pile, "Try it, boy.”

  

  Sirrus tilted his head, confusion on his face as he silently used his tail to move the wet sand and his claws to shape it.

  

  Feet away, Chris sat back on his towel, leaning back on his paws with one leg propped up on the other, and he watched as the little green dragon fell forward into his 'castle,' and began to cry.

  

  "Awww...” Matt leaned down and lifted Sirrus back to his feet with a nuzzle, "You'll get the hang of it. You're doing good!”

  

  The dragon looked up at him with sad eyes, clawing at the sand as he nodded quizzically, "I am?”

  

  Matt smiled, "Of course!” The ottercoon looked back at Chris, and happened to see Jasyn walking up far behind. He stood up and looked back down at Sirrus, "Keep on trying! You'll get there,” then started walking in Jasyn's direction. "Chris, watch Sirrus for me, okay?”

  

  Matt couldn't help but pause to look down at his practically nude friend before continuing, and Chris just smiled up at him when he did, knowing how much Matt enjoyed the bulging speedo. As Matt finally wandered past, the lion pushed up to his feet and padded over, sitting Indian style next to the dragon, "Come on, boy! Let's show this thing who's boss!”

  

  Jasyn smiled and sat the cooler down as he and Matt stepped up to one another, "Hey there, Matt!”

  

  "Jasyn?” Matt greeted him with a nod, crossing his arms, "I thought you and Alex were gonna' stay up by the truck together...”

  

  The wolf stretched his neck and sat down on top of the cooler, "Nah...he said wanted to talk with Riddick and Luke. Said he hasn't seen Luke in a while, and hasn't EVER really talked to Riddick...y'know?”

  

  "Mm-hmm...he got uncomfortable and ditched you, then?” Matt shook his head, "I really need to talk to that kid...”

  

  Jasyn sighed and shook his head too, "Nah...I'm just glad he agreed to come.” He perked up, and changed the subject, and looking over at Chris, "So spill it, Matt: what's the deal with Mr. Atlas over there?”

  

  "Well, it turns out he had a Speedo of his own. We really should have expected, right?” The ottercoon chuckled and looked over at Chris, who was having almost as much trouble with the sandcastle as Sirrus, "He was wearing it under his shorts. A surprise for me, I guess.”

  

  Jasyn nodded a few times and chuckled, too, as he watched an angry Chris punched over his failed castle, "Not really what I meant.” He looked back at Matt, "I meant...I was asking if you two were...y'know...”

  

  Matt was busy staring at Chris's thinly covered ass as it raised a bit with the lion's little fit, and he just smiled dumbly, missing the question, "...huh?”

  

  The wolf laughed and cocked an eyebrow, "Are you two boyfriends?”

  

  Matt coughed and looked back, "Uhm...no? Or...not quite. We're just...good friends.” He smiled uneasily, obviously not telling the whole story.

  

  Jasyn perked a single ear with a grin, "You sure?”

  

  The ottercoon looked at Chris again, and then back at Jasyn as his mouth started to form the slightest frown, "Well...I mean: we fool around. Hell, we even share a bed...” He chuckled a little at that, "But no, we're not boyfriends.” He let out a slight sigh and looked at his toes in the sand.

  

  Jasyn tilted his head, concerned, "I'm assuming that you want more?”

  

  "Heh...” Matt looked up, "Just like you would with a certain fox?” He tilted his ears with his cocky half smirk.

  

  "Well that's gotta' be a little bit different scenario, right?” The wolf raised an eyebrow with a huff, "I mean...Alex has his reasons not to want a relationship, right now. Does Chris?”

  

  "I...” Matt looked away at the sand, "I don't know.”

  

  Jasyn recoiled slightly as what that meant registered with him, "You...” He sat up straighter, "You haven't even talked to him about this, have you?”

  

  The ottercoon just sighed and turned away. He set his gaze on Chris, and felt that smile spread on his muzzle again. It was the smile he always got when he looked at the lion: soft, gentle, and completely uncomfortable. He watched his friend carefully construct another little castle, paws moving delicately and deliberately, scared of this one falling to pieces like the rest. And when it inevitably did, Matt's smile only grew wider, watching the lion angrily claw at the uncooperative sand.

  

  "No no!” Jasyn's voice shot up, getting Matt's attention back, "You've been in my and Alex's business, constantly, since March. That's what? Five or six months, now?” He pointed at his older friend as he turned back, "You don't get to deny me my nosiness.”

  

  "Fair enough.” Matt laughed at that. He glancing at Chris once more, watching Sirrus mimicking the lion's angry clawing now like it was a game, and then he looked back at Jasyn, "It's just...it's not the kind of conversation you have with someone like Chris. He's not one for big emotional talks. He's...straight like that.”

  

  "Uhm...” The wolf raised a paw and pointed down at himself, "Coming from someone who was very recently straight, I can promise you: when the conversation is important enough, we'll make the time to have it...no matter the discomfort.” He crossed his arms and looked up at Matt semi-disapprovingly, "I'm surprised at you. Aren't you the one that made me and Alex face all our stuff back in March?”

  

  "This is different.”

  

  "Is it?”

  

  Matt looked back at Chris again. Now the lion had rebuilt what was nothing more than a mound, and was glaring angrily at its inadequacies. Sirrus, of course, was immensely proud of their construction, and even jammed a stick in the top like a flag. Matt sighed this time.

  

  He turned back to Jasyn, "You know how Chris's job has him travel and relocate a lot, right?”

  

  "Vaguely.” Jasyn nodded.

  

  "He got here the day after you and Peter...had your fun.” The ottercoon kicked idly at the sand, "He told me that these jobs normally only last a couple of months. I think he said one or two is the average.”

  

  Jasyn tilted his head and lowered an ear, not getting the point yet, "Yeah?”

  

  "And what did you say a minute ago?” Matt crossed his arms, "That, that was something like five or six months ago?”

  

  "Oh...” The wolf's eyes widened at that, finally understanding where Matt was going. And he stood up, moving closer with a lowered voice, "So, then he...”

  

  Matt nodded, "Any time now.” He looked back at Chris and Sirrus again. Sirrus's stick had destroyed the mound, and Sirrus pouting angrily, but Chris had barely moved from his earlier frustrated glare. "I want more...I really do. And...hell...I think I'll be almost as sad to see Riddick leave as I will Chris...but...” Matt turned back to Jasyn again, "I think it's best I just make sure to enjoy what I've got...while I've got it...y'know? Why make him leaving harder on everyone by making things more...more.”

  

  Jasyn just sighed, "Yeah...I guess I can see that.”

  

  After a few long moments of silence between the two, the ottercoon spoke up again, "Now I have a question for you, Jasyn...” He put a paw on the wolf's shoulder and lowered his brow a little.

  

  Jasyn tilted his head, "Yeah?”

  

  Matt let out a sigh and glanced back at Chris and Sirrus, "Do you know how the HELL to build sandcastles?”

  

  Across the beach, Riddick sat on one of the towels they brought, sharing it with Alex while Luke laid out on the other. Alex & Luke were in usual, normal trunks, but the panthion was wearing a multicolored pair of the shortest swimming trunks on the beach and had a bright pink earring in each ear.

  

  Alex leaned back on his paws and looked Riddick up and down, "...I never would have guessed you were a flamer when we first met.”

  

  Luke giggled and looked over at the panthion too, "Same...” He lowered his voice and spoke very softly, "Not that I entirely mind.”

  

  Riddick looked at the two furs, "I'm not a flamer...” He raised an eyebrow, legitimately confused that they'd say that.

  

  Alex chuckled, "You're not?”

  

  Luke looked at the earrings and the shorts, and stopped his eyes right on the rainbow tail tip "Could have fooled us!”

  

  Riddick looked down at his short, tight shorts, showing off a bulge even while flaccid, and then looked up with just his eyes, like he was looking at his ears as he twitched them, "So I like to dress like this...and that makes me a flamer?”

  

  Luke jumped over quickly, plopping down on Riddick's stomach, knocking him over, and smiling, "Yep!”

  

  Riddick smiled back and rolled over, rolling Luke off the towel and into the sand, and accidentally knocked Alex off too, making the fox have to scamper to Luke's towel to get off the hot sand.

  

  The panthion laid on top of Luke in the sand and nuzzled his nose, "Well I'm not one. I don't have a lisp OR act like a girl. But if you two want to call me one...” He reached down between himself and the raccoon and grabbed a hold of his friend's package, knowing he'd freak out because they were in public, "I think I'll allow it.”

  

  "Ngh!!” Luke twitched, trying to squirm out from under Riddick, and attempting to hold back a soft moan as he did.

  

  Riddick sat back up and let go of him, "Come on, the sand's gonna' burn you.” He moved back onto the towel and pulled Luke onto it too by his paw.

  

  Alex smiled as Luke & Riddick clambered back onto the panthion's towel, "I THOUGHT you two were together!”

  

  Luke blushed and looked away, twirling his finger around in the sand...

  

  ...and Riddick coughed lightly, darting his eyes about, "We're...we're not. I was just having a little fun with him.”

  

  "Oh? So just yiffy friends?” Alex looked the two of them over, not really understanding why they reacted like that, and Luke coughed a few times, continuing to look down at the sand.

