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“Will you hurry it up, Keith? I don’t why you’re acting so shy. It’s not like everyone is rushing to get a peek at one hundred and fifty pounds of useless.” a lovely young woman said. The koala was impatiently dressing down the nineteen-year-old male on the other side of the lavatory door she was leaning on. As a friend, the adorably small martial artist didn’t have the kind of personality the skinny lad would say he’s fond of. In addition to the verbal abuse, she fancied playing cruel pranks on him. Her name was Lily and the spirited grin on her chubby face gave the distinct impression that one was presently being formulated in her head. Whatever mischief she had in mind, it would assuredly be something a kindergartener would have found amusing. Even though these annoyances made him loathe her, the man called Keith didn’t realize she was exactly the type of companion he required. At the moment, he was thinking about an inevitable encounter with a character he should find unsavory. Homo sapien or furry, every mortal on earth fell for this commonplace behavior. We push away the ones we need and pull in the ones we shouldn’t. “I’m counting to five. You’re making me late.”

“No! Don’t do it! G-Give me a minute...” he protested, fretting over what’s coming next. As for the rest of the day, these three will go through the usual motions of discovering the little nugget of wisdom the narrative mandated. This time, however, it wasn’t going to be as arduous as it usually was. Not every “lesson” needed to born in the trenches of suffering. Sometimes, you have to roll with the punches and every once in a while, a fork in the road will make everything come together. Today, they all would go down a path that will consist of a crazy dance with colliding bellies, fun, and martial arts. In essence, Keith just had to get out of his own head.

“One.” she began.

“Crap!” He instantly transformed into the form everyone was accustomed to seeing him in. This was where the mischievous act came into play. In this world, his kind is a rare breed. Few humans could change into an animal and whilst this was a mystifying power to possess, the government’s population control of “Morphers” worked against them. It was a nightmare of a position to be in. That was a story for another day, though. The point being, he had ample reason to keep this under wraps. Lily and the other character were the only two souls that knew about the secret. And the former loved to humorously torture him with it. His great fear of getting caught caused him to morph into an anthropomorphic striped cat with cream-colored fur. As shown, the ability took one second to fully assume the beautiful feline appearance. His human exterior was as average-looking as they come. The notable difference was his athletic body; fit but not overly muscled. He was around five feet, nine inches tall, and had a short mop of thick blonde hair. Keith would never admit it but he always felt ten times more attractive in his animal state. He should because his features essentially made him a:

“Two. Let’s move it, ‘pretty boy’.”

“Ugh.” he groaned, unzipping a duffel bag. Keith pulled out his carefully folded-up signature clothes, which seemed a bit much since the garments appeared to be ragged from years of wear and tear. He unfolded the sleeveless, white shirt first, pulling it over his symmetrical and long-whiskered, pleasing visage. Lily would never reveal his existence as a Morpher. This joke was purely for the childish amusement she got from his overreaction. What she didn’t know was that he feared her discovering something much more personal. He pulled the tank-top over five circular scars on his fairly wide chest, desiring to never speak of the tale of how he received the wounds.

“Three.” Lily nonchalantly counted. She wrapped her hand around the unlocked doorknob and jiggled it.
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