The Cameron Hotel Chapter 6--
Reunited





A while later, Matt & Sirrus were already in the car, as Riddick and Luke stood out beside. Alex climbed into the car and smiled back at Luke & Riddick, wiping his cheek a little, as his fur still felt wet from the crying.

Riddick held onto Luke's paws and smiled, "You two...you worked everything out...r-right?"

Luke smiled and nodded, "Yeah..."

Riddick seemed awkward and shuffled his feet again, "So...so you'll be back over again s-soon right?"

Luke hesitated, then leaned in and kissed Riddick quickly on the cheek, "Sure thing!"

Matt leaned his head out of the car, "Luke, you can call your boyfriend later--we need to get you home! Your mom is gonna' kill me!"

Alex chuckled softly, still reeling from the everything inside and in the backyard, but finding that amusing none-the-less, "Yeah--hurry it up loverboy." he winked.

Riddick looked wide eyed at Luke, then them, "We--we're not...uhhhh..."

Luke smiled and hopped in the car, "I'll talk to you later Riddick!"

Riddick waved a little as they drove off with the sound of Matt & Alex laughing, "Yeah...bye..."

The rest of that particular lazy Sunday dragged on by fairly slowly. Luke went home, where he was bombarded with questions by his mother who was not at all used to him leaving the house for anything, and he finally retreated to his room and his pet, Rei, whom he hadn't seen since Saturday. Alex went home to his parents who had basically figured out he had been in a relationship with Jasyn, since they hardly ever saw the two apart, and could tell that their son was in a bad mood, but thought it best not to pry. Jasyn's parents came home from their vacation to find their son even more withdrawn then normal, but chalked it up to him being a teenager. And Matt, Sirrus, Chris and Riddick just sat back, relaxing and talking amongst themselves for the rest of the day...until each went on to bed. Matt & Sirrus wandered off to the master bedroom up the stairs, Chris went to the guest bedroom that had, so far, been occupied by Alex, Jasyn, and, last night, Alex & Sirrus together. And Riddick left to the second guest bedroom, that the night before he had shared with Luke. As dawn broke, Luke, Alex, and Jasyn were home for the day again, it being memorial day on the Monday of their last week of school before summer, and Matt & Chris were off work as well.

Riddick pulled himself up out of bed. He stood and slipped on his pants, wondering for a moment, that if he and Luke were here, night before last, and Alex & Sirrus were in the other room, the room his father slept in last night...where did his dad sleep night before last? But he ignored the thought and just threw on a shirt and walked out of the room--peaking in the other guest bedroom across and down the hall to see if his father was there. Since he wasn't, Riddick continued to the living room...also empty.

"Dad!!"

"DAMNIT!!!!" Chris licked his burnt finger and looked around the corner, "Riddick?"

Riddick couldn't see him from where he was at, but heard him, "Dad? You in the kitchen??"

Chris jumped back as pans and other things crashed to the floor, "Wah!!!!"

Riddick blinked and hurried into the kitchen--afraid Chris might have hurt himself, "Dad, are you ok??" Chris smiled dumbly and scratched his mane, standing in a sea of pots and pans, as Riddick blinked again and then chuckled, "Come on now, you cooked breakfast yesterday--you can do better than this!"

Chris grumbled, "I know. But you try to grab one pan and then they all go!"

Riddick knelt down beside him and started picking them up, "Well at least you didn't spill any food! What are you making?"

Chris looked around and smiled a big toothy grin, "Breakfast! Now, you sit!"

Riddick looked up--holding about 5 pans already, "Sit?"

Chris snatched the pans and pointed towards the door to the dining room, "Sit!"

Riddick just kept looking up, "You mean you don't want help? I see Matt's not here to help any. By the way--where is he?" Riddick was obviously not good at being told what to do.

Chris smiled and put away the last of the pans. "I told him and everyone else to leave for the day." he stood back up and smiled even wider, wearing a nice tight shirt and baggy pants, and patted his paws, "I wanted us to spend some time together."

Riddick smiled really wide, liking the sound of that and then stood back up himself, "Cool!" he craned his neck and peaked over Chris's shoulder--already almost his father's height even at only 15; he's gonna' be a big boy! "What are you making?"

Chris pushed at him, much stronger than Riddick, and pointed to the door, "Nonono. Now go sit."

Riddick maybe tall, but a match for his father's strength, no. He smiled and nodded so Chris would stop pushing, "Ok, ok." and then hugged his father tight, burying his face against his dad's chest, "Thanks dad..."

Chris smiled and ruffled Riddick's headfur. After his son sat down, he fixed two plates quickly, and placed one in front of his son. Some of the best looking food Riddick had ever seen sat in front of him. 

