The Angel of Yiff Chapter 19--
The Final Chapter




Matt leaned back in the couch and sat his paper down. Now was one of those few times when things felt how they used to, last year before he ever got Sirrus. The house was silent, the only light on was the lamp by his chair, his TV was on some 24-hour news channel and muted, and if he didn't know any better--he would have felt like he was completely alone.

He smiled and let out a happy, inaudible sigh; he was glad he knew better.

For all the drama, all the fights, things were better now. He was happier now, and had been, this past year, more than he could ever remember being since even before he and Lance broke up. He wasn't alone, he felt loved, and he felt like he was a part of something--and for once it wasn't because of his money.

The ottercoon stretched a bit and then leaned forward in the couch to look down at his feet lazily, before forcing himself up. He turned off the TV and lamp, and wandered off down the hall. He listened close to the pads of his footpaws tapping against the floor ever so lightly, not wanting to wake up any of the boys, and cinched up his robe over his pajamas, smiling as he remembered that back when he was alone he was able to wander about in the nude. So...maybe not everything had changed for the better. He chuckled.

After the short walk, he softly pushed open the second door on his right, past the door to the stairs to his basement. There, inside, was his first of two guest bedrooms, or at least that was what it used to be. It used to just be a lonely bed in a near empty room, that, on an occasion or three, a young fox friend of his, once accompanied by a young wolf, and once accompanied by a small dragon, stayed in. Now though, there was a dresser, a TV, a desk, clothes enough for two young boys, and, at this moment at least, the two young boys that it all belonged to.

Matt leaned against the doorframe and looked at the two of them, Riddick with his arm hanging off the bed, and Luke latched onto him almost as if for dear life--both of them sound asleep.

Poor Luke, the kid had been through so much. Matt remembered when he first met the little raccoon, lost, used, hurt, just looking for friends. He remembered how Luke latched onto him, just like he was doing to Riddick now, how he cried on him when they first met. Then he grew up so much...just to get shot back down again by his own parents. If it hadn't been for Alex, Jasyn, and Riddick...especially Riddick...who would Luke have had there for him at all? Luke was so lucky to have Riddick; so lucky he had someone that loved him finally--really loved him.

And Riddick did...Riddick loved his raccoon more than even he admitted--and he wasn't one to be shy about admitting anything. The mix-breed cat was still young, not as young as Luke, but young, and had a lot of maturing to do...but he would be fine. He had already grown up a lot too, just like Luke. Matt had been with a rabbit, even a few foxes in his time, but he'd never come across anyone quite so perpetually horny as Riddick. For the longest time, Matt had thought that that was all the young panthion wanted--sex. Looking at him there in bed with Luke though...apparently he was wrong. Riddick was a romantic at heart.

With that thought and a slight smile, he turned back around into the hall and closed the door on his boys. His boys...he stopped and looked down at the carpet with a soft, thoughtful smile. That was really what they felt like now--His. He loved having them here; he loved...them. He looked up with the smile still across his muzzle; maybe he was their "mother" but he wasn't about to admit that to Chris!

He'd miss them when they were gone: Chris and Riddick. And what would become of Luke? No...it was best he not worry about that now.

He walked on down the hall--seeing a bit of light coming from under the door to his other guest bedroom, which was what this one still was. He opened up the door rather quickly, actually hoping to embarrass the two of them by finding them having sex--or at the very least just check on them like a good "mother and hostess" should.

When he stepped into the room though, he just found the two young furs on the bed, Jasyn leaning against the headboard, asleep, and Alex lying against him, asleep in his arms. The small TV they had moved in there a while back was still on, with just the blue screen and the logo of its DVD player; they must have fallen asleep watching a movie. Everything the two of them had been through and there they were...where they should be.

They had fought, more with themselves than with each other, for months over one stupid mistake. And now they were finally past it--finally back together. Alex had hated Jasyn, and for all of the right he had to...he was stubborn and short sighted. He loved him, and Matt could see it. He was just so hurt. How was he supposed to feel he could love Jasyn, and trust him, even if it did appear Jasyn had changed? Or maybe that wasn't it at all. Matt wondered if maybe Alex was never really that upset. Maybe the poor kid was just afraid of letting Jasyn love him once he changed. Maybe he was afraid of loving Jasyn back...

