The Angel of Yiff Chapter 5--
Choices




Matt looked up at the clock in the kitchen, he got off work later today than usual and he knew it would still be a while before Chris got back. He closed his eyes and looked down at the kitchen counter. He shouldn't have been watching the clock for Chris; he shouldn't have worried and fretted when his friend didn't get home quite on time; they were just friends. But he couldn't help it.

He looked back up at the clock and felt his lip twitch slightly. He remembered doing this nearly every day waiting for Lance when they were still together, and Billy too. They were both cheating...Chris wouldn't do that right? No. No...and they're not together anyway...it wouldn't be cheating.

Matt put his paws flat on the counter. What if that WAS why Chris seemed to get in later lately? What had he been up to? It wasn't like he'd be technically cheating...but... Matt took a deep breath and closed his eyes. It was hard for him to even think about, and he let out a low whimper as he cried tearlessly.

Luke padded into the kitchen, pausing for a moment as he saw Matt's back jump slightly, "M-Matt?"

Matt took in a quick, shaky breath as he was startled--the wavering in it giving him away immediately if he had been planning on hiding that he was crying. He turned around and looked down a little bit, "H-hey Luke..."

Luke coughed a little and looked down, hoping not to embarrass Matt, and tried to pretend he didn't see anything, "Uh--there's someone here for you."

"Oh...? Sorry, I didn't hear the doorbell." Matt closed his eyes and steadied himself a little, walking towards Luke and stopping beside him, "Don't...don't tell anyone about that, ok? The last thing I need is people asking questions...ok?"

Luke paused and nodded a little, stepping aside so that Matt could move to the living room.

Matt patted the coon on the head and walked on into the living room. He turned to walk toward the front door, but realized that he could see someone sitting on the couch out of the corner of his eye. Who has the nerve to just waltz into his house? He turned around to move toward the couch, "Can I-" He blinked and stopped dead in his tracks.

There in front of him, in a hoodie and old jeans, a badger sat on the couch, his arms behind his head and looked over at Matt, smirking, "Well-well, Matt, I never figured you'd be into cub action. So how is he?"

"Lance!?" Matt just stood there, blinking, "I...no, it's not like that; Luke's my, uhmm...he just lives here!"

Lance cocked an eyebrow and chuckled, "Suuure." He stood up and walked around the couch, leaning against it and crossing his arms, "So, what have you been up to lately, love?"

Matt turned his head slightly to point his voice at Luke, who was still in the doorway to the kitchen, "Luke, find Sirrus and Rei. I want you and Riddick to keep them upstairs or in your room or something ok?"

Luke hesitated for a moment, "Uhm...a-alright Matt..." He padded off.

Lance raised his eyebrows, "Sirrus & Rei? Riddick? What, do you have a little harem now?" The badger chuckled.

"I already told you, it's not like that. It may surprise you Lance, but I don't live alone anymore...a while after you left me, I decided I was tired of being alone. Riddick is my roommate's son, Luke is with him, and Rei is their..." Matt pauses before he could say 'pet,' "...he's a semi-feral rabbit."

Lance blinked, "Roommate...?" The badger shook his head and walked up to Matt, doing his best to look sad--he was a good actor, "Matt...I'm sorry...for everything."

Matt looked back at him stoically, "Take a seat Lance..." Matt stepped back and motioned his arm toward the couch.

Lance just nodded and sat down, looking up at Matt.

Matt slowly walked over and sat down beside the badger. He turned his head to look at him, "What is this about Lance? Down on your luck again?"

Lance frowned and shook his head, slowly putting his paw over Matt's, "No--I just...it took me a while...but I finally realized how stupid I was..."

Matt looked down at the badger's paw, and closed his eyes, remembering holding it, kissing it, and feeling it holding his fur as Lance slept when they were still together. He pulled his paw out from under Lance's quickly, and opened his eyes, "I haven't seen you in over 2 years Lance."

Lance rubbed his paws together and sighed, shaking his head, "I know...and...I'm so sorry Matt, I was a total moron to do that to you. But after what I did...it took everything I had to come back here."

Matt reached toward Lance's thigh hesitantly, and slowly laid his paw on it, "Tell me what's happened Lance."

