The Cameron Hotel Chapter 2--
Satan's Bride





Matt sat, hanging his head a bit and trying to keep his mind on what's at hand, "S-so...then you're Luke?" He looked up from his recliner at Jasyn and Luke, "This makes a lot more sense now; I haven't been able to get him out of the bed to ask him what happened."

Jasyn frowned and looked down, "Look...I understand if he didn't tell you...but...well--"

Luke took a step forward, "It was my fault sir...I...I let Jaysn fuck me..."

Matt smiled slightly at Luke, "I of all people have no right to tell either of you that you did anything wrong, please Luke, sit down." Matt sighed slightly and rubbed his head, realizing how much this was like what he and Chris were doing, "God damn-it...I never thought about..." He whispered and trailed off--only mouthing the last few word, "Sirrus...I'm sorry..."

Jasyn's ears perked up, "Matt?"

Matt looked up again, "N-nothing...it's not like he notices anyway." he took a deep breath--not caring to explain himself, "Please sit down, both of you." Jasyn nodded in response and patted Luke on the shoulder, sitting down as Luke followed. "Jasyn, why did you come over 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 understand Jasyn...I just don't know what to tell you. You fucked up, but I can't say I would have done any different, the kid wanted it, Alex let you do it." Matt sighed, "I can't really give you any advice this time."

The three furs sat in silence for a few long moments, each surrounded in their own thoughts. Luke blaming himself for all of this, Jasyn hurting and wishing he could fix everything, and Matt simply taking everything in--until he lifted his head and spoke up.

"Alex is asleep down the hall...with Sirrus."

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

I don't know. But at this point...would you blame him? Could you really be angry with him for it?"

Jasyn shook his head slowly, "No..." he looked up, "But I just don't understand...I...I realize that I hurt him, I know what I did...but I don't understand why I hurt him so much..."

"I'm no mind reader, and I obviously haven't spoken with him yet, but I don't think you're quite getting the point Jasyn. I don't think he's so much hurt by you, as by the situation. You told me yourself that he realized afterwards that he'll never be your first. This might just be too much for him to take."

Jasyn looked down and sighed, "Matt...what would you do? Y'know if that had happened to you?"

"What did I do the last time my boyfriend cheated on me?" Matt sat back, "I threw his ass out on the curb. But that was a different situation Jasyn. It wasn't a one time thing, and more importantly, I found out he was using me for my money. Now, if I were in Alex's shoes?"

"Y-yeah..."

"I'm not sure Jasyn. It's an issue of...how can he feel the same about you now? The furre that protected him, loved him and would have given him the world...in his eyes, you're not that furson anymore."

"But...I...I just don't understand." Jasyn looked down.

Luke looked at Matt, "Mr. Cameron? It was my fault..."

"Call me Matt, Luke, and no one is here to place blame. I'm just trying to give some advice as best as I can. You have nothing to feel sorry for Luke." Matt felt so sorry for the little coon--already taken to him.

"But I do..." Luke looked like he was about to cry, "I would have stopped it...but...but I thought it was the only way for them to like me. Jaysn told me i-it wasn't...but...but it was already after it happened. And I let it happen."

"Luke...come here" Luke took a step off the couch and stood in front of Matt, and the ottercoon stood up and put a hand on the coon's shoulder, "I'm so sorry Luke. I know what it's like to not have friends, and I know what it's like...to give yourself to make them. But please don't blame yourself for this, there were bad decisions all around, and if no one else, Luke, you were an innocent in this..." It was everything he could do not to hold the nearly crying raccoon like the kid he so obviously still was.

Luke whimpered softly, "I just wanted some friends. I thought we were j-just having some fun...I...I never thought it would turn out like this." he began to sob openly, crying now.

Matt hugged him and sighed--holding the little coon against his chest and looking at Jasyn, with the same blank stare as usual, but this time with a hint of tears forming in his eyes before he looked down, "It's ok Luke...really, it's ok..."

Jasyn looked away from Matt and closed his eyes tight, as Matt moved to the couch with Luke, still holding onto him and sat down, letting the little raccoon rest and whimper laying against him.

"Jasyn...you want my advice?" his eye still closed, Jasyn nodded slowly, "Do what Alex asked...take care of Luke. He needs to understand he didn't do anything wrong, and besides, if you don't take over I'm gonna' break down and have him sitting in my lap." Matt nuzzled the raccoon's head, "I doubt that would look too appropriate. Now...you said the trial is starting soon right?" Matt just kept holding onto Luke--not sure whether the kid was crying or not.