  

  "Luke?” Riddick, still holding the raccoon's paw, tried to get a better look at his face.

  

  Luke looked up quickly, wide eyed and blushing more, "N-Nothing!” He laughed nervously and hopped up, "Uhm...I think I'm gonna' go for a little swim!” Stumbling slightly in the sand, he broke off in a run toward the water.

  

  As Riddick and Alex watched the raccoon dash to the edge of the beach...elsewhere, Matt sat with Chris, on their own towel, watching Jasyn having a much better time teaching Sirrus to build his sandcastle.

  

  "Chris...” Matt whined, "We're being shown up by a 17-year-old.”

  

  Chris sighed and shook his head, "I really hate sandcastles...”

  

  The ottercoon boldly put his paw on Chris's thigh, just shy of the Speedo, even though they were in public, and turned to look at the lion with a smile, "It was really sweet of you to try and help, though.”

  

  Chris smirked as he looked down at Matt's paw, then back at the successful castle, but didn't say anything.

  

  Hearing no complaints, Matt smiled back and looked at the castle too, gently stroking Chris's thigh.

  

  Jasyn patted the top of the sandcastle, "See Sirrus? We did a good job, huh?”

  

  Sirrus giggled and nodded, "Uh-huh!!”

  

  The wolf smiled, "Wanna' knock it down, now?”

  

  Sirrus tilted his head, "Huh?”

  

  "Do you wanna' knock it down? You know: destroy it!” Jasyn threw his paws up like an explosion, "That's the best part of building sandcastles! Or at least it was my favorite part when I was young.”

  

  Without answering, the dragon smiled wide and dived in, demolishing all of their hard work in one blow, and then smiled up, with only his head sticking out of the pile of sand that used to be his first architectural masterpiece.

  

  Jasyn just chuckled and brushed some of the sand off of the dragon's nose, "I never did that, though!”

  

  Matt had inched his paw closer and closer to Chris's Speedo, while he watched Sirrus, trying to see how far he'd have to go before the lion would stop him, "Havin' fun Sirr?” He squeezed Chris's thigh a little and touched his pinky ever so lightly against the bulge of the Speedo.

  

  Chris though, pretended to not notice and just smiled, watching Sirrus play.

  

  Sirrus smiled wide and hopped out, covered in sand, "Yeah! Lots of fun! Jasyn's nice! He teaches sandcastles good!”

  

  Matt chuckled, "You're filthy Sirrus! Good thing you don't have fur. God it's hard to get wet sand out of fur...”

  

  "Tell me about it...” Jasyn muttered, trying to brush the sand off of himself that Sirrus knocked all over him.

  

  Matt took his paw off of Chris's thigh and started running his fingers, one at a time, over the front of the bulge, as Chris let out a steady purr, but tried to not make any notion about it.

  

  "Sirrus,” Chris spoke up, voice steady as if nothing was happening, "Why don't you go for a little swim? You'll be able to clean up easier.”

  

  Matt nodded, "That's a good idea!” He opened his paw up, placing his flat palm on the bulge, and fully groping Chris now...determined to get a reaction, "I'll be doing that, myself, in a little while.”

  

  The lion smirked, still ignoring the advance, as he watched Sirrus run into edge of the sand and splash around in the shallow water.

  

  Jasyn stood up and tried to brush himself off a little more while raising an eyebrow at Matt & Chris, "Yeah...you two have fun with that.” He laughed and walked off, "I'm gonna' go talk to Alex.”

  

  Matt watched Sirrus wade out in the water, splashing around near the other furs. Slowly, the ottercoon lifted his paw off the bulge and began to snake his fingers under the waist of the speedo, causing Chris to let out a slow, soft moan.

  

  Chris's moans and purrs grew as Matt's touching grew more and more intimate. But after a moment, his face changed and his eyes narrowed, "Matt...?” His voice caught in his throat this time, "Sirrus does know how to swim, right?” He moved his friend's paw and started to stand up.

  

  "Hmm? I...” The ottercoon blinked and stood up too, "Shit! This is his first time here!” He squinted his eyes, checking to see how far out Sirrus was going, but couldn't even see him.

  

  "Fuck! Stay here! I've got it!” Chris broke into a run down the beach toward the tide, stopping ankle deep in the water and looking around for any sign of Sirrus. "Damnit...where'd he...” And after a moment, a ways out, he saw the dragon's limbs and tail thrashing about in the waves.

  

  The lion ran and jumped forward and dove into the water. He sliced his arms through the waves, swimming as fast as he could manage toward Sirrus. The dragon fought against the water, trying to keep himself afloat as he yelled, though muffled by the water, for his master or someone to help.

  

  Just as Chris reached him, Sirrus's muzzle dropped under the water. Chris reached out and under the surface, grabbing the little dragon up in his arm and pulling him up as he swam back, one armed, to the shore.

  

  The lion stood up and jogged ashore, setting Sirrus down on his feet in the sand. Matt & Luke had already gathered there and Jasyn & the others were running up as the dragon landed on his feet and stomach.

  

  Matt knelt down by him as his pet coughed up a bit of water, "Sirrus! God! Are you okay?”

  

  Sirrus began crying softly, and sniffled as he glared off into space. After a moment, he buried his muzzle in the sand, his claws over his head, and whined, "...I hate the beach.”


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Eric Matthew Cameron

  Alexander Collin Moen

  and Riddick Dumar Eden

  Cecil B. North

  as Christopher Phillip Eden

  Jasyn Aiden Fuller

  Sirrus

  and Lucas Joseph Trammel

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  Originally this chapter was called "Unrequited." I assume you can tell why.

  On the surface, the main cast of Forbidden (minus Rei) just had a nice little day on the beach. Under the surface, though, their problems continue to boil, and all our biggest questions continue to linger. Will Alex take Jasyn back? Will Luke and Riddick ever admit their feelings to one another, and will that stop Riddick's new self destructive behavior?

  But...a new wrinkle has been added to the stories of Matt, Chris, and Riddick. Already, we had reason to wonder if Matt would be honest with his feelings with Chris...and to wonder how he'd balance his infatuation with the lion against his responsibilities to his pet. But now we have to wonder: how long will Chris even be around? How long until the lion is forced to relocate? And the complications abound: not only will this be a blow to Matt...but how will it affect Luke & Riddick?

  Find out as Forbidden, The Cameron Hotel, and (soon) Book 3 continue!


  SIDE NOTE: This is the last of my series of five little stand-alones.

  Starting next chapter, be prepared for the return of larger story archs and all of Forbidden's usual cliffhangery goodness!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 24 chapters of Forbidden! ^.^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 16


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 16 --

  Something More

  

  

  Alex's tray clacked down on the table in the lunchroom, the same table he'd always sat at, except today, Jasyn wasn't here.

  

  Summer was over, and it was back to school for Alex, Jasyn, Riddick, & Luke. Jasyn, still 17 was starting his Senior Year of high school. Alex, still 16, was starting his Junior Year, Riddick, only a month from turning 16, was only starting his sophomore year, and the just-now-15-year-old Raccoon, Luke, was on the high school campus for the very first time...a freshman.

  

  Alex sighed as he picked up his slice of pizza, and waited for the only one of his friends who he shared this lunch period with, Luke, to show up.

  

  Soon enough, he did, and smiled over at Alex before he sat down, "Hey Alex! Where's Jasyn?”

  

  "I checked the class schedule. He's in government this period, so he has second lunch...with Riddick actually.” The fox smiled, "So it's just you and me, here. How's your day been, so far? Any good classes? What do you think of high school so far?”

  

  Luke smiled and took a bite out of his cheeseburger, "I really like it! So much better than middle school! There's a lot more to do and more people to talk to.”

  

  "God, I remember when I was a freshman.” Alex looked up at the ceiling, "I was so scared! But it ended up not being so bad. I mean, when I came into school I was already friends with TWO sophomores, so I handled it pretty well. And it must be even easier for you. You've got a sophomore, a junior, AND a senior for friends already.” He chuckled and went back to eating his pizza.

  

  The raccoon nodded and sat down the burger, "Yeah, Jasyn's advice is really paying off actually.” He nodded and waved to a passing horse before looking back at Alex.

  

  Alex looked at the horse walking by, "I know that guy...and he is NOT a freshman.”

  

  Luke chuckled and shook his head, "No, no. He's a junior, but he's in my English class. We sit next to each other and, worked on a little in-class assignment earlier. He's actually really nice.”

  

  "A junior's in English with you? Why's he taking freshman English?” The fox smiled, "Maybe you can help him through it and he can pass it this time! That would definitely make you a new friend.”

  

  Luke smiled and sipped down some of the soda he bought, "No, it's not like that. It's not that he's not good at it or anything. He just wanted to get some other classes done first.” He paused and narrowed his eyes, "...at least, that's what he said anyway.”

  

  "Oh!” Alex snapped his fingers, "So what advice has Jasyn been giving you?”

  

  "A while back, after...” The raccoon paused, "Well...y'know...he told me that I didn't have to roll over for people just so they would like me. And he's right! By this time last year I had already made a total fool of myself, trying to make some friends...but now I'm just sorta'...going with it I guess. And it's already working out a lot better!”

