The Cameron Hotel Chapter 9--
Song of Life





A full night of sleep, and a full day of work after Chris & Riddick's fight, the front door swung open and Matt stepped through into the entryway--tossing his hat & coat onto the rack. Chris sat solemnly, dressed still in his work clothes, just having gotten back, flipping through, but not really watching, the TV.

Riddick sat on the recliner, as far away from his father as he could, shuffling his feet a bit and staring at them--just wishing the silence would break as Matt scratched the back of his neck and stepped out of the entryway and into the living room.

Chris looked up, a bit blankly, "Hey Matt..."

"H-hey Matt!" Riddick looked up too--looking a little happier seeing that Matt was home, "How are you doing? Sirrus missed you I think."

"I'm sure he did, Riddick." Matt chuckled softly coughed--still feeling a lot of tension in the room.

Chris gulped a little and stood up, padding into the kitchen, the silence killing him as much as Riddick, and Riddick just whimpered a little and looked down, after watching his father leave. Matt sighed loudly and looked away from Riddick--following Chris into the kitchen.

"Chris..."

Chris crushed his empty soda can and turned around, "Yeah?"

"...What the hell Chris? Are you not even talking to him now?" Chris didn't answer; he just sighed and looked down, leaning back onto the counter. Matt walked farther in, letting the door shut behind him, "I can't believe this is getting to you so bad! Hell, I can't believe you're even surprised." Matt shook his head, "I knew the first day he was here--the way he was looking at Luke!"

Chris looked up, shocked a little bit, "And you didn't tell me?"

Matt shook his head, "Not my place. And plus I figured you knew too..."

Chris sighed and scratched his palm idly, "Well, I didn't."

"Why is this bothering you?"

"I..." Chris looked away, "I don't know...he played with a pet..."

"Yeah...my pet! The pet that I play with...it hasn't bothered you that I do it."

Chris grumbled a little, "Y-yeah...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 suddenly something wrong with it? And besides--who's been there to teach him better? Thanks to Shianne, you certainly weren't!"

"W-Well..." Chris frowned sadly and looked down.

"Is it that he lied to you? Are you hurt that he couldn't come to you?"

"Yeah...I guess." Chris nodded slowly, eyes focused on the floor tiles.

"...Yeah, I can understand that. But you've also got to 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." Matt just brushed his headfur aside and grew silent--thinking, as Chris gulped a little and looked back, "Matt?" Matt looked up and opened his mouth to speak--but just looked down again, as Chris took a step over, "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?" Matt stared at him blankly, the same cold stare Matt's mastered over the years to hide whatever he might be thinking or feeling, and Chris shook his head, confused and unsure of what to say as Matt continued, "Chris...not two nights ago you had a cah--MY cock in your muzzle! What does that say to you?"

Chris looked down again, shuffling his feet, "I was...I was just repaying the favor..."

"Yeah...and you're letting me give you the 'favor' in the first place, why? Just a little fun?"

Chris looked up, "Y-yeah..."

"You've been here for 4 weeks...when was the last time you had 'just a little fun' with a girl? Chris...your first night here you let me all over you, and since then, you've been sharing my bed, and 'returning the favor' more times than I can count." Matt stated matter-of-fact to his friend, with his arms crossed and his eyes set, as Chris gulped and looked confused...afraid. "Come on Chris..."

Matt walked out of the kitchen and into the dining room--trying to distance them from Riddick, and Chris walked with him, head hung low, and a bit wide eyed. They stepped into the dining room and stopped beside the table, Chris still staring at the floor, and Matt staring dead on at him, looking annoyed, almost pissed.

"Chris...you're like 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, child like. But I've been watching a third Chris...and he's pulling back, withdrawing. Something is ripping you apart." Matt shook his head and looked down too, "Chris...talk to me goddamnit!"

Chris looked up, angry, his eyes stern and focused, "I...What the fuck do you want me to say Matt? Everyone around me is gay...this shit is really getting to me, okay??"

"Everyone around you!? YOU'RE GAY!!! Listen to yourself Chris!!"

Chris looked around, "What do you mean listen to myself?!"

"What's 'getting to you'? What!?"

Chris took a breath, looking like he was about to scream then stopped, looking away and letting out a low huff, "I don't know alright??"

"No Chris! It's not all right! 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 tell me! What's 'getting to you'!? The 6 gay guys around you? The fact that one of them is a pet? The fact that one is your son?" Matt lowered his voice before it raised to a scream, "Or is it that you can still taste my cum on your lips!?"

Chris roared and slammed his hand on the table, "Shut up Matt! I didn't ask for your help!"

"Well you're getting it anyway! You're gay Chris...deal with it!"

Chris growled and shook a bit, "I'm not..."

"You're not? Really? Then what are you? The 'ladies man' still?" Matt stopped talking and looked around, "where are the ladies? I don't see any. No girlfriend, no trophy fuck, hell, not even a secret crush!"

Chris let his hand rest on the table and hung his head, "...I..."

"...Well?"

Chris looked up, eyes almost a bit teary, "What the fuck do you want me to say, Matt?"

"I'm just trying to get through to you, Chris. It's obvious now what's bothering you...I'm just not sure you can see it too."

Chris looked back down, "What...how do I know?"

Matt pulled a chair out from the table; turning it to face himself, "Sit down Chris..." Chris padded over quietly and sat down, head hung low as Matt pulled out another chair, facing it to Chris's and sitting down as well. He sighed and reached out, "Give me your paw Chris." Chris extended a paw and looked up, a bit confused as Matt took the lion's paw into his own, "Chris, How long have we been friends?"