Jasyn nodded slowly, "Yes...I'm going to testify."

"And so is Alex. Right?

"Right."

"As much as I like Alex...he's been coddled by you, and by me. I don't know how hard all of this is for him, I could never imagine, but I do know how strong it can make someone. Let him get through this on his own, if he comes to you, be there for him, but don't go to him. You deal with Luke, and when the time comes, and you come back to him, I'm sure Alex will take you back."

Jasyn nodded again, "So I should leave him alone now then?"

"Yes."

"Luke, would you like to stay a bit longer with Matt?"

Luke nodded, brushing his head on Matt's chest, as Matt smiled and held onto him, "I'll bring you home later tonight ok? I don't want your parents to worry about you--and they will if you stay the night."

Luke nodded softly, holding on tight, as Jasyn stood up, brushing off his pants then making one last quick glance down the hall towards Alex's room before nodding and silently walking out of the house, "Goodbye..."

Matt nuzzled Luke again and stood up with him. He followed Jasyn to the door, as Luke nuzzled Matt's chest softly, loving the feeling of safety.

Matt started to tell Jasyn bye as he was getting in his car, but was distracted by a car pulling up in front of his house, "Luke," He let go and brushed at the coon's hair a little, "Straighten up a bit ok? Someone's here..."

Matt brushed at the kid's hair a little more and stood back up straight as he watched a Panther woman climb out of the driver's side door of the car. Luke took a few steps back and looked at the rather attractive woman walking up to the door.

"Uhhm...hello, and you ah-"

"Where's Chris?" she cut Matt off, "He gave me this address when we talked on the phone."

Chris Walked out of the kitchen yawning and into the room off of the entryway, in his boxers, and scratched his mane, looking for Matt. He whined jokingly, "MAAATT! WE'RE OUT OF BEER!!!" He stomped his foot a bit, pretending to throw a fit and then looked over toward the door and stopped dead in his tracks.

Matt slumped a little and put his arm back around Luke, finally recognizing the woman in the door, and realizing he didn't care how he looked in front of her, "Well hello Shianne...you here to bleed someone else dry?"

"Shut your fat mouth you damn stupid fagot, and let me speak with my ex-husband!"

"Whoah...alright alright, whatever, just make sure you send him back to us with his testicles, I know how you've been after those..." Matt turned around with Luke, "Come on kid, this doesn't involve us." and walked back into the house.

Chris sighed, slumped down and padded over, standing in front of her. He straightened up and smiled a big toothy lion grin, "Why hello Shianne! You learn to bottle evil for us? You know, so we can drink it when you're not around?"

Shianne, the panther woman, clicked her tongue a bit and smiled back, "Why Chris--I see you're living with a fag now, what happen, women stop putting up with your...heh...expedience, so you had to find someone who didn't care if you finished first?"

Chris squinted, "I'm sure Satan is getting lonely, so what do you want?"

"I'll have you know, my dear ex-fuck, that 'Satan' happens to be at home waiting for me to fly back to him. And I will remind you, that he is rich enough to buy and sell your ass." Shianne wiped the corner of her mouth and continued, "I, however, am tired of this rent-a-car, and would like to get on with this." Chris just crossed his arms and stood impatiently. "When was the last time you saw your son Chris?"

Chris's ears perked up, "You mean before you stole him?" Chris stood silent for a moment; "I guess...he was about three when you dragged him away screaming." 

"The correct term is 'won him in a custody battle'...to spite you I might add."

"I've gathered that you cold bitch. 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 stolen 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, and we'd rather put him on your shoulders--you know, let you drag him back and forth throughout the country for your...job."

"Oh, I see, used it then loose it. So, tell me, have you used him as a slave yet? Beat him? Come on, give me a reason to sue you."

"I've done nothing to the boy, I haven't laid a finger on him, or worked him too much."

"Pff...YOU?? Caring for another creature? Ha!" 

"First of all, I said nothing of caring for him. That was the job of the money and the maids...secondly, burn in hell you pretentious, overbearing, beer-hog."

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

"I doubt it, Mike buys only the best for me. Now, would you like your son, or would he be better taken care for at a homeless shelter somewhere?"