  

  "If you'd like...I have have some advice for you too.” Alex tapped the table, "Not any that you can make use of, this year...but advice nonetheless.”

  

  "Oh?” Luke perked up, "And what's that?”

  

  "Make it a point to make friends with a freshman next year.” The fox tilted his head, "Some poor, lonely kid who doesn't seem to have many friends. You know, kind of like you're keeping the tradition going? Jasyn and Duncan have been my upperclassmen friends ever since I got here. And now you've got me, Jasyn, AND Riddick...and probably Duncan before the year's out.” He took a big bite out of his pizza, struggling for a second to swallow, "Just thinkin' it might be nice to...spread the kindness.”

  

  Luke smiled and nodded, "I plan too!” then popped the last bit of beef into his mouth and leaned back. He extended one claw to scrape over the edge of the table, and looked down at it. He wanted to ask who Duncan was, but he had a more pressing concern, "Hey, Alex?”

  

  "Yeah?” Alex finished off his pizza and picked up a fry.

  

  The raccoon looked up, "After you and Jasyn graduate...we'll still be friends...right?”

  

  "Of course we will!” Alex smiled reassuringly, "Jasyn's gonna' take a year off before college and stay here in town.” He scratched his neck, "I'm not sure what I'll do, myself. I may go straight on to college, but there are good ones right here in town and nearby. We became friends when we weren't even in school together. What made you think us graduating would change that?”

  

  Luke rubbed his arm a little, "Nothing really...I just wanted to make sure, is all...”

  

  "No need to worry.” The fox shook his head, "So other than that horse, have you made any other potential friends today?”

  

  Luke tilted his head, thinking for a moment, "There's this really pretty tigress in my math class...she and I talked for a little while.” He nodded, "She seemed nice, too!”

  

  "A pretty girl, huh? You're not thinking about switching sides on us are you?” Alex chuckled.

  

  The raccoon smiled with his tongue out just a bit, "No-no! In fact,” he craned his neck a little, looking over at the horse sitting with his other jock friends, before looking back at the fox, "He's sorta' cute...”

  

  Alex looked over at him too, "Yeah, horses are BIG too...” He looked back at his friend, "Though, neither of us would have a chance. He's straight.”

  

  "So were Jasyn and Chris.” Luke smiled sinisterly, "But either way...nothing says I can't drool over him every so often, right?”

  

  The fox shook his head with a laugh, "You sure have changed a lot. What ever happened to the shy, cute little guy I met in the mall, way back when?”

  

  Luke grinned proudly, "He grew up!”

  

  "Well, at least he's still cute.” Alex shrugged, "So what classes have you been to so far?”

  

  The raccoon blushed at the beginning of that comment and then began counting on his fingers, "Let's see: English...Math...and Art. I have history after lunch.”

  

  "And after history?”

  

  "Uhm...after history, comes...science and German!”

  

  "German?” Alex raised his eyebrows, "Nice! I took French. Got it out of the way last year...also finished up my Science then.” He paused to remember his own classes for the day, "So far...I've had Math, History, and then a useless little computer class you'll have to take when you get to 11th grade. And then, after lunch I have English, sociology...and Drama.”

  

  "Drama?” Luke's ears perked up, "Are you going to be in the play this year?”

  

  "I just might!” The fox nodded happily, "I'm hoping they go traditional and predictable and do Romeo and Juliet. I LOVE Mercutio and Tybalt, and I'd make damn sure to play one of them.” He tapped his fingers on the table and tilted his head in though, "I'm sure I'll find some role to play, not matter what they do, though.”

  

  Luke giggled, "Too bad it isn't like it used to be, WAY back when...or you could have been Juliet!” He held back a laugh at that comment and then calmed down a bit, "After all, I bet Jasyn would make a great Romeo.”

  

  Alex stopped and just kind of looked down at the table, "He did...”

  

  The raccoon blinked and stopped laughing, "I-I'm sorry...I shouldn't have...”

  

  "No no! It's okay. I know how much you wanna' see us back together.” Alex offered a timid smile, "Don't worry, you didn't say anything wrong.”

  

  Luke stayed silent for a moment, looking at the table, and then looked back up, "He'd do anything for you, y'know...even now...”

  

  "I know he would...a-and you know I love him. I'm just...I'm confused I guess.” The fox shook his head and forced a bigger smile, "L-look: let's talk about something else.”

  

  Luke flattened his ears back, "A-alright...”

  

  "Like you!” Alex tapped the table hard one time and pointed at his littler friend, "How are things going with you and Riddick?”

  

  The raccoon shrugged a little and sighed, "I guess they're alright. Can't complain about having a, uhm...friend with benefits.” His eyes were unsteady and he was obviously uneasy with that assertion, "There's nothing wrong with that...right?”

  

  The boy was nearly begging for reassurance as he asked the question...and neither of them were under any illusions to the contrary.

  

  Alex took a deep breath, "I thought something was weird about this. The way you ran off the other day.” He leaned forward, "Talk to me Luke. What's the deal with this whole, 'just friends' thing? I mean...it looks like you two would make a really cute couple.”

  

  Luke smiled reluctantly and shook his head, "No, he...he's not interested. But that's okay: I'm more than happy just being friends.”

  

  "Are you?” The fox narrowed his eyes, "It seems to me like you'd...I dunno, like a little more than that?”

  

  Luke shrugged defeatedly, and just shook his head again, "No: really. I'm alright with how things are. Besides...we've only known each other over the summer...it's not like...” He stopped, sighed, and shook his head again, "Regardless...” He looked back up and forced a smile, "It really doesn't matter anyway.” He began to stand, taking his tray with him, "Uhm, you wanna' walk with me to my next class? I don't think they'd mind if I went in early, right?”

  

  "Lu...” Alex opened his mouth to say something else but then he just looked down, "I...yeah, I guess.” He picked up his tray and stood up too.

  

  After dropping off both trays, the boys made their way out of the lunchroom and commons area and were now walking through the empty halls. Luke adjusted his backpack a little and looked down as Alex rubbed his arm...neither one having said anything for the past few minutes. Alex, at least, wanted to talk. He could even be heard taking a breath every few moments like he was about to say something, but he kept stopping himself.

  

  The raccoon stopped at his history class and glanced in before smiling at the fox, "Well...this is where I get off.”

  

  Alex looked up and finally spat it out, "Luke, look, if you need someone to talk to, you don't just have to go to Jasyn. I-I mean, I'm here too.”

  

  "I know Alex...I know...” Luke nodded, "And there actually might be something that I need to talk with you about fairly soon.”

  

  "Then...please be honest with me, Luke.” The fox sighed, "Maybe I shouldn't be so nosey, but I just...you're not okay with the way things are with Riddick, and we both know it. You're not so hard to read, Luke; you...LIKE him don't you?”

  

  Luke just blushed a little and rubbed his arm, but didn't say a word.

  

  "Maybe...even more than just 'like,' right?” Alex put a paw on Luke's shoulder for a second, then smiled, "It's...it's okay if you REALLY don't want to tell me...but you really should tell him, because...” He paused, "Now...I might be reading him wrong...but I don't think the feelings are one sided.”

  

  The raccoon tapped the toe end of his shoe on the ground. For a moment, Alex could see his friend's face light up with hope, but it was only for a moment, before the boy shook his head, "No...he's not interested. Wh-why would he be...? It's silly of me to even...I mean, we've barely known each other that long, at all...”

  

  "If you say so Luke...I guess you'd know him better than I would.” Alex rubbed his paws together, "But if you're right...are you sure it's all that healthy for you to be fooling around with him? I mean...if you care about him, but he doesn't share those feelings...it seems like that would be torture right? Just getting to play and nothing more.” He huffed, "I...I know I'd hate it.”

  

  Luke shook his head and laughed aloud, being his most honest about this, yet "Oh no. You've got that all wrong. It's not the fooling around that hurts. That...that's just lots of fun...” His smile and chuckling died out and he grew silent before clarifying, "No. It's...it's being around him every other time that hurts...”

  

  The fox took a breath, remembering recent moments with Jasyn...the hugs after the trial, and the kisses at the beach, "Cause when you're playing with him...when you're touching him...at least it FEELS like there's something more...”

  

  "Like things are okay, and we're together.” Luke agreed, "At least for a bit.”

  

  Alex smiled and shook his head, "You love him...”

  

  The raccoon just shrugged, but didn't argue, and Alex stepped closer, wrapping his arms around his littler friend in a hug. Luke blinked, surprised at first, but made no attempt to back away. He hugged back, and laid his head on his friend's shoulder.

  

  Months ago, Luke would have been terrified of hugging another guy like this in public. That wasn't the case anymore, but Alex didn't know it had changed. Out of respect for the 'coon's assumed timidity, Alex broke the hug vey shortly, smiling down at him.

  

  "Look:” Alex ruffled his friend's headfur, "Don't you worry about it, right now, okay? Just make the best of what you two have. He's a good friend, and you're having fun.” He shrugged and smiled playfully, "But if something more could come of it, then that's just all the better! Right? So don't miss your opportunity.”

  

  Luke nodded with a smile, "Right!”

  

  The fox put his paw on Luke's shoulder, "You head on to class, now! And remember I'm always here to talk. I like being helpful.”

