George sat in a coffee shop with a caffe latte between his hands while he waited for Finn to arrive.  He was feeling rather apprehensive about the meeting since Finn had texted him out of the blue with a 'We need to talk' without much further context than that. 

His ears and whiskers twitched when he heard the bell over the door jingle and he turned to see the bulky hyena scanning the cafe.  The hyena spotted him and grinned.  He came over and grunted as he sat down on the chair opposite George.

“Good to see you...” George said with a little smile, still feeling a bit anxious.

The hyena replied, “I don't think I ever seen ya with clothes on!  Look at that nice lil suit of yours.”

George had just arrived on a coffee break from work at his office.  It looked to him that Finn had just arrived from his job as well as he still had some mud on his boots and a florescent yellow safety vest over a dirty plain white shirt. 

Finn leaned forward on the table, smiling at the rat. “Ya look so handsome all dressed up...”

George cleared his throat and looked over at the barista who had come over to ask if the hyena wanted a drink.  

The hyena sipped on a sparkling water from a glass bottle, remarking how 'fancy' it was.  Meanwhile, George was feeling a bit relieved that the hyena was all smiles and jokes.  The text had sounded rather severe and it made him worried.  About what, he wasn't quite sure yet.

Finn took another swig of the sparkling water and smacked his lips. “Mmmm...They must be doing something right over in...Bel-gium...” He said squinting and reading over the lable.  “That's a tasty-”

“What did you need to talk about?” George asked in a low voice, cutting right to the chase.

Finn set his bottle down and smiled, leaning forward. “Well...I wanted to talk about us.  About...I dunno...what we are.”

George furrowed his brow curiously.  “Go on?”

The hyena was still smiling though not with his eyes.  He looked more deep in thought.  After a couple moments, he finally worked out what he wanted to say.

“I ain't gonna beat around the bush here.  I know you gotta hurry back to your fancy lil job.”

“It's not that fancy,” George scoffed. “I just work for-”

Finn raised his paw and cut him off. “I'm just going to get right to it.  George...I'm in love with ya.  And have been for a long time.  I know you only see me as a fuckbuddy-”

“Lower your voice, please...” George said, looking around the coffee shop nervously.  It wasn't super busy and he didn't know how much other people could hear of their conversation.  

Finn ignored him.  “But I'm layin' it out here in the open now.  I wanna be more than just some friend you fuck in secret.  I'm tired of being something you hide.”

George looked back at the hyena after checking to see if any of the baristas were listening it.  Though they had been making too much noise with the espresso machine for anyone to really notice. He could see that Finn was no longer smiling. 

Finn leaned across the table, meeting the rat's eyes with his own.  “Are you ashamed of me?  Are ya too embarrassed to be seen with me?” 

“No!” George replied, his ears and nose going a deeper shade of pink.

Finn looked at him, gazing down into his eyes.  “George...Do you remember how we met?”

George cleared his throat. “How could I forget?”

Finn grinned. “I was working out...giving you glances.  You seemed so nervous.”

“Yeah...that was my first time at a...”  He looked around before lowering his voice. “Gay bathhouse...”

“I know,” Finn replied. “You looked like you were lost or somethin... Wandering around in a robe and hiding behind pillars and shit.  You were adorable.”

George gave a sheepish grin.  “Well...I was really nervous about talking to you.”

Finn grinned, taking George's soft pink hand in his rough, work-hardened paw. “But I sweet talked ya into coming up to my room.  Remember?”

George nodded.

Finn finally lowered his voice as he got in close. “We didn't even have sex.  I got you into the room and invited you on the bed.  We talked and cuddled for hours after I convinced you to loose that robe.”

George smiled in spite of himself, remembering that weekend that Finn helped him out of his shell. 

“I remember that first time I made ya laugh,” Finn said warmly. “It felt...so good.  Seeing you smile.”  He rubbed George's hands. “I never said nothin but I fell in love with ya then.”

George was grinning now, taking his hands away to tug at his tail under the table. “I remember...You helped me be a kinky slut...You whored me out to your friends.”

“I helped make ya my sweet lil ratty cumdump and urinal,” Finn growled, smirking and rubbing George's thigh under the table.  

He drew his paw away and added, “But...I always just assumed you were mine.  I was the one ya kept coming back to.  But ya never seemed interested in going out with me.  Or being seen around me.”

The smile left George's face and he looked back down at the table.  “It's not that...I just...You know I can't be...you know...out?  It's complicated.”

“It's always complicated,” Finn said.  He leaned back and sighed. 

“You don't understand!” George said. “My ma's expecting me to come home any day now with a nice rat lady.  She's always asking, 'When are you going to settle down with a nice girl!  When will my only son give me grandbabies! You know your dear pa would want that if he were alive today!'” He said, mimicking her voice. 

Unimpressed, Finn said, “And you're just going to leave her in the dark forever?  Just like me?”

George slumped back.  “I...I don't know...”

Finn downed the last of his sparkling water and tapped the bottle down on the table.   He got up with a hefty sigh and came around the table.  He set a heavy paw on the rat's shoulder. 

“I'll let ya think about it some more, sugar.  But you should know, unrequited love has an expiration date for me.  I won't wait around forever for you to make up your mind.  I'll still fool around with ya...for now.  But eventually I'll move on and find some other filthy cumslut who I can share my love with.”

George raised his hand to touch the hyena's paw on his shoulder but it moved away.  Finn headed toward the door.  “I'll see you later, beautiful!”  He said in a voice just loud enough to be heard by everyone.  

George flinched.  He sunk back down in his chair and looked around.  A few tables away, two teen girls glanced over at him and started giggling and whispering.  George felt his face glowing warm with embarrassment.  

He had a gut feeling that this was what the hyena wanted to talk about.  He had tried rebuffing anything romantic from the hyena as not to get too attatched to him.  He took Finn's playful flirting and advances just to be nothing serious, something he did with everyone, but deep down he felt like he always knew that Finn wanted something more.  The guilt weighed on his shoulders as he thought about how much he lead the hyena on though he reasoned with himself that he had always been upfront about his lack of interest in dating.  

He left a tip in the tip jar without meeting any of the barista's eyes before slinking out of the coffee shop.  He drove home thinking about Finn, trying to reason with himself that his own feelings weren't romantic and that they should just stick to being friends with benifits. But the thought of losing the hyena made his heart sink.  He couldn't bear the thought of Finn leaving him for someone else.  In spite of his own coldness, the hyena had been warm towards him and was always so kind and sweet.  

But what would his dear mother say if he brought a big, smelly hyena home?  What would his cousins say.  What would Father Peterson or his mother's church buddies say?  He had no doubt that he'd no longer be welcomed home if his community found out that he was a homosexual.  Not only homosexual but dating outside his species!  

He sat in his car looking back at his garage.  “Choose the love of my family,” he said to himself. “Or choose happiness with Finn...”  He sat for a while longer before getting out and going inside. 