Chris yawned and scratched his mane, "Fine fine, look, did you come here to give me the paperwork to fill out or something?"

"Paperwork? Like I would ever hold a pen..." Shianne 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 remove her vocal cords back in the day, "Oh Riddick!! Your father is here waiting for you!!"

Chris almost fell over, stumbling back a bit, "HE'S HERE?!"

The passenger door to the car opened slowly, as Shianne turned 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 to pull himself to stand up straight, "YOU WHORE!" 

"Hmmm? What happened to your library of insults Chris?" no one got out of the car for a few moments and Shianne turned back, "Riddick! Come on now!"

Chris stood, looking silently at the car, having not seen his son in a good twelve years, and slowly, Riddick slid out of the passenger side of the car. Riddick's fur was a dark, and almost iridescent gray, nearly black, save for his very short white mane, and the fluff of white at the end of his tail. He didn't look at either of his parents; he just pulled a bag out of the back seat, and, staring at his feet, padded up the walk towards Matt's house.

Chris stood shocked, looking at-- "My son..."

Shianne ran to him and hugged him, "Riddick, I'm going to miss you so much!"

Riddick jerked away--glaring at her, "Don't you touch me now! You haven't hugged me in 15 years, don't do it now..." Riddick kept walking to the house, muttering to himself, "Miss me, my furry black ass, I'll never see her again and she knows it..."

Chris just stared at him, unsure of what to say, he was still a good ways away, and Shianne smiled like the bitch she was, "Have fun you two!!" She turned around to leave, "And if that fag friend of yours lays one finger on him, and I find out about it, I'll have you all sent away!" She laughed to herself as she got in her car.

Riddick looked back at her and then at Chris as he got to his father's side, "F-fag?"

Chris scratched his mane, "Matt, he's gay..."

"Who...who's Matt?" Riddick didn't even look back at the car as it drove off.

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

"Oh. You two...you aren't...?"

"Hmm?? Me?? No! Nonono I'm not gay." 

"Oh...o-ok."

Chris stood, awkward silence everywhere, as Riddick shifted his feet a bit and looked at the ground. Chris rocked on his heels and looked around, not knowing what to say--this all came on him so quick! It had been 12 years since he'd even seen Riddick, and he was only 3 then, he wasn't even talking. 'Shianne always had a way of knowing how to bitch up just about any situation', Chris thought as he rubbed the back of his neck. All he wanted to do was hug Riddick, take him inside, show him to everyone, and make up for the years he lost...but he could barely believe it was really Riddick. 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 remember him...and if he did, after this long, why would his son even care.

Chris placed a paw on Riddick's headfur and smiled, "You...You've grown quite a bit kid." Riddick didn't say a thing back, he just looked up, his lower lip shaking a bit and his eyes dropped low. He dropped his bag and jumped forward, hugging Chris as tight as possible, as Chris laughed and the two fell onto the ground, Chris hugging Riddick back and nuzzling his head fur.

Riddick smiled and looked up at Chris, both of them laying in the doorway, "I...I barely remember you."

"I still remember you. I would never forget..." Chris smiled back at his son.

Riddick hugged him again, "I've missed you..."

Chris held Riddick close, "I've missed you too kid...I've missed you too."

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

Luke continued to hold on, "Wow..."

"Yeah--she's a bitch, and the worst mistake of Chris's life too. Though...though no one regrets the kid, I just wish Chris could see him every once in a while."

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

Matt looked up as Luke hopped up, "You sure you wanna' be around Shianne? I've heard that the mere proximity can give you cancer." Matt stopped and blinked a little, "Wait...no" he stood up, with Luke, "I didn't hear that, I said that..." he chuckled.

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

"Yeah, he just might." Matt walked on towards the front door just behind Luke.

Riddick was walking through the door ahead of his father and stopped as he nearly ran into Luke. He stopped and just stared at the raccoon, as he waited for his father who was still outside, "...h...hi, I'm uhhh...who..." Riddick stammered and shook his head, feeling embarrassed, "Hi...who are you?"

Luke blushed, wondering who the cute, mix breed, cat in front of him was, "H-hi...I'm Luke..."

"I'm...I'm Riddick..." Riddick rubbed the back of his neck and smiled awkwardly at the raccoon.

Before Matt could react anymore than blinking, Chris walked in and smiled, patting Riddick hard on the head, "Matt, meet my son."
