The Cameron Hotel Chapter 10--
...and What a Sweet Song It Is





Chris 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, his son, Riddick sat against the wooden leg of one of the lifeguard towers, his head on his knees, sure that if he stayed sitting there that he couldn't be seen, especially with his dark fur at night.

Chris drove faster, the headlights illuminating an old lifeguard tower and a small huddled...pillow? 'Riddick!'

Riddick saw everything light up around him and huffed a little as he remembered his mane was white, "Damn-it..."

Chris slammed on the breaks, the car screaming to a stop and he hopped out, not bothering to close the door as he ran down and under the tower. He skid to a stop in the sand, looking down at the Panthion, and breathing heavily from the extensive sprint.

"...You..." Riddick looked up at his father, "You know...I had never been to a beach before...before you brought me here the other day..." he looked back out over the water, "It...it's nice" Chris moved to take a step closer and stopped, just staring at his son, eyes slightly teary. Of course, in the dark and shade, Riddick can't see that as he continues, "It meant a lot to me. Coming down here...with you. But you know that...why else would you have known to look here?"

Chris gulped and fell to his knees in the sand, wrapping his arms around Riddick and pulling him close, "I'm so sorry Riddick..." he sniffled softly, "I didn't...I..."

Riddick pushed away from the hug and looked at his father, his hands on the lion's shoulders, "...you...are you crying?"

Chris wiped his eyes quickly and shook his head, trying his best to put on a straight face, "N-No...the sand..."

"...You were crying." Riddick wasn't sure what to think about that, and dropped his paws off of Chris and looked down.

Chris placed his own paws on his son's shoulders, "Riddick...I'm...I'm so sorry..."

Riddick looked up, smiling a little, "I...I kept telling myself that you'd come looking for me...th-that you still loved me..." Riddick sniffled--trying not to cry any more; he had done enough of that before his father got there.

Chris took him into another warm hug, holding back his own tears, "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." Riddick closed his eyes and buried his muzzle in the hollow of his father's neck--not being able to hold back his sobs, "I love you too, dad..."

Chris squeezed Riddick and picked him up off the cold sand, pulling back as they stood up, sniffing quietly, "N-Now...I'll have none of that..." he placed a paw on the side of his son's face and smiled warmly.

Riddick hoped Chris couldn't see the tears, "N-none of what?"

Chris used his thumb to wipe away under Riddick's eye, "This..."

Riddick looked down a little, "I'm sorry...that I can't...be what you want me to..."

Chris shook his head and brushed Riddick's face a little, "Riddick...I couldn't be more proud of what you've grown up to be. I shouldn't have done what I did...I NEVER should have acted like that."

Riddick blinked and looked up--not at all expecting his dad to act like this. he opened his muzzle to talk but didn't know what to say as Chris smiled down at him teary-eyed.

Riddick sobbed silently a bit more, "You mean...you...you're not mad at me anymore?"

Chris shook his head, "Riddick...I shouldn't have even been mad in the first place..." he chuckled quietly, "Maybe with the Sirrus thing...but even then, you really never had anyone to tell you what you should or shouldn't do...when it comes to this sorta' stuff anyway..."

Riddick mumbled, "Matt does it too..."

Chris laughed a little, "Yeah, but he's also an adult..." he sighed and shook his head looking at the ground, "I screwed up Riddick...I made a huge mistake and I'm sorry...you didn't deserve that. Not at all."

"I..." Riddick blinked a little and looked confused--not expecting this.

Chris looked up, with the same small, soft smile, and Riddick looked down at the ground--still upset and not sure what to say.

Chris looked away too, somewhat to the ground with the same sad smile, "Can you...can you forgive me?"

Riddick sniffled again--sobbing as he hugged his father again, "Of...of course I can. I...I..." he hugged as tight as he could, "love you..."

Chris looked down at him, holding onto him, smiling the same smile, and placed a gentle paw on his son's head. "I love you too..."

"I was so worried. I thought...I thought everything had changed." Riddick backed up--out of the hug--not sure if his father was comfortable with him being that loving.

Chris bent down a little, "Well...you're right about that...things have changed...just not in the way you think."

Riddick looked over at the stairs for the lifeguard tower, "Can we sit down over there? my legs...I walked a long way."

Chris looked out across the water, "I have a better idea..." he pulled off his shoes and socks, padding down the beach a ways, the night sky looming overhead, and he sat down, looking back at Riddick.

Riddick took off his own and follows after him--looking down, "Sit here then?"

Chris ran his hand through the sand beside him where he wanted Riddick to sit as he listened to the waves, "Yeah." 

Riddick smiled and sat down right next to Chris--really smiling for the first time since last night as he leaned against the lion. Chris fell back onto the sand, looking up at the stars, causing Riddick to suddenly lose his only support and fall back too, a bit awkwardly.

Riddick landed half on top of his father, his face falling into Chris's mane and he chuckled as he sat up and rolled over. He laid out on his back beside his dad--intentionally mimicking exactly how Chris was laying and smiled over at him. Chris smiled back and looked back up at the stars, staying silent.