Lance looked up at Matt, forcing himself to be watery eyed and placed his paw on Matt's, "Michel...the one I..." He looked away and sighed, "I know what it feels like now...I left him and came back, hoping to fix what I did..."

"He cheated on you?"

Lance nodded slowly. 

"And you think that makes you know what it feels like? How many times did he cheat on you, Lance? Was he using you for your money?" Matt moved his paw again, "No...no, you'd have to HAVE money for that to happen." Matt looked away and spoke under his breath, "You don't have a clue how I felt..."

Lance paused and reached over quickly, taking Matt's paws back into his, trying to make sure he kept contact, "I know. I know that I have no idea and that's why I came back. If him cheating on me hurt me that bad, I can only imagine how badly it must have hurt you with all the dumb shit I did...and that's why I want to try and fix things..."

Matt looked down at Lance's paws and squeezed them a little, "I...I loved you Lance. I loved you and I gave you so much. I don't open up to people...I just don't do it. I never have; not to my friends; not to my family...but I opened up to you. I would have given you all of the money in the world...I wouldn't miss it. But I gave you a lot more than that Lance. I let you in...and you used me...and left me. I was alone for two years Lance, but now I have..." He paused and looked up at Lance, "I have a family now."

Lance groaned inwardly but leaned in and hugged Matt tight, "I'm sorry Matt...I can't even begin to tell you how sorry I truly am."

Matt closed his eyes and slipped his arms around the badger. What was Matt thinking?? How could be be here again setting himself up like this. Lance didn't love him; he didn't even know how to. Matt squeezed the badger--pulling him up close. It had been so long since he just held someone...and it felt so good. Maybe...maybe Lance could have changed; maybe it was time Matt let it go, and took the same advice he gave Alex.

Out of nowhere, Chris barged in, grinning and holding a huge cake, aloft in only one paw, "Everyone! You're hunter has returned with food--well, mostly food for me--but food anyway!!" He laughed and didn't notice Matt and the badger sitting on the couch just yet.

Matt nearly had to wrench Lance off of him so he could sit up and look back over the couch...at Chris, and Lance just blinked, bewildered at the sudden jerk, "The hell--?"

Matt's ears perked up almost of their own accord, and even though he wasn't smiling, his face seemed to light up in a way Lance had never seen when they were together, "Hey Chris!" The corners of Matt's lips began to form a smile.

Chris padded in, setting the cake on a table in the living room and looking over at the couch, raising his eyebrows, "Company? Huh, better plan for more grub then."

Lance paused for a moment and looked over, "Who's this?"

"The roommate I told you about. He's an old friend from high school: I even told you about him back when you and I were still together." Matt looked over at Chris and began the introductions, "Chris, Lance..." He looked back at Lance, "Lance, Chris."

"Lance?" Chris stopped and looked over at the scrawny, shifty eyed excuse for a Badger, "This is Lance? The Lance that used you and then left you for some punk?"

Lance just looked down, meant to look like slight embarrassment, but really only a way to hide his anger at the statement.

"Leave him alone Chris," Matt looked over at Chris with the same caring look he always has when someone has a problem, "He's down on his luck again...I'll take care of this ok?"

Chris glared at Lance a bit, then looked darkly at Matt, "Fine...but one thing goes wrong and I'm throwing his ass out on the street..." He looked back at the badger, "Where it belongs." Chris padded off into the kitchen and called back, "I'll go ahead and get dinner started."

"Ok Chris..." Matt looked back over at Lance, "Sorry Lance, he's my best friend--he be a little over protective." He chuckled, "Kindof how we met back in high school actually--he stood up for me a lot." The ottercoon shook his head, "Anyway--where were we?"

Lance watched the lion leaving, and then looked back at Matt, "I was--I was about to tell you something..."

Matt put an paw on the badger's shoulder, "You can stop apologizing if that's what it is. If you're really sorry, I can forgive you, ok? It would be nice to have another friend my age..." He smiled a bit, "Most of them are only in high school right now."

Lance smiled a little and leaned up, hugging the ottercoon, "Matt...I love you..." 