  

  Luke nodded again, "And I'll need it, too...” He smiled and turned around, "After all...I'm coming out to my parents Friday.”

  

  As the raccoon disappeared into his classroom, Alex simply stood motionless in the hall. His arm lingered in the air, still stretched out where it had been while on Luke's shoulder, and the fox could only stare blankly at open door.


  ~

  

  



  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!


  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Alexander Collin Moen

  Cecil B. North

  as Lucas Joseph Trammel

  *


  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  Oh my!

  Luke has changed a bit, hasn't he? Comfortable with publicly hugging another guy...planning to come out to his parents and (presumably) the world at large...and has anyone noticed his old tendancy to ramble has kind of...faded away?

  Alex certainly didn't seem pleased with the final revelation, though, did he? Is this a sign of bad things to come? Is Luke making a mistake? And might it be up to Alex to stop him? Or...perhaps it's someone else's job. Maybe his panthion love interest? Or the wolf charged with protecting him?

  Find out next time, as the story continues!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 23 chapters of Forbidden! ^.^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 17


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 17 --

  No One Else

  

  

  Riddick walked out across the lunchroom of his brand new school, wishing again that he and Luke had ended up with the same lunch. But, as he'd learned on Tuesday, two days earlier, he had no such luck. Alex & Luke were in first lunch, and he was in second...

  

  ...but he wasn't alone. Whether they really talked much, or not, Jasyn had the same lunch with him. Of course, that wasn't all he found out on their first day of school, Tuesday, either. That had been the last time he'd spoken to Luke...and it was a conversation that mirrored one that the panthion later learned Alex had had with the raccoon, as well.

  

  Luke was coming out.

  

  The potential outcome of that worried him. He, himself, had faced rather harsh ramifications from a similar, though less voluntary, situation, and he didn't want to see it repeated with Luke. Alex had been less worried, but Riddick just couldn't let it go.

  

  If Luke wouldn't talk with either of them, Riddick knew who he WOULD talk to. And the panthion had just now got up the nerve to say something to that exact wolf. Though, he wasn't too sure exactly how it would go.

  

  He looked down over his clothes, which were much drabber than his clubbing clothes, since he figured school wasn't the best place to show himself off like that. Satisfied that he wouldn't embarrass the wolf, he padded over to Jasyn's table, where he stopped back a ways and silently waited for an opportunity to speak.

  

  Jasyn just sat there, talking with a few of his jock friends, joking and laughing until they...one at a time...began to grow quieter and started looking over his shoulder.

  

  The wolf cocked an eyebrow and turned around, before jumping and nearly falling out of his chair, "Shit, Riddick! Don't sneak up like that!” He panted slightly, one arm over the chair next to his, barely able to hold himself in the chair.

  

  The sophomore jumped a bit, himself, not expecting his friend to be surprised, "Sorry, Jasyn. I didn't want to interrupt, so I was just waiting for you to be able to talk.”

  

  Jasyn flicked his ears a bit and straightened up, looking around his table, "Uhm...guys, I'll be back in a minute, okay?”

  

  One of the cats at the table raised his eyebrow and flashed an odd look at his girlfriend, who was leaning on his shoulder. Most of other jocks, and Jasyn's assorted acquaintances & friends, looked back and forth between the wolf and the openly gay sophomore, sizing up the scene. This wasn't the biggest school, and a new student -- especially one so unapologetic about his proclivities -- didn't go unnoticed.

  

  One of the furs at the table, though, was unfazed. Sitting directly across from Jasyn, was a German shepherd who sat a head above the rest and may as well have been bursting out of his shirt with muscle. He just smiled, ignoring their other friends, "We'll save your seat Jay! You'll be back before lunch is over, yeah?”

  

  Jasyn nodded, stood up, and smiled at the big dog, "Probably. Thanks, Duncan.” He dusted off his pants as if they were somehow dirty, and walked over to Riddick.

  

  Duncan waved as he called back, "No problem, Woof!”

  

  Jasyn put his hands in his pockets and looked up what little bit he needed to, to look at the younger but taller cat, "So what's up?”

  

  Riddick smiled at him, "I like Duncan! He seems a bit more mature than your other friends. Either that or he's just oblivious!” He chuckled.

  

  The wolf laughed and nodded, "Yeah, he's not the smartest of all my friends...but he's probably one of the nicest people at the school.” He began to walk down the length of the lunchroom with Riddick at his side, "But, no: he's not oblivious. He knows about you.” He shook his head with a chuckle, "Very few kids around here missed the bulletin.”

  

  Riddick smiled proudly, "Doesn't bother me any! I kinda' like the attention.” He looked over at Jasyn while they walked, "What about you, though? Seems like you wouldn't want to be seen with me. That's...uhm...kind of why I've been trying not to bother you, at lunch...”

  

  "Heh...” Jasyn shrugged nervously, "No...I don't mind. It's just a little new to me I guess. But, really, if I ever want to get Alex back, it's something I should get used to, right?”

  

  "Uhm...” The panthion blinked, "Does anyone know about Alex, that you know of?”

  

  "After what happened this summer...no.” Jasyn shook his head, "No one really has anything to know about. But the thing is...he's come out with his parents, and I get the feeling he wants to be out in general.” He smiled contentedly with the thought, "I won't deny him that, even if it means outing myself, too.”

  

  "That's...wow.” Riddick let out a breath, thinking that over, and then shook his head before changing the subject, "Well, what DO you hear about me? I mean, do they just know and think I'm weird or do they like...” He paused, searching for the right words, "Am I badmouthed? Do they hate me?”

  

  "Not...really...?” The wolf blinked and rubbed his arm, "I mean, I won't deny that there are a few...but most just ignore it, or don't care.”

  

  "That's a relief...” Riddick smiled at the wolf again.

  

  "You're telling me!” Jasyn laughed aloud, "You're the only litmus test I have to judge how they'll react if Alex takes me back, and I have to come out!”

  

  The panthion tilted his head, postponing what he actually needed to talk about, "So...not that I know a whole lot about the situation...just what I hear from Luke...but how are you and Alex doing?”

  

  Jasyn sighed and leaned against the wall, the two having reached the far end of the cafeteria, "Honestly? I don't know. It's up to him, now, really.”

  

  "It is? It can't quite be that simple can it? I mean, I don't know the whole situation...” Riddick rubbed his neck, "I DO know Luke's on your side...”

  

  The wolf rolled his eyes with a huff, "And fuck, I wish he wasn't. After what I did to the two of them, I don't deserve it.”

  

  "He says it's more important what you've done SINCE.” Riddick shrugged, "But don't get me wrong: I'm not taking anyone's side. I showed up in the middle. I'm just wondering...I mean...you do WANT him back, right?”

  

  Jasyn smiled softly, arms crossed and looking down at the ground, "He's my best friend. I want him to be happy...and I'll do anything to make sure of it.”

  

  "Even if that means he's not with you?”

  

  "Without a doubt.”

  

  "Maybe I just shouldn't pry.” The panthion stepped over, leaning against the wall as well, "I don't know enough about it, and probably wouldn't really understand it, anyway. I've only been in the one relationship, anyway...and it could definitely have ended better.”

  

  Jasyn perked his ears up and shook his head, "No, it's alright.” He looked up, "And who was this with, by the way?”

  

  "Uhm...” Riddick met his friend's eyes, "A guy named Kevin: a Red Panda. We were together for like three years...or just one, depending on how you want to count it.” He looked at the ground solemnly, "Then we were...quite forcibly parted before I moved here in the spring. I...I try not to, but I still hold a torch for him.”

  

  "I'm sorry you two had to split up,” the wolf put a paw on his friend's shoulder, "Moving is such a bitch...”

  

  "Yeah...except he's actually kind of why I had to move.” Riddick glanced at the paw with an appreciative smile, "My mom's a horrible bitch! Be glad you've never had to meet her. Thanks to her, my dad and I were apart for twelve years and the price I paid to get him back was losing my first boyfriend. I think dad calls her 'Satan's little whore' or something like that...”

  

  Jasyn blinked, wanting to ask more, but not wanting to intrude, "I'm sorry to hear that...” He smiled as he looked on the bright side, "But at least you have your dad! And he seems like a really good guy. I haven't really had a chance to talk to him one-on-one, but it's not hard to tell that he's nice.”

  

  "He really is. We've had a fight a month or two back...” The panthion cocked his head with a contented smile, "...but it worked out really nice in the end.”

  

  Jasyn smiled, "I'm glad.” Then he blinked as he remembered that Riddick had come to him for a reason, "But, hey! I'm sure that you didn't want to just talk about family...”

  

  "Yeah...I didn't.” Riddick shook his head, "Remember how I was asking about how people reacted to me? What they said, how they acted, and such...”

  

  "Oh, was that it?” The wolf smiled and nodded, "Well, I'm glad I could help a bit.”

  

  "Well...actually, you haven't helped yet.”

  

  "Oh?”

  

  "Yeah, see...I wasn't really wondering for my sake. I was wondering, because I'm worried...” Riddick looked up at Jasyn again, "...about Luke.”

  

  "Luke?” Jasyn stood up straight again, "What about Luke? What's wrong?”