Riddick turned his head away and looked up too, sniffling slightly through his smile, "I...I love this beach. Y-you have...no clue how much this means to me...this place...I..." he shut up; feeling uncomfortable--something rare for him.

Chris kept smiling and looking up, "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. Your grandmother got so mad."

"That sounds nice..." Riddick turned to look at him--still smiling, "I've only been here twice...t-two of the best times of my life." he sighed and moved closer, "...with you."

Chris smiled, feeling the tears welling up again, staying with his face looking up so as to not let Riddick see. "Y-yeah?"

Riddick rolled over a bit and put his face on Chris's chest and shoulder--his eyes closed, "I was...so afraid you hated me. I'm glad...I'm glad I was wrong dad. I didn't want everything to change."

Chris wrapped an arm around Riddick's waist and smiled down, "I'd never be able to hate you...nothing will ever change..."

Riddick moved close--almost cuddling closer to his father, "Oh. Uhmm...speaking of that. You said...earlier, that something did change. What did you mean?"

Chris gulped and laughed nervously, patting Riddick on the head playfully, "Nonono...you misheard...really it's nothing..." he gulped again.

"Oh, sorry." Riddick nuzzled his chest lightly, "I must have just heard you wrong...I thought you said...no never mind." he smiled and sighed softly--hardly believing this worked out so well.

Chris sighed, remembering what Matt told him, "No...you're right...I...I have a bit of a confession to make."

Riddick opened his eyes and sat up a bit--looking down at his dad, "you do?

Chris looked up at him and sighed a little, nodding, "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...wasn't because of you..."

Riddick blinked again and scratched his neck, "It wasn't?"

Chris shook his head and looked up, staying silent for a moment, then decided that there's no point in hiding it, "Riddick, I'm gay. I didn't want to admit it...you're my flesh and blood and...and, when it happened, it was like seeing myself...I didn't...I wouldn't deal with it...I..."

"Wh...what?"

Chris looked at him again, blankly, "I'm gay Riddick. You made me see that..." he chuckled coldly, "with a little help from that damn puppet master, Matt..."

"You...you're g...? You didn't know? I mean, how did you...how did I show you?" Riddick took a deep breath and shook his head, "No...you're not...I mean."

Chris laughed a little, "I'm not am I?"

"Well...I mean...Dad...are you serious? What happened? How did you...'f-find out' I guess?" Riddick blinked--feeling like a train hit him.

"Heh...well, the fact that me and Matt have been exchanging "favors" for the past month could be a hint."

Riddick gulped and choked a bit--coughing, "Favors!? Like...like mine and L-Luke's favors?"

Chris smiled his wide, toothy, dumb smile and scratched his mane, "Yeah, I guess so." 

"Dad...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."

Chris laughed softly and looked down, "Well now, I would have, wouldn't I? Besides, it's not like we're actually 'together'."

"Just...playing?"

Chris nodded, "Yeah."

"But you're living in the same house with him. Is..." Riddick went a little wide-eyed, "Do you two share...the bed? Is that where you were that night that the two guest bedrooms were full? My first night here?"

Chris chuckled a little and nodded, "Yeah...that's where I am most nights."

"But...you said...how are you not together?"

"It's complicated."

Riddick breathed shakily and scooted a little away.

Chris flattened his ears and sat up fully, a bit wide eyed, "R-Riddick?"

Riddick was tearing up again--this all being too much on him, "I...I don't understand, you were so...you're serious? You're really...gay?" Riddick, for all his height, imposing mannerisms and appearance...looked like no more than the scared, confused kid that he still was.

Chris nodded. Scared that he might have frightened Riddick somehow; he reached a paw forward. Riddick sat still--his whiskers twitching and his ears back as he watched his father's paw. Chris stopped and sat the paw back on the sand, staring at his son, wide eyed and Riddick looked down--not sure why Chris put his paw down.

Chris looked down and away, "I'm sorry Riddick..." he stood up, dusting himself off and turning, "C-come on...lets go home..." he began to pad off slowly to the car.

"No...come back..." Riddick mewed softly not getting up, but Chris kept walking, not having heard him, "Please?" Riddick spoke up loud enough for his father to hear, "D-dad...?"

Chris stopped and turned his head around, sad eyes staring at Riddick over the lion's shoulder. Riddick sniffled and looked back at him--his eyes pleading. Just wanting his father to come back over, he reached a paw out.

Chris padded back, but didn't sit down, just stared at his with the same, sad, lonely eyes, and Riddick held his paw up to his father--tugging his pants gently and holding it out for Chris to grab hold of. Chris reached down and helped Riddick to his feet.

"...You...you're really gay?"

Chris nodded solemnly, and Riddick put his arms around his father and held on tight--not saying anything. More being said in the silence than had been all night.

Chris looked a bit shocked, but understood and then leaned in, wrapping his arms around Riddick too, also not a word, just standing there in the moonlight.