But then again...the change was so quick--how was Alex supposed to even trust it? One day Jasyn was making a mistake that nearly fucked up his whole life with Alex, without so much as a second thought...and the next he was almost an entirely different person. Matt had had so many arguments and disagreements with that damn wolf-boy...but in the end he could tell, regardless of how stupid he could be, he loved Alex. He loved Alex, and still did, more than anyone else in the world, which was exactly what Alex wanted and needed. It just took Alex so long to take what was right there waiting for him.

With a sigh, Matt backed up, flipping off the light but leaving the blue glow of the TV like a night-light for them, and shut the door as he left their room. He made the quick walk down the hall and out into the living room, stopping just short of actually turning and going up the stairs. He had gotten up from the couch to check on the boys and then to go on to bed...but for some reason...he didn't feel like it anymore. He wasn't all that tired.

He kept on past the stairs and through the living room, pushing open the double doors on the far side and walked into the dining room. He paused by the table, the table that was still set with what was left of their food from the party earlier in the night, and looked down at his feet. Hmmm...He had almost forgotten they were there.

They were at his feet, curled up together, one's, luckily white, fur matted, and the other's scaly flesh blotched, in their cum from earlier in the night. There at his footpaws were Sirrus and Rei, stained, exhausted, and asleep--the rabbit curled up to the Dragon's chest and stomach.

All the drama, all the fighting, even all the sex, and these two had managed to stay so innocent and happy. Both had seemed all but oblivious to everything going on around them and Matt wished for a moment he could have been so lucky.

He hadn't had Rei living with him too long, and didn't know quite what to think of him...other than that he was cute. But Sirrus, Sirrus was a different story. Sirrus was...or had been...his, for a long time, and he knew the little dragon very well. He even loved him once...whatever had happened to that. Maybe he just needed something to love back then, regardless of who or what it was.

Matt knelt down, petting his dragon's head softly, causing him to stir a bit but not wake up. He looked at Sirrus, asleep and snoring softly, Rei curled up to him, probably lulled to sleep by the vibrations of Sirrus's snoring, and he couldn't help but smile. About a year ago, he was completely alone, and then he bought a pet.

Everything was different now, and all because of that little Dragon. A year ago, it had been a long time since Matt had been with anyone, sexually, or even just as friends. He was so lonely, but now he had a family, thanks to Sirrus. Sirrus alone, filled a void in the ottercoon's life, and having him here brought Matt everyone else in his life right now. Nothing short of a real family.

If it weren't for Sirrus's incessant yiffiness, and if he hadn't tried to do something with Alex in the park almost a full year ago now, Matt would have never fought with the two kids. If they hadn't fought, Alex would have never opened his mouth about his feelings for Jasyn and sent them down a path of drama, tears, revenge, and stupidity that eventually lead to Jasyn and Alex being a real couple, and causing them to become such a big part of Matt's life. And without them...Matt would have never met "his boy," Luke. That kid was like a son to him now, just like Riddick...and again, if it weren't for Sirrus, they would never have met.

Thanks to Sirrus's nosiness even, and trying to do something with Matt's old friend, Chris, Matt and Chris started fooling around. Granted, Matt would have liked a lot more than that, but at least they had that much. And if they hadn't have been fooling around, and become so close again, how long would Chris have really stuck around? He might have left, and without him, Riddick wouldn't be here either...Matt's other boy now.

But Sirrus hadn't just changed Matt's life. Obviously, him being here had changed all of theirs. If not for Sirrus, and Chris hadn't stuck around, and Luke had never came into everyone's life, where would Luke and Riddick have been? They weren't just Matt's boys; they were a couple, and if not for Sirrus, they might still both be alone.

If Matt hadn't bought him last spring, none of this would be like it was now. Matt would have been alone still, Alex and Jasyn would still just have been friends, Riddick & Chris could have been somewhere else entirely, and god knows where Luke would have ended up.

