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Arcturus lies in pieces on the bed, his flat eyes gazing  at the stucco ceiling from his detached head. I try to picture wearing him, covering my own face with his stark white fur and stepping out of this room. I want him to be seen, to be loved, but all I can imagine of are the harsh glares of the hotel staff or people on the street, gawking at the freak in a fursuit. 

Apologizing silently, I leave him there.

I’m not the only one here out of costume, but ordinary humans like me mingle in about equal measure with folks wearing cat ears, fluffy tails, and full, furry suits. A bipedal wolf at the head of the line chats casually with convention staff as his plain-clothed companion pays for day passes. I’m glad I’m not the only one without ornamentation, but at the same time, I’m kicking myself. I could have been standing shoulder to shoulder with a serval and an ocelot as Arcturus. Then again, maybe my shoddy fursuit would pale in comparison to the suits here...

“You can go ahead, I think.” A tall, wide, black-haired man addresses me. He gestures at the gap between me and the registration desk.

“Oh! Sorry.” I rush ahead and fumble to unlock my phone and find proof of purchase buried in my email inbox. The guy at the desk hands me a badge and a marker. I write ‘Alex’ in the name box and flee into the convention centre.

I thought the suits outside were impressive, but the sheer mass of masterful costumes in the lobby is overwhelming. I stand gawking at the dragon with glowing green scales, deer with majestic antlers, and bat with full wingspan, scattered in amongst more dogs than I could shake a stick at, until someone bumps into me from behind. A space this crowded would be hard enough to walk in without the added obstructions of tails and snouts. I squeeze past a flock of colourful birds to take a bench against the wall.

To reorient myself, I open up the convention schedule on my phone. The panels I’m excited about don’t start until later, so maybe I should find something relaxing until the morning crowds disperse... Looks like a quiet drawing hour just started in one of the meeting rooms. I gather up my courage and re-enter the ocean of furries, letting the current carry me to my destination.

By the time I emerge with a few more sketches of Arcturus added to my sketchbook, the lobby is a lot calmer. There are still some folks socializing here and there, but most people have scattered to actual convention activities. 

The walk to my next panel is much less frenzied, and I can even admire an excellently crafted beagle suit without worrying about crashing into someone. 

The panel room is set up with chairs around a number of round tables. I take a seat at an empty table near the front. Doing nothing makes me anxious, so I pull out my phone and scroll social media, retaining none of it.

I feel someone sit beside me. 

I slide my eyes off my screen to see a man a full head taller than me. His scruffy black hair curls at the edges. I feel like I’ve seen him somewhere before... or maybe it’s just that he’s hot.

“Do you mind if I sit here?” he asks. “I like to be able to face the front.”

“Um, yeah, I mean no, I don’t mind. No problem,” I manage to say.

“Great. Hey, didn’t I see you at the registration line this morning?”

Oh, so that’s how I know him. 

“Yeah, sorry. I was fully zoned out. I’ve never been to one of these before, so it’s, um, a lot. I mean, I’ve been to conventions before, but not a... not a furry convention.” I hitch instinctively before the word furry, as if I’m not surrounded by furries right now and instead still occupy a world where it feels like a dirty word. I silently vow to work on that.
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