Chris sat down and smiled and Riddick smiled back; FAR less comfortable than he appeared as he looked down at the food and started to eating, "We had a small army of cooks back home...not a one of them made food like I've had yesterday and," He took a bite, "Today. You and Matt are great cooks!"

"Pff..." Chris smirked and leaned back a little, "Matt? He can barely cook to save his own skin." he smiled, "I'm the cook here!"

"Heh," Riddick chuckled a little, "How long have you two been living together?"

"Hmmm? Well only for a little while, I'm in for business. About three weeks or so I guess."

"Oh...I thought..." Riddick took another bite, "Well anyway, uhhmm...didn't he have to cook for himself before you got here? I mean, he must be able to cook something."

Chris smiled and ate a bit more, "Well, he can cook...if you call what's left 'food'." 

Riddick smiled and chuckled a little more, "How long have you two known each other?"

"Wow..." Chris thought back, "Since high school..."

"Wow...So you two are really close then? Like best friends right?"

Chris smiled and nodded, "Yup! Only the closest!"

Riddick blushed deep at the last statement, reminding himself of Saturday night, then smiled and looked down not sure what to ask now, as he hoped it wasn't too obvious he was nervous.

Chris tilted his head and smiled, reaching over and patting his son's head, "So how about you? What was it like with the ice queen?"

Riddick looked back up and smiled, "Like? It was better than you'd think really. We were rich--even richer than you or Matt! And we had a lot of maids, and butlers, and the army of chefs I mentioned. Everything was so easy...never needed to work, everything was done for you. I had some really close friends, all from the same type of home. But..." Riddick messed with his food and took a few more bites.

Chris ate along with him, "But?"

"I...I dunno, it's nothing." Riddick mumbled, not wanting to spend their first day 'together' complaining.

Chris chuckled, "Come on, I did all this so we would have the day together...you can talk about anything!" Chris smiled softly.

Riddick knew better than that...he couldn't talk about anything, "Well...I dunno, I just never saw her, or Mike. I mean, in the past 2 days alone, you...you've been more of a parent to me than they ever have."

Chris chuckled and ruffled Riddick's headfur again, "And I'm going to continue to be...provided I keep remembering that you're my son!"

Riddick smiled, never having been anywhere near this close with Shianne or Mike and loving the feeling that someone cared, "You...what do you mean?"

Chris smiled his big toothy lion grin, a bit dumbly and scratched his mane, "After not seeing you in so long....it's almost as if you're a friend...not...y'know...a son. I just have to get used to it."

Riddick took a breath--remembering that his father said he could say anything here, "I...I still remember you. I know I was young but I've never forgotten what you looked like. I've wanted so bad to find you...I just never knew how."

Chris smiled softly, "Nearly everyday, I thought about how you would grow up...and now that I see you...I couldn't be more proud."

Riddick smirked, showing off his teeth as well, "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--his shirt still unbuttoned and showing off his quite well defined body. Then he relaxed, "Don't feel inferior though--you can't help how great I am," and continued eating.

Chris stood up and unbuttoned his tight shirt, throwing it off and flexing. his muscles bulged out much larger and more developed than his son's after years of construction work before his current job...almost...atlas looking. "The better looking of us, eh?"

Riddick, maintaining his extremely nonchalant attitude, looked up with just 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! I mean--I'll give you credit, I got my looks from you! I just carry them better I guess." He kept eating.

Chris threw back on his shirt, leaving it open and sat back down, "well...grow that mane out, then maybe...maybe I can teach you how to show off the family looks."

Riddick sighed, "Yeah...that's the drawback; My mane won't get as long as yours--no where near. It'll look more like a wolf's mane, if anything, 'cept a different color. All the panther in me screwed me out of a nice mane.

Chris leaned on the table and smirked, "Heh...even when she's gone...she just seems to screw things up. Doesn't she?"

"Well what do you expect?" Riddick finished his last bit of food, "It's what she was born to do. She's like Shiva The Destroyer. It's her job, 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. Well..." he stood up, "To live with me, that's going to change." He tossed his napkin down and put his paws in his pockets, "You can start by cleaning the dishes!" Chris walked out and into the living room, as he laughed a bit.

Riddick smiled, having no argument with that, Chris could have made him clean the whole damned kitchen for all he cared...so long as he was here.

Riddick walked out into the living room not too terribly long later to find Chris on the couch watching TV, and hopped over the back of it--sitting beside him, "Hey dad."