  

  "I was worried how he'd be treated here at school.” The panthion took a breath, "He says he's coming out to his family tomorrow. And I'm sure everyone else'll know soon enough after that...but the way you describe the kids here, I guess-”

  

  "Whoa!” Jasyn cut him off, "He's coming out?” He shook his head hurriedly, "Riddick, they don't say anything about you, because they can tell that you're the kind of person who wouldn't care! They wouldn't get anything out of it to mess with you...b-but Luke...”

  

  "Honestly...I'm not sure they'd get much out of it with him, right now, either.” Riddick shrugged, "I don't know if it's just that he had to get used to me...but he seemed so timid when I met him, and...” He stood back up as well, "And he's not like that now. He's so much different than at the beginning of the summer. I mean...am I the only one that noticed that?”

  

  "No. He's definitely changed a lot, no question there. You should have heard what a chatterbox he was in the spring...” The wolf shook his head with a huff, "But, still...he's such a kind hearted kid...even if he has changed. I'm not sure he'll be able to handle the kind of attention he's asking for...”

  

  Riddick took a deep breath, "Have you met the Trammels? His parents?”

  

  Jasyn leaned back onto the wall again, taking everything in, "No. I can't say that I have. But I seem to remember that you went over to his house...I take it you met them?”

  

  "Oh yeah!” The panthion nodded wide eyed, "They're...they're sweet?” He paused and rubbed his neck, "His dad's quiet, but personably and friendly when he does speak...and his mom's almost bubbly! And a really good cook...it's just...like...you've seen 50s sitcoms, right?”

  

  "You're saying it's...” Jasyn scratched the top of his muzzle, "...too perfect?”

  

  "Fake even.” Riddick nodded, "And the cracks are showing a bit too. Like how they seem...weird lately when I'm over. Y'know: since I dyed my tail and everything. And they really don't want me over, anymore.” He laughed, "I mean...it might be just be me! I know I'm a little out there with it...but if it's just because they've figured out that I'm gay...” He huffed, "I don't know if he should say anything to them, Jasyn.”

  

  The wolf rubbed his chin thoughtfully and then sighed, "I honestly don't know what to say. Like I said, I've never met them, but from what it sounds like...I mean, maybe...” He paused, "Maybe they'd be okay with it if it was him...”

  

  "How...how do I put this without sounding like I'm just being...anti-religious?” Riddick winced, "There's more than one cross and bible readily visible over there.”

  

  Jasyn raised an eyebrow, "Not all Christians are anti-gay, Riddick. My family's not.”

  

  "Maybe. Sorry...I just don't know.” The panthion rubbed his neck, "I mean, it's just...I was worried about coming out to my dad, right? And even to Luke, and I'd fooled around with him! Hell, I was even worried about how I'd broach the subject with you and Alex if we hung out and I knew both of you were g...” The cat choked back to stop himself, knowing Jasyn wouldn't want anyone to hear that. He shook his head and got back on track, "P-point is: my dad blew up at me over it, even though his best friend was gay and he...well, you know.” He sighed, "It...I mean, it turned out okay in the end...but it still hurt so bad, and I...I dunno. I'm just worried. I mean, if it went bad for me...what's the chance it'll go well for Luke?”

  

  "I honestly don't know, Riddick...” Jasyn sighed, "I just don't know.”

  

  "I just...I'm too worried about him to not say anything.” Riddick motioned at the wolf, "...and I figured it was best to talk to you.”

  

  "Maybe...?” The wolf tapped the toe of his shoe lightly against the ground, "But I'm not entirely sure what I could do.”

  

  "Well, no one else can. Luke won't listen to me about it at all for some reason.” Riddick let out a long sigh at that, "I...I think he's a little upset with me about something. And I'm not sure about Alex, but...” He looked Jasyn in the eye, "Luke looks up to you! He talks about you all the time.”

  

  Jasyn's ears perked up, "He does?”

  

  "Well yeah. He's friends with me and Alex, but you're different. He...I think you're like a big brother to him or something. I just think if anyone can talk to him about it, you can.” The panthion looked down at his shuffling feet.

  

  Jasyn frowned and blinked, "What's wrong?”

  

  "I just don't want to see him hurt, y'know? I want...” Riddick grimaced, "He won't listen to me, Jasyn. Just please help.”

  

  "One day is a bit short notice, but I'll look into it.” The wolf smiled softly and put a paw on the Panthion's shoulder, "I need to be honest with you, though, okay?”

  

  Riddick smiled at the paw and then up at his friend, quizzically, "Okay...?”

  

  "I can't promise I'll stop him.” Jasyn moved his paw, with an apologetic and uneasy smile.

  

  "But...” The panthion narrowed his eyes, "You mean you don't know if he'll listen? Or that you don't...WANT to stop him?”

  

  "Both?” Jasyn shrugged, "Look...it's just that this is what I've been working with him on, y'know? I've spent most of the summer trying to get him out of his shell. He used to have A LOT of trouble making friends...and him being so shy and awkward...” He held up his paws, "It was the main reason why.”

  

  "But coming out to his parents?”

  

  "Is part of that.” The wolf clarified, "He needs to be more comfortable with himself...more confident, right? And this might be a good thing for him.” He put his paw on the cat's shoulder again, "Don't worry. I'll talk to him, okay? I'll make sure he's REALLY sure that this is the right idea before he does it. If not, I'll stop him...but if he really believes in it, I can't. That could be too big of a step back for him.”

  

  "I...” Riddick licked his lips and looked down, obviously uneasy with this, "Yeah...thanks.”

  

  Jasyn closed his eyes for a moment, wincing, "Not what you were hoping for?”

  

  "No...” The panthion looked back up, "But it's okay. You're right. I just...”

  

  Jasyn looked over his friend, and watched him clench his jaw and fidget. Maybe it WAS that he just that he really wanted to stop Luke from doing this, but... "Riddick? I know we don't know each other that well...but if there's something else you want to talk about...”

  

  "I dunno.” Riddick looked away, "I just...I guess I'm a little jealous?”

  

  "Jealous?”

  

  "Of you.” The panthion looked back, "That he'll talk...to you.”

  

  Jasyn chuckled, "You must really care for him...”

  

  "I do. And you have no idea how much I wish I didn't have to come to you with this.” Riddick clenched his fists in frustration, "I want to help him myself, but he just won't let me. And I...”

  

  "Don't worry about it so much.” The wolf stretched and smiled, "Once you two get together, it'll change.” He grinned and ruffled the cat's headfur, "You'll see!”

  

  Riddick recoiled, "Get together?”

  

  "Of course!” Jasyn put his hands in his pockets, turned, and took a few steps away before glancing back and smirking, "Isn't it obvious that he likes you, too? Everyone else can tell...” He chuckled and continued on, walking away.

  

  The panthion just blinked as he watched Jasyn walk away, and opened his mouth to talk but wasn't sure what to say.

  

  "You just relax!” Jasyn held up a paw and called back the little ways, still walking, "I'll do what I can to take care of it!”

  

  "Yeah...” Riddick barely managed to mumble, "...Thanks.”


  ~


  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!
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  First of all...

  This was Jasyn & Riddick's first chapter together! The beach chapter doesn't really count, since they barely spoke. Isn't it nice how, even though they're so different they still manage to be friends? I'd say that's a sign of Jasyn's growth wouldn't you?

  But on to more important matters! The stage has been set! Riddick is worried about Luke, and has employed Jasyn's help to stop him from making what may be a mistake. Jasyn doesn't seem to agree it's a mistake, though. And in the midst of all this, Alex assured Luke and Jasyn assured Riddick that their feelings for each other weren't one sided.

  What comes next? Can Jasyn stop Luke, or will he decide it's the right decision? If he goes through with it, what will happen? And, before this ordeal is through, will Luke and Riddick end up finally admitting how they feel?

  Find out next time in Chapter 18!

  The FINAL CHAPTER of The Cameron Hotel!

  

  Anyway, thanks for reading!

  

  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com

  

  See you for the next 22 chapters of Forbidden! ^.^


  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 18


  Chris leaned back in the couch, lazily running a paw through his mane, as he looked at a nearly full, neglected bowl of popcorn on the coffee table, "So...they WERE supposed to be here, right?”

  

  "They were supposed to be, but they're obviously not.” Matt slipped his cell phone back into his pocket, "No answer on Jasyn's phone either.” He paused and raised an eyebrow, "And...why we haven't gotten Riddick a phone yet?”

  

  The lion took a breath, but paused before he answered, "Better question is: why hasn't he asked for one?”

  

  "Alex's car is out front, so maybe they left in Jasyn's truck?” Matt looked toward the front door, "Wish they'd've left a note...”

  

  Chris let out a gruff sigh and sunk into the couch, his head hanging over the back, "I'm sure they just went to get something to eat. Remember, my son is a bit of a food maniac.”

  

  "Your son is more than a food maniac. Maybe they went out for something...else.” The ottercoon let out a bit of a chuckle and walked around behind the couch.

  

  Chris laughed, "Yeah, he does have quite the sex drive, doesn't he? Sorta' like someone else I know...”

  

  Matt ignored his friend, "Regardless though, I'm still worried.” He looked down at the house phone and sighed without even picking it up, "...God...I sound like they're my kids.”