"Since high school."

Matt smiled a little, holding Chris's paw, "And how long had we known each other before I told you I was gay?"

Chris chuckled a little, "Only about a year."

"Right...and you didn't run away did you? You barely cared, hell I think your first question was if I thought you were hot!"

Chris laughed for the first time in a day and nodded, "Yeah...it was."

"Then what are you running from now? When it's your own son--scared to death of coming to you with this anyway...why are you acting like this? Can you answer me that?"

Chris looked down, letting out a low sigh. "No..."

"You know what you're doing--how you acted about this is wrong then? But you can't even begin to tell me why you responded like this?"

Chris let his paw fall down, out of his best friend's paw, feeling like shit for doing that to his son, "No...I...I can't."

Matt smiled softly, "Then we've at least taken a step. Now Chris...think about it...what about this could possibly be bothering you? You know the answer..."

Chris growled silently and looked away, "No, no I don't Matt."

"Don't growl 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!! And more importantly--to your son!"

Chris stood up, hands on the table, still glaring, "Fine then Matt! What is it you're trying to show me?! How will it help?!"

Matt stood up too, "Calm the fuck down Chris! 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!" Chris growled and looked away, "No Chris! You look at me!" Chris turned back, still angry, but not saying anything. "You know you have no right to act towards your son like you have been! You know it! Don't you!? 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 every night Chris! And you know that! Don't you?"

"Yes! All right? Yes, I fucking know that."

"Then why are you!? Why did you? What are you angry about Chris!?"

Chris walked over and stood by the china cabinet, looking down, "I don't fucking know alright?! I thought this is what you were trying to 'help me with'..."

"It is." Matt nodded and then shook his head slightly, "but I can't just tell you. You have to figure it out for yourself. Besides, I'm just observing, I might not quite understand it all. You do though. You just won't let yourself see..."

Chris turned around and glared again, "Why? Why do I know?! Why do I fucking have to figure it out??"

"You want to stay like this!? Do you?" Matt stepped forward--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!"

"Damnit! Stop acting like I want to be like this, Matt!!! I don't fucking know what's wrong, but 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! Maybe you're not gay! Maybe you're not even bi! But that's not the fucking point! Do You want to know what I see, Chris!? Do you?"

"What? What do you see??"

"You've been the same person since high school! The exact same person! Beer drinking jock, going from woman-to-woman, city-to-city, even found a job that ships you all over the damn place so you don't have to ever settle down anywhere! Isn't that right!?"

"Yeah??"

"And now you've got a son--get to deal with the fact that you've got to be a goddamned adult for once in your life--and ontop of that, you don't even know who you are anymore, do you!? As much as you say it--you don't even really know whether you're gay or not do you!? You can't handle that you're life may change!! As strong as you wanna' appear--you can't handle it alone! Can you!?"

"Fine! Maybe I am gay!!! Are you happy!?!?!"

Matt opened his mouth to yell, not having been done with his rant...and then just stared at Chris silently as the lion looked down at the floor a bit wide eyed, then spoke very softly, "Are...Are you happy now?"

"Are you?"

Chris shook his head and looked up, "How the fuck could you possibly think I was happy?"

"Chris--did you hear yourself?"

"Of course I fucking heard myself Matt..."

Matt grew silent--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.

Chris stared at him, noticing his muzzle's movements, "Just out with it Matt..."

"You're a different person now Chris. You're a father...whether you're gay or not should be an afterthought. I'm sorry it bothers you so much that you might be, and that all this has changed for you...but you're going to have to deal with it..."

Chris looked away, blankly, nodding slightly, "I...I have to talk to my son..."

"I know you do Chris...I know. But we're not done here."

Chris stared back at him blankly, "What more do you want from me Matt? What can be said that would make me feel any worse? I've done all of this to my son...because of me..."

Matt shook his head, "Chris I'm not trying to make you feel worse...you haven't done anything wrong. You've made some mistakes, yeah, but...look Chris, I know how hard this is on you. I..." he shook his head--knowing he wouldn't get through to his lion friend, and took a step forward--touching his nose to Chris's, "Chris...you're my best friend, I love you." he leaned forward--hugging him. "I'll be here for you through this...don't try and deal with it alone."

"Th-thanks...thanks Matt..." Chris hugged back but then pushed away sadly, nodded slowly, and padded through out of the dining room, through the kitchen, and into the living room. He gulped and nodded; stopping at the door, "R-Riddick?" but there was absolutely no answer. "..." Chris looked around, "Riddick?? Where are you?"

Matt walked up behind him, "Chris? Something wrong?"

Chris turned around, wide-eyed, "Riddick's gone!"

"Whoa! Maybe not, calm down...he might just be in his room! Maybe Sirrus knows--" Matt raised his voice to a yell, "SIRRUS!!!" and after a few minutes, the little dragon padded out of the hall into the living room, yawning and stretching.

"Sirrus? Have you seen Riddick!?" Chris nearly yelped out.

Sirrus shook his head, and then thought and quickly nodded, "He ran out the door!"

"...Shit..." Matt sighed.

Chris looked at the dragon, then ran to the door and flung it open, yelling, "Riddick!?"

Matt followed him, tossing him as set of keys and holding another set in his paw, "I'll take the jag--you take your car! We'll find him the fastest that way."

Chris ran out to the car, breathing heavily, and not saying anything back to Matt. What have I done??