Chris patted his son's head and smiled, then leaned his head back on the couch, his tied back mane over his shoulder, "Well...it's going to be interesting teaching you how to live a totally...well...almost totally normal life." Chris looked at him again and smiled, "I don't like using all my stores of money, I live nicely enough, but I like working hard and doing things on my own. Heh...that's one thing I hated when I was living with your mother. All those people waiting on me hand and foot...I hated it."

"I didn't let them!" Riddick smiled wide, "Not lately anyway. And with the fallout I had with Mike and mom, they weren't encouraged to help me much anymore anyway. Oh--by the way, I didn't put the dishes in the dishwasher. Extra time or not, I'd rather finish them by hand. Dishwashers suck!" Riddick picked up the remote and muted the TV.

Chris recoiled a bit, then said under his breath, "I didn't mean when it came to cleaning...at least not dishes!"

"Do what Dad?" Riddick's ears twitched, he heard him, but didn't know what he meant.

Chris looked around and smiled yet another big dumb grin, "Nothing!"

"Heh," Riddick smiled back, "Ok then! Dad...mind if I ask a question?"

Chris shrugged, "Go right ahead."

"What's the deal with Sirrus? I haven't seen a lot of dragons but...I mean I've NEVER seen one so small, and that was a pet even! And since when do pets talk?"

"Oh! The little feral dragon?" Chris shrugged, "He learned to talk at some point in his life, I guess, but he's just a pet feral dragon." he smiled, "You haven't seen many dragons? I have a lot of work partners that are dragons...maybe you'll see a full grown one someday."

"Yeah...but that still doesn't add up. A pet dragon? The one's I have seen, I mean the feral ones anyway, were HUGE, and anything but domesticated. And the evolved ones were plenty big too..."

Chris nodded, "True, true," and looked up, "I really can't explain it. I know he's feral...but I don't know why he's so small."

"Oh," Riddick shrugged, "And he's Matt's? He's really cute."

"Heh..." Chris looked away and mumbled, "Not to mention horny as hell."

Riddick blinked, "Horny? Uhhh..." not sure how to respond to that.

Chris looked around, rather surprised that Riddick heard that, "Errr--hungry!" and smiled another dumb smile...which he seemed to be doing frequently.

"No. No...you said horny." Riddick twitched his ears.

"I did not! That's a dirty lie!"

Riddick chuckled ok, ok. Whatever. Too bad the poor little guy doesn't have a playmate--maybe we should find him a little dragon girl?"

Chris smiled and scratched his mane again, "Well...I don't think a girl would work..."

"Holy crap! He's gay too?" Riddick smiled, "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.

Chris 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?"

Riddick sat back, "T-talk? I kindof don't need it anymore."

"Hmm? What do you mean?"

"Well," Riddick coughed a little and was quite obviously nervous now.

Chris leaned back, turned now to face his son, "Well what?"

"I've...y'know, already d-done stuff..." Riddick looked away.

Chris's ears twitched and perked up, "Oh! Uh...what...I mean..." he gulped.

"L-look, it's obvious neither of us are ready for this...we're uncomfortable...maybe we should just move on."

Chris shook his head and flicked his long tail a bit, "No, come on. Did you use a condom? Who was she?"

"It didn't get to the point of using a condom." Riddick scratched the back of his neck, "I mean--I-I would have, we just didn't make it that far."

"Oh...so you mean..." Chris gulped again, "Well okay...at least you know to use a condom when you fu--er--have sex..." he scratched his mane again.

"Yeah...like I said," Riddick breathed a sigh of relief that he wasn't forced to technically lie about anything, "I'm kindof past needing the talk..."

Chris sighed with him, glad Riddick wasn't asking any questions, and smiled, "Well good then! So...who was she?"

"Uhhhh..." Riddick stammered to think of a name, "Angie...she was a dog. A collie!" he smiled slightly.

"Huh...I never really expected that you would go for a normal dog..." Chris shrugged, "Regardless."

Riddick coughed a little--happy that it went like that, "A n-normal dog? what do you mean? Would you have rather it been a raccoon or maybe something exotic like a red panda?" Riddick thought back to Saturday night with Luke and back farther to the 'good friend' he had told Luke about.

Chris looked at him silently for a moment, "That was oddly specific..." Riddick just smiled dumbly like his father was so good at, and Chris shook his head, "Anyway, yeah...I suppose so." He stretched and yawned loudly, "So, you wanna' go see a movie or something?" then smiled.

"Heh, yeah," Riddick kept smiling, "Sure..."and stood up.

Chris tossed up his keys, caught them and stood up, "We're off then!" then put an arm on Riddick's shoulder, padding towards the door.

Riddick smiled wide again and leaned against his father for a second as they walked out, "So...Uhhmmm...what do you think of Luke and his friends?"