  

  "Their phones are probably just dead or turned off.” The lion yawned, obviously less worried than his friend, "Maybe they're in a movie.”

  

  "But without leaving a note? Or calling one of us? There's not even a message on the answering machine. Maybe there's something on the caller ID...” Matt stepped over to, and began scrolling through the ID on the receiver, "Yep! First one even: Tanya Fuller. That's Jasyn's place. I guess they called from over there after they left. Probably checking to see if we were home or something.” He tapped the little table for a moment, before turning back around, "Better ask Sirrus to make sure, though. SIRRUS!! Could you come to the living room for a minute?”

  

  Chris opened his muzzle, all geared up to tell Matt what a good, doting mother he was being, but only let out a startled yell as Sirrus's head popped out from between his feet.

  

  Having been hiding under the couch, Sirrus shimmied his way out, and hopped up into the seat and then onto the back of the couch, "Yeah?”

  

  The ottercoon chuckled at Chris and petted the dragon, "Did the boys happen to tell you where they were going? Or did they just leave?”

  

  "Uhm...something about Luke?” Sirrus tilted his head into the petting, "He's the one that looks like you...err...but he's gray! Right?”

  

  "Yes he is!” Matt continued his petting as he turned to look at his friend, "See, Chris? I was right! Orgy!”

  

  The lion turned around, up on his knees in the couch, and looked Matt right in the eyes, squinting, but grinning deviously, "And I bet you'd like to join 'em, too! Get your hands on my boy, yeah?”

  

  "Join them? Of course!” Matt mimicked Chris & Riddick's toothy grin as best he could, "But your boy? No. Personally, I'd prefer Jasyn. He's all dominating, and I'd LOVE to make someone like that raise tail for me!” The ottercoon inched forward and put his paws on Chris's shoulders, as he licked his lips, mock threateningly, "And since the wolf boy's not here...”

  

  Before Chris could respond, though, their ears were assaulted by the sudden chimes of the doorbell.

  

  "Damn-it.” The ottercoon winced, "That WOULD be them, wouldn't it!?” He turned around but kept looking back at Chris, "This isn't over, cat!”

  

  "Yeah-yeah...” Chris hopped up and chuckled wryly, "Did we forget to give Riddick a key, too? I mean...a phone's one thing...” He followed along behind his roommate, and stepped up behind him as the ottercoon grabbed the knob.

  

  As it swung open, the two found Luke standing damp, silent, and trembling in the doorway. Alex and Jaysn were to his left, Rei was at his feet, and Riddick was his on right with his arm lightly around the raccoon's waist.

  

  Visibly tensed and holding back a flood of emotion, Luke took a small step forward, "Matt...?”

  

  Matt's heart dropped; he'd been right to be worried, just wrong about who was in trouble. As Luke shifted his weight nervously, the ottercoon looked away from him and around at the other three for a split second each. Riddick simply sighed and Matt could see that he'd been crying, and Alex and Jasyn each shook their heads and looked down or away before Matt looked back at the raccoon.

  

  "Luke?”

  

  Luke clutched his bag tighter to his chest and whimpered, "Can...can I stay here Mr. Cameron?” He forced a shaking and hopeful smile, unable to hide his lower lip's quivering.

  

  Matt's mouth dropped open at Luke's quivering smile. He looked away again, first down at Rei by the raccoon's leg, then back at Chris who was just staring on in silence. "Luke...I...” He looked back at Luke again and deflated with a sigh. He reached forward, pulling the raccoon through the door by his shoulder and wrapping an arm around him as he held him to his chest, "There's a second guest bedroom across the hall from Riddick's. You've slept there before...and it's yours for as long as you need it...”

  

  As Luke leaned against him with a short and feeble whimper, Matt looked back away from the raccoon, and scanned Riddick, Alex, and Jasyn's faces for any clue as to what happened.

  

  

  

  The Cameron Hotel Chapter 18 --

  Family

  

  

  Hours earlier...

  

  Luke sniffled softly as he hugged Rei to his chest. The rain was coming down harder by the minute, and his small, ill kept gym bag was getting more and more soaked, along with him and the small rabbit in his arms.

  

  Rei shifted a bit those arms, not completely understanding any of what was happening, and not wanting to talk for fear of upsetting his master more. Luke let his lower lip shake as he cried openly, jogging down the street from his house to the first person that he thought of, who might be willing to help.

  

  Well across town in the dining room of The Cameron Estate, Riddick leaned against the wall and stared out the window to the back yard, just watching the rain fall, as he wondered absentmindedly if Chris and Matt were going to have any trouble getting home in it.

  

  "Riddick?” From behind, Jasyn stepped in from the living room, coke in hand as Sirrus playfully jumped alongside, "It's about time to start the movie. You wanna' come sit down? I can make us some popcorn.”

  

  "Hmm?” The panthion turned around and looked at Jasyn, blinking a few times and forcing a bit of a weak smile, "Nah, it's technically my house, now. You just go sit down with Alex; I can handle the popcorn. It's not like there's a whole lot of work to opening a door, reading 'this side up,' and pressing the popcorn button.” He let out a small, weak laugh.

  

  "Uhm...I hate to break it to you...” Jasyn rubbed his neck, "But you have to SHUT the door, too.”

  

  Riddick laughed more earnestly at that, not expecting his friend to join in on his silly joke to cheer him up, "Never mind then. I guess the whole thing's just over my head!”

  

  "So, Riddick...” The wolf stepped closer, the little pet dragon still jumping along at his feet, "You gonna' be okay?”

  

  Riddick took a breath, and looked back out the window, "More worried if he will.”

  

  "Not much you can do about that, right now.” Jasyn shrugged, doing his best to ignore Sirrus, who had now begun attacking his foot for attention.

  

  "I know.” The panthion looked down, "I just...I wish we could have gotten through to him. I wish-” He looked up at Jasyn, angrily at first, but then thought better of it and looked away again.

  

  "You wish I'd tried harder.”

  

  Riddick shook his head, obvious frustration in his voice, "Or that Alex had tried at ALL instead of just...accepting it.” He winced and rubbed his neck, realizing he shouldn't be blaming his friends, especially when nothing bad had happened yet, "Sorry. Don't get me wrong...I'm not mad at either of you. I just...”

  

  "No, it's okay. I get it.” The wolf shook his leg, trying to get the dragon off of him, "You're worried about him. It's sweet.”

  

  "Thanks for understanding.” Riddick smiled appreciatively, "I don't have enough friends here to start pushing them away.”

  

  "No worries about that, Riddick.” Jasyn actively kicked at Sirrus's pestering, "It'll take more than that to run us off.”

  

  "Thanks.”

  

  "But look.” The wolf kicked his foot harder, to ward the dragon away, "For right now, there's nothing you can do. We've all tried at one point or another. Even Alex did, at first. But Luke didn't want to listen to any of us. He's convinced he's doing the right thing. Maybe...” He twitched, as Sirrus escalated to playfully biting his ankle, "Maybe I could have stopped him if I'd really pushed it, but I...”

  

  "I know.” Riddick held up a paw, "It's okay. You explained yesterday, and I get it. Really.”

  

  "All we can do now is hope that he's making the right decision.” Jasyn grimaced down at the dragon, trying to keep his focus on the conversation, but having trouble, "We just need to hope that, when we see him Monday, everything's worked out.” He jerked his leg again, "And...if it ends up going badly, we'll just be his friends and we'll be there for him. Like always.”

  

  "No matter what.” The panthion added.

  

  "But you're not doing anyone any good worrying about it, right now.” Jasyn had to grab a hold of his pant leg to pull it away from Sirrus's teeth, "Until we have a reason NOT to, let's just try to enjoy our Friday night, okay?”

  

  Riddick chuckled softly, "Sure thing, Jasyn. Thanks for being such a good friend.” He turned to walk out of the dining room and toward the kitchen, "Go ahead and have a seat, I'll be in there in a second.”

  

  "Will do.” The wolf smiled, "Just remember to shut the microwave door!” And then he irritably grabbed the dragon by the scruff of the neck, "Enough of that.”

  

  Sirrus eeped and went wide eyed, struggling as the big wolf carried him out of the dining room.

  

  Jasyn burst back into the living room, yelling at the fox on the couch, "Alex! Catch!” Before his friend could react, he tossed Sirrus into the room and right at the couch.

  

  "ACK!!!” The fox yelped out, as he was hit by the careening dragon.

  

  Jasyn made no attempt to hold back his laughter, grinning at the very erratic fox, "I didn't know you could catch things with your head! Good for you!”

  

  Slowly, and grumbling, Alex sat back up and rubbed his forehead, "I didn't catch crap!” He looked down at Sirrus, who'd fallen off onto the floor after hitting him in the head, and he raised an eyebrow at the little guy, "Didn't that hurt you, boy??”

  

  Sirrus twitched slightly, and then rolled over, stuffing his head under the couch, "Your head is hard...”

  

  Jasyn blinked and then burst out laughing even harder, "Aww...you hurt him.” Rocking with his laughter, he fell over onto the couch, his head landing in Alex's lap and grinning up at him.