Sirrus was like a little horny cupid...

...like an angel of yiff.

Matt stood up and smiled down at Sirrus again. He ran his fingers through his naturally gray headfur that had been that color since he was born, and had always stood out from his red fur, stretched a little, and walked over to the sliding glass door to the back yard. Closing it behind himself, he stepped out and took a few steps down his stone walkway, away from his porch, and looked up, smiling into the moonlight.

Everyone was so happy now--everyone had exactly what they wanted out of life. Alex had Jasyn, someone to protect him, and hold him, and take care of him--making up for a life filled with just the opposite. Jasyn had Alex, the one person that he loved enough to change his whole life around: who he was, how he acted, everything--just for Alex. Luke and Riddick had love, both from each other, and from a set of "parents" that finally cared for them, didn't ignore them, and didn't hate them for who they were. Chris had his son back. Rei had someone to play with, and Sirrus had someone to play with. But...not Matt.

Matt's smile faded and he looked down at the walkway. He had money; he had always had money--always! He didn't even have to work that hard to get it, though he had worked time and again to keep it. He had a family, that much he could say. He loved both Luke and Riddick; blood and logic not withstanding, they were his! But how long would they be?

He saw everyone around him with Love: Alex and Jasyn, Luke and Riddick, and even Rei and Sirrus to some extent...but where was his? He gave Sirrus's up so the dragon could be happy, innocent, and with Rei--like he deserved. So what was left for Matt now? He loved Chris so much...but Chris didn't seem to feel the same way back. Did Chris notice at all how Matt felt for him--how he looked at him? Did he care? Did he...could he possibly feel it back? Or was he just in it for, like he said so long ago, "just a bit of fun?"

In the end though--Matt couldn't really say it mattered what Chris was thinking or feeling. He wouldn't be there much longer. He'd already been with Matt for the better part of a year, and he was only supposed to be staying for a month. There was going to be a day, and Matt dreaded it so much, when Chris would have to move on, pack his things, and go away. Matt might not ever see him again after that, and Riddick would be going with him...

Matt closed his eyes and clenched his jaw, straining to try and hold it back as a tear fell out of his eye and down onto the stone walkway at his foot. He was trying so hard not to think about things like this...but he couldn't help it...he just couldn't keep from it.

Everything was going far too well; he opened his eyes, sniffling slightly as tears continued welling up in eyes of an ottercoon that seldom-if-ever shed a tear. Far too well...it was all bound to fall apart sooner or later.

"You know Matt...These damn kids love you to death."

Matt turned around quickly, startled too much to wipe his eyes and saw Chris standing just a little ways away from him. "Chris! I-I wasn't expecting you to..." He hurriedly wiped his eyes, remembering he had been crying. But it was pointless...he was caught.

Chris took a few steps over to the ottercoon, "I'm sorry that I've been leaving, and gone so much, and haven't been saying anything, Matt. I didn't mean to worry you."

"Wh...what?" Matt, still very emotional, was just trying to steady himself, and wasn't quite following Chris.

Chris chuckled, "Luke's been really worried about you, Matt, and he finally decided to talk to the other boys. They all love you a lot, after all you've done for them. So they decided to do you a favor, too. And, y'know, you'll never guess which one of them decided to talk to me either."

"I..." Matt looked down a little, piecing this together, "Jasyn?"

"No...his big German Sheppard friend. They figured that he and I were a lot alike, and that he might be able to get through to me."

Matt just stood still, not sure what to say, and let the lion continue.

Chris took a deep breath and closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them back up and continued, "Matt, he told me everything. He said that you're in love with me; he said that you're feeling alone; he said you're worried about me leaving when my stay here is done; he even told me that you've been depressed because Sirrus is 'occupied' with Rei. Why...why couldn't you just talk to me about these things Matt? If you love me so much...why not just come to me? Did you think I wouldn't care?"

Matt was taken aback, not having expected this at all, and not used to being put on the spot, "I...I don't know Chris, I was just scared."