Matt blinked and hesitated to put his arms around Lance, the last boyfriend he actually had. He slid them around the badger though, and held him tight, pulling him up close, "I love you too Lance; I still do. A big part of me was never able to stop. But...I mean, I thought..."

Lance nuzzled into Matt's chest, "I was stupid Matt...stupid for using you, stupid for cheating..." He leaned back, still in Matt's arms, and faked tears, "I didn't realize what I had until it was gone."

Matt closed his eyes and felt a warmth in his chest...he really missed being able to just hold someone like this. Maybe Lance really had changed; Matt spent nearly 2 years hoping he'd come back...had it finally happened? "I missed you so much Lance...I waited so long. I...I never thought I'd see you again."

Lance forced a tremble, "I want to come back Matt...I want to be with you again..."

Matt felt the badger tremble in his arms and he let his own lower lip quiver. Lance had changed, he must have...or maybe Matt just wanted to believe that he did. But...but did it even matter? Chris didn't want to be anything more than friends, so who else did Matt have? He might as well give the poor guy a chance. Matt needed someone after all, and Lance was right there, "Lance," Matt leaned the badger back, the fake, forced tears on the badger's face making Matt's lip nearly quiver again, "Lance...I..."

Chris leaned into the room from the kitchen doorway wearing his 'Kiss the Cook' apron, "Oh! And Matt, I hope you like your cake..." The Lion grinned a big toothy smile, "And dinner--I'm not the best--but I know you like ribs, so I'm gonna' give 'em a try."

"Wait," Matt looked over at Chris, "My cake? What's the occasion?"

Chris grinned and wagged his tail a little, "It was about this time last year that I got word I'd be coming here--it reminded me of everything you've done for me and Riddick. I just thought it would be a nice gesture."

"It is Chris..." Matt smiled back at his roommate.

"Good!"

Matt smiled a little wider, "Thanks Chris. For this, and for keeping us fed around here."

Matt chuckled and turned back around to look at Lance, stopping as he saw the badger's face staring up at him and waiting for him to go on. Lance smiled weakly and grumbled on the inside. The way Matt was looking at Chris, Lance remembered getting that look years ago himself...this wasn't a good sign.

Matt looked at the badger's half smile, and started to look back to see if Chris had left the room but caught himself and looked down. Dear god...what did he think he was doing? He loved Chris and he knew it...he couldn't lie to himself. It didn't make sense; he knew he and Chris weren't together and that Chris didn't even want to be...but he knew what he wanted: Chris!

He couldn't put himself in a position to be hurt by Lance again, and he'd rather have been Chris's friend than nothing. It hurt, but it was as close as he'd get. He wouldn't...he couldn't jeopardize what he had, and what he might be able to have with Chris: not because of loneliness, and not because of Lance.

Matt looked up, "Lance..."

Lance perked his ears up, "Yeah..?"

"I've...I've never stopped loving you. Everything you did to me, and I could still never bring myself to let you go. I...I just..."

Lance didn't like where this was going, "I-I know...I know I did terrible things...but please Matt.."

Matt had never been able to talk about his own feelings well, and be honest, regardless of how brutally honest he could be about anything else. He stood up and shook his head, looking down at Lance, "I'm sorry Lance, it's just...there's so much going on, and so much to think about. I don't...I just can't..." He took a deep breath.

Lance stood up, reaching for Matt's paw and hoping the ottercoon would reach back, "...Matt?" 

"I just...Lance I'm sorry. I know it took a lot from you to come here and do all of this to get me back but...but I..."

Lance panicked a bit, feeling himself getting angry, but played it off like he was sad and not angry, "Wh-what are you saying Matt??"

Chris had never gone back into the kitchen, and had been listening to all of this from the doorway. His eyes widened and he whispered to himself, "He's here to get back together with Matt!?" The Lion padded in quickly, trying not to move too fast, and walked over to Matt, sliding an arm over his shoulder, "I'm sorry Lance. If I'm not mistaken, I think what he's trying to say..."

Lance & Matt both turned their heads and looked at the Lion as he paused and grinned, his chin lifting up ever so slightly.

"...is that he's with me now."