  

  The fox looked down at the wolf lying across his lap, and clicked his tongue, "No...YOU hurt him!” He poked Jasyn on his muzzle right down between his eyes, "I had nothing to do with it.”

  

  Jasyn blinked involuntarily, and then grinned wide as he put his hands behind his head, still in the fox's lap, "Maybe a little...”

  

  Alex couldn't help but smile, "Watch it next time.” He put his paw on top of Jasyn's head, brushing his headfur back, "Someone could have actually been hurt. Namely you!”

  

  The wolf smiled and tilted his head as he was petted, "Fine, fine. I'll be more careful.”

  

  Alex brushed back across the wolf's ears for a moment, smiling down into his eyes. He'd forgotten how good this felt. He started to open his mouth...about to say just that, but caught himself. He dropped the paw away from Jasyn's head, averting his eyes and sighing slightly. It was a sigh so soft, that normally it wouldn't have even been noticeable...but Jasyn was in his lap.

  

  Jasyn blinked and sat up, his muzzle just a few inches from his friend's, "Alex?”

  

  The fox looked down at the wolf, seeing those eyes staring back at him again, and opened his mouth ever so slightly, "I...” He closed his eyes and clenched his mouth shut, feeling a tingle in his lips just at being that close to Jasyn's muzzle again.

  

  Jasyn smiled softly and reached down, running his fingers across the paw Alex had lied on the seat of the couch, "...you?”

  

  "Well!” Riddick walked back in through the dining room from the kitchen, holding the bowl full of popcorn and forcing another smile on his face, "Which one of us gets to sit in the middle and hold the popcorn?” He barely got the sentence out when he saw Alex and Jasyn sitting there, like they were, and had a sinking feeling he had, obviously, interrupted something.

  

  Alex opened his eyes and coughed, "M-maybe that should be you, Riddick.”

  

  The wolf coughed, too, and scooted over, rubbing his neck and grinning, "Y-Yeah! And hurry up with the popcorn! I'm starving!”

  

  Alex looked down at his lap and took a breath before looking back up at Riddick, "What did you two say we're watching, again?”

  

  Riddick made his way over and sat down between the two of them. It was more than a little awkward, to say the least, but he decided not to ask any questions and just answer Alex's, "You weren't paying any attention when I told you, were you?”

  

  Jasyn chuckled as he grabbed a paw full of popcorn and jammed it into his muzzle, "Apparently not!”

  

  "It's a classic!” The panthion smiled wide, "Well...I guess it's too new to really be a classic. But, it's good nonetheless. A real must see if you're gay, too! Moulin Rouge!” He nodded proudly after giving his little speech for what must be the third time now.

  

  "Oh yeah!” Alex smiled awkwardly, hoping it wasn't too obvious that he remembered and was just looking for something to say to break up the awkwardness.

  

  Jasyn sat back, throwing one arm back over the couch, "It's not the greatest movie, but it has its moments. And it's okay for a musical.” He smiled ruffled Riddick's headfur, "Good choice, kid!”

  

  "Musical?” The fox's ears perked up.

  

  Riddick smiled his big, wide toothy grin as his mane was roughed up, "I think Alex'll like it, though. Don't you?” He asked as he took a bite of a handful of popcorn.

  

  Jasyn looked over at Alex with a grin of his own, "A big sappy romance? No question.”

  

  Alex lowered his brow a bit, "Why did he ask you and not me? I...” He paused and smiled, "A musical romance?”

  

  The wolf chuckled and nodded, "It is! And a sad one at that...but the kind that I know you'll just melt over.”

  

  Alex got quiet, thinking about that for a second, "Yeah.” He glared slightly, "Yeah, probably.”

  

  Riddick leaned forward, reaching for the coffee table. But just as his paw touched the remote, so he could to pick it up to turn on the movie, the phone rang. As its same old loud, high pitched tone caught Riddick's ears, he wondered again if Matt already had hearing problems at 29.

  

  The Panthion sat the controller back down and looked up, "Damn. Could one of you hold the popcorn for me?” He held it up for someone to grab, and Alex snatched the bowl away as Riddick stood, "Lemme check the phone...”

  

  Jasyn semi-glared at Alex, "I'll get that from you, one way or another...”

  

  Alex just stuck his tongue out at the wolf.

  

  Riddick walked around, behind the couch and checked the ID, "Fuller, Tanya...” He turned back around to look at the couch, "Jasyn? Is your mom's name Tanya? I think this is your home phone on the ID. It probably for you.”

  

  Jasyn blinked, reached behind the couch, and took the phone from Riddick, "Hello?” He sat still, listening as his eyes widened and darted about, "They what? Whoa-whoa! Hold on! Calm down, okay? We'll be right over! Yeah, all three of us. Okay.”

  

  Alex looked between Riddick and Jasyn, "Jasyn? What's wrong?”

  

  The wolf hung up and looked around, "That was Luke. We need to get over to my house, now!”

  

  Wide eyed, Riddick took the phone back and shakily set it aside, "What happened?”

  

  "His parent's kicked him out. I'll drive.”

  

  ~

  

  Jasyn parked his truck and hurriedly jumped out before anyone else. He ran up to the door through the still pouring rain, and knocked quickly, ready to pull his key out if he really had to.

  

  Behind him, Alex hopped out of the truck too and made his way up the walk behind Jasyn, but not as quickly as Riddick who passed him about half way there. At the door, the panthion shifted uneasily on his footpaws and looked over across Jasyn as the fox caught up.

  

  The door opened just before Jasyn could get impatient enough to use his key, and his mother, a still young looking and bright eyed wolf, welcomed them, "Jasyn. Boys.” She offered a nod and a gentle smile, "Your friend's upstairs. I tried...but I couldn't get him talk to me.” She stepped aside to let them in, "Do you think I should give his parents a call?”

  

  Jasyn shook himself violently, getting as much water out of his head fur and face as he could, but it did nothing for his clothes, "No: that's okay. We'll take care of it. He's just having some...problems...”

  

  "Are you sure? Maybe I could-” Tanya was cut off by Riddick, quite rudely, as he pushed past Jasyn and rushed toward the stairs without a word. She watched him as he burst past, and then turned to look back at the other two boys, "Who's this other boy with you two? Jasyn...please tell me what's going on.”

  

  Jasyn blinked, watching Riddick disappear up the stairs, "That's Luke's b-” He caught himself on the 'b,' "...uhm...Luke's friend. They're sorta' like brothers, y'know?” He smiled unconvincingly, "You can't tear 'em apart! I told you a little about him, remember? Chris's kid?”

  

  Tanya, thought for a second, trying to piece together what information she could from her memory, "Chris...Chris...? That's the roommate of the rich one that helped Alex out, right? This is his son?”

  

  Alex nodded, "Yeah, that's Riddick...” Already having shaken himself as dry as he could, he turned to Jasyn, "I'm going on up. Riddick doesn't know which room is yours.” He stepped in, as well, but stopped to look back at Jasyn, "Make sure no one finds out Luke's here.” He turned to Mrs. Fuller, "Especially not his parents.”

  

  Jasyn nodded at Alex as the fox ran to and up the stairs, and then he looked back at his mom, "Uhm...we might be here a for while, but we'll probably head back to Matt's later. That okay?”

  

  "You'll talk to me about this when it's over, won't you?”

  

  "Yeah.” Jasyn stepped in, as well, past his mother.

  

  Tanya stopped him with a paw on his shoulder, "Maybe his boyfriend being here, will help.” She motioned her muzzle at the stairs, "Go on up and help your friend. He's done nothing but ask for you.”

  

  Jasyn blinked as he took a few steps backwards, stumbling and tripping but managing to steady himself, as he turned to bolt up the stairs. He stumbled most of the way, giving one last glance at his mother before making it all the way up.

  

  Tanya just smiled as she watched him go, "I'm not half as oblivious as these men think I am. I swear, they might as well wave a damned flag.” She walked off toward the living room, "Just like his father...not an ounce of subtlety in his body...”

  

  Upstairs, Alex slowly opened the door to Jasyn's room, "Luke? It's Alex...are you in here?”

  

  Luke looked up from the bed, his eyes red and puffy, and Rei curled up tightly in his lap, "A-Alex?” He barely managed to choke out.

  

  Alex pushed the door the rest of the way open, "Yeah...it's me. We're all h-”

  

  "Luke!” Riddick rushed out from behind Alex and ran to Jasyn's bed, nearly crying already just from hearing Luke's voice like this. He nearly jumped into Jasyn's bed, grabbing Luke and pulling him up into his arms.

  

  Luke blinked, but wrapped his arms around the panthion, crying openly again, as Rei scampered away to another spot on the bed.

  

  Jasyn padded into the room just a couple of seconds later, and silently closed the door behind him. He took a few steps in and stopped next to Alex, both silent, unsure of what to say, and figuring it was best to let the two on the bed finish.

  

  Riddick didn't saying anything for a few long minutes. His eyes were closed and his muzzle was in Luke's headfur as he drew the coon closer to his body, doing his best not to cry just at hearing Luke doing so right under him. He clenched his jaw as Luke shook and hiccupped through a sob in his arms, and with a breath, the panthion finally spoke, opening his eyes as a trail of his own tears beaded out onto his fur, "I know Luke. God...I'm so sorry.”