"I swear to god Matt, for someone that gives out so damn much advice to everyone else...you're incapable of taking care of yourself, you know that?"

Matt reeled back a bit, "Chris, that's not fair! I-"

"Of course it is! Of course it's fair, Matt. You've preached to all of us for months on end now. You made me realize what I am, mediated a fight between me and Riddick, helped Alex & Jasyn get together twice, and you've found a way to stick your nose into nearly every other problem we've had too. Hell Matt, I don't know what any of us would have done without you. Do you realize the effect you've had on us?"

"I...I don't know, I...I guess."

"But when it comes to your own problems, you can't do anything about it. You couldn't even come and talk to me. I mean, did you think I'd run away or something?"

"I..." Matt let out a huff of breath and looked down, "Chris, I was just so afraid."

The lion sighed, smiled just a little and took two more steps forward, wrapping his arms around Matt, "I wouldn't do something like that to you, Matt. I would never do that."

Matt blinked and hugged the lion back; he and Chris had kissed, had sex, and slept together, but this was the first time Matt could remember that Chris just hugged him like that. "You wouldn't?"

"Of course I wouldn't, Matt." Chris squeezed him a little and stepped back, his paws still on the ottercoon's shoulders, "I was almost angry, at first, to think that you would think something like that. But I know better than that, now...I can't be mad at you for this. I mean...It-it must be my fault." He looked down and shook his head, "Matt, whatever I did to make you think that I would do that, I'm so sorry. I never wanted you to think anything like that. To think that I didn't care about you."

"I've..." Matt blinked, his eyes still heavy and damp, "I've never heard you talk like this, Chris."

Chris looked down and away a little, his paws still on Matt's shoulders, "Of course not...you know it's not easy for me to do." He looked away and closed his eyes, "But I can, and I will...because I'm doing it for you."

"Chris?" Matt reached forward, putting his paw on the lion's face and turning it to look at him.

"I'm sorry Matt. I may not say things like this, but it doesn't mean that I don't feel them; it doesn't mean that I don't care about you. This is just the way I am, Matt. You should know that, you've known me for years..."

"I have. I've known you since were in high school."

"Matt, you wanted to know where I've been going? You wanted to know why I've been here for, what, nearly a year now, when I was only supposed to stay a month?" Chris paused while Matt just nodded a bit, "Matt, I've been getting extensions...filling out forms, talking to bosses, trying to make sure I could stay here as long as I could. Trying to make sure I could be with you as long as possible."

"You...you have?" Matt felt his lip curl and his eyes get heavier, he was nearly crying again, "I had no idea that you..."

"And I had no idea that you loved me until that Duncan kid said something." Chris sighed and shook his head, then hugged Matt again and put the ottercoon's head against his shoulder, "I'm sorry Matt, I had no idea...I-I wish I had."

"Chris..." Matt laid his muzzle on the lion's chest, never in his life having felt so warm, so safe, so in place being just held like that. He had always been the protector, the one holding someone else; coddling them, helping them, hugging them, and giving them a shoulder to cry on. He read somewhere once, that the people who spend their time helping everyone else, are really the ones in need of the most help themselves. Apparently it was true; this is what he'd always needed. He had been everyone else's shoulder...because he needed one of his own. "Chris...what are you saying?"

Chris gently nuzzled Matt's head, "I left the party earlier to go get a hold of the big boss. My boss's boss." He paused, "I didn't get an extension this time Matt--I got a transfer, and a new job."

Matt leaned back a bit, "You...?"

"It pays less, but it's here, not zipping around the country. So it's worth it."

"Y-you mean?"

Chris smiled, "I mean, Matt, that I'm not leaving...ever. That I'm staying here, to be with you. That I care about you, and that I'm sorry you ever thought otherwise. I mean..." He paused and leaned back close to Matt, smiling a little, "That I love you too, Matt..."

Chris closed his eyes, and there in the moonlight behind 'The Cameron Estate', their 'children', their pets, and two of their friends asleep inside, kissed Matt gently on the lips. For the first time in years, maybe their whole lives, they were both finally in the arms of a person they truely loved...

...where they belonged.