  

  Luke pulled back, hiccupping once and then wiping his eyes, "Th-they hate me, Riddick...” His lower lip shook to the point of quaking as he just tried to keep from crying again.

  

  It was only then that the panthion noticed Jasyn was in the room. For an instant, he opened his muzzle to let Luke know Jasyn had gotten there...but he stopped himself. He wanted to be the one that was there for the raccoon this time, to show Luke that he could be, "What happened?”

  

  Luke looked down, blinking once as he held back a slight sob, "I...I told them...and they just started yelling. They said they were going to send me away to 'fix me.'” He clutched the blanket he was sitting on, "And...and when I said that I didn't want to get fixed...when I said that I was happy this way...” He whimpered softly.

  

  Riddick reached down instinctively when he saw the coon clutch at the blanket, and he gave the boy his paw to hold and clutch, instead, "Luke...” He squeezed his friend's paw, not knowing what to say to him.

  

  The raccoon shook his head slowly. He leaned down, curling up and putting his head in Riddick's lap, but he never let go of the panthion's paw, "I didn't think they'd hate me...”

  

  "Luke...what did they say? What did they do to you?” Riddick pulled Luke's curled up form in tighter, shoulders in his lap and head against his stomach.

  

  Luke started again, barely managing to speak as he squeezed the cat's paw for all he was worth, "My dad...he told me to get my stuff together. I...I thought they were going to send me away right then. I thought...thought he was ready to ship me off to...'to get fixed,' but...” He winced and broke with a sob, "But he pushed me! He hasn't touched me like...like he was angry...since he spanked me when I was a cub! But then he just grabbed me, and he pushed me out the front door!” He shook harder, as mad as he was hurt, "And then slammed it shut and locked it, and my mother...she didn't do a thing to stop him! He just kept yelling at me...telling me I was an abo-bomination and a faggot...and...and...” He trailed off under a long line of sobs.

  

  The panthion just closed his eyes, not having any clue what to say.

  

  Watching on, Alex turned his head and looked at Jasyn, "They can't do that. It's illegal. Luke's not even 15 yet.” He looked back, "It would be different if he were my or your age, but by law they can't just toss him out on the street like this...”

  

  "Not until, what? 17?” Jasyn blinked and rubbed his forehead, "But what can we do? I mean, if we filed it, he'd just be taken away from everyone...” He grimaced, "...or sent back to them.”

  

  Riddick lifted his head and looked over at them, a glint of anger in the panthion's eyes, "That's the last place he needs to be! He needs to be with people that care about him! Not his parents! Not after this.”

  

  Jasyn held up his paws, "Whoa, whoa! I wasn't saying that we should do that. I agree with you.” He sighed and leaned back against the closed door, "But, if not that...then what CAN we do?”

  

  Riddick looked back down at Luke, still in his lap, "Luke...you don't listen to anything your parents said, you understand me? There is NOTHING wrong with you!”

  

  Luke shook his head, burying it against the panthion's thighs, "They-they hate me Riddick! I...my mom...my dad? They said they'd always love me, no matter what! And...and if they...” He barely managed to get out the last bit through his sobs, "There must be something wrong with me...”

  

  "No, Luke! Don't talk like that. You know better.” Riddick petted the raccoon's headfur, "There isn't anything wrong with you -- nothing! I mean...is there something wrong with me? Jasyn? Alex? More importantly...” He lifted his friend, setting Luke back up and looking him right in the eye, muzzle to muzzle, "Would any of us be here for you, if you weren't worth our time? We care about you, Luke. Please...you don't need to pay attention to ANYTHING your parents think or say. They are wrong!”

  

  Luke continued to sob, leaning in and tilting his head down, his and Riddick's foreheads resting against one another, "They hate me.”

  

  Alex shook his head in disgust, "If they'd treat him like this, then they never loved him to begin with!” He looked at Jasyn, "I can't imagine though. My parents reacted so well. If...if it had been like this...” He took a breath, "I don't know if I could handle it...”

  

  Jasyn imagined his own parents reacting the same, however unlikely, and slid down the door, suddenly blaming this whole orderal on himself, "God...Luke...”

  

  Alex watched Jasyn, the wolf's head hung low, and then the fox sighed and turned, taking a step toward the bed, "Riddick's right, Luke. They had no right to act like this! You didn't do anything wrong. Who are they to tell you that you can't be happy? Anyone who would treat you like that...Luke, they never loved you to begin with.”

  

  Luke hiccupped a few times and leaned farther forward, his muzzle on Riddick's shoulder as he clung to the panthion, "But they...they were my parents! They...they...” He paused for a moment, "...my own family.”

  

  "No Luke!” Riddick shook his head and lifted the raccoon's muzzle up, looking him in the eye again, "You listen to me. They may have your blood, but they AREN'T your family! If they were your family, this would never have happened! Luke...WE are your family.”

  

  Luke watched the panthion's paw as Riddick motioned his arm around the room at himself, Alex the few steps away, and Jasyn against the door. Alex looked back at the wolf at that, and Jasyn lifted his head, with a curious look on his face at being called family. It was unexpected...but it felt right.

  

  Luke looked back at Riddick as the panthion continued, "Me, Alex, Jasyn...even Matt and my dad! We've been here for you and we've cared about you more than your parents could possibly even consider! Alex & Jasyn were your friends when no one else would be. They...WE've helped you grow into what you are. We've cared about you and we still do, no matter what.” He grabbed a hold of the raccoon's face, their noses touching as he looked him dead in the eye, "I love you, Luke. Your parents just HAD you. Don't you ever confuse the two, Luke. They're not your family. We are.”

  

  Alex and Jasyn looked at one another on cue, blinking and taken aback at hearing Riddick finally say that he loved Luke. And for a moment, as they shared that look, both ran over in their heads this idea: that they were a family.

  

  The fox looked away from Jasyn and back at Riddick, then at Luke, "He's right, Luke...again.”

  

  Slowly, Luke looked around. He gazed around the room at his new family: the family he chose. With a shaking breath, he steadied himself, trying his best to blink away his tears.

  

  "Luke?” Riddick looked in the raccoon's eyes again, and he looked back...sad and broken, but not crying.

  

  "F-family?” Luke cracked a shaking smile, "Does...does that make us brothers? Or...”

  

  "It makes us whatever you want us to be.” Riddick smiled back and lightly ran his muzzle along the side of the raccoon's, "All you need to know, Luke, is that I'm here, okay? I'll always be here for you. Always. And so long as I'm around, you don't have a thing to worry about, you understand? I won't let them hurt you, again.” He closed his eyes and lowered his voice for only Luke to hear, "...I love you...I won't let them hurt you.”

  

  Smiling wider despite his returning tears, Luke responded with an even lower whisper, "I love you too, Riddick.”

  

  Riddick pushed forward, sliding his head along the side of Luke's, and putting both their chins on the other's shoulders, as he pulled the raccoon in to a tight hug.

  

  Rei, who had just been sitting and watching -- not, at all, sure what was going on -- was just happy that no one was yelling anymore. Quietly, he moved beside his master and nuzzled the raccoon's thigh, before climbing, clumsily, into his lap.

  

  "Uhm...” Jasyn spoke up, "About what we should do next?” He pushed himself to his feet and strode forward, "I'm not sure if I'm the only one thinking this, but...

  

  "No.” Alex looked back at the wolf again, "It's not just you. We all know what we're gonna' have to do, next.”

  

  Jasyn smiled reluctantly, "Anybody have an idea how Matt will react?”

  

  Riddick sniffled and chuckled, sitting up away from Luke and smiling down at him, "It's not like the three of you don't basically live with us, anyway...”


  ~


  There we go! The soap opera, Forbidden, continues!!

  

  *

  Starring:

  F. R. Borealis

  as Riddick Dumar Eden

  Alexander Collin Moen

  Eric Matthew Cameron

  Rei

  and "Tanya" Tatyana Salnikov Fuller

  Cecil B. North

  as Lucas Joseph Trammel

  Jasyn Aiden Fuller

  Christopher Phillip Eden

  and Sirrus

  *

  

  Cecil was a writer here as well, back in the Yiffstar days.

  If you want to check out the stuff he wrote back then, go ahead and look him up.

  His username on here is: Cecil_88


  That's it, everyone. Forbidden Book 2: The Cameron Hotel is over.

  Anyone surprised that I didn't end it on a big damned cliffhanger?


  So what lies ahead in Book 3?

  It looks like Luke is moving in with Matt, Chris, & Riddick. What does this mean for Luke and Riddick? And what does it mean for Matt, and his growing parental connection with the four boys?

  And what of our earlier conflicts, yet to be resolved? How much longer will Chris be in town? What will become of his and Matt's growing relationship? Will Alex and Jasyn finally get back together? Has this most recent development put an early stop to Riddick's clubbing ways? What other information about his past has yet to come to light? And what new twists and complications might lie on the horizon for our eight main characters?


  Find out all that and more when the story continues in Book 3: The Angel of Yiff!


  SIDE NOTE: Yeah, Jasyn's half Russian. Why not?


  Anyway, thanks for reading!

  

  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com

  

  See you for the next 21 chapters of Forbidden! ^.^
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