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Mia's breath hitched as she pushed through the heavy doors of the convention center, a surreal wave of sight and sound hitting her like a ton of bricks. She had seen pictures online, sure, but nothing prepared her for the real-life spectacle. The theme for this year's furry convention was raccoons, of all things, and everywhere she looked, there were people fully embracing the concept, each costume more elaborate than the last. [image: image]

Some wore simple masks, others donned full-body suits that glistened with lifelike fur and even robotic touches. There were playful squeals and knowing smiles exchanged as they walked through the hallways, brushing tails and bumping into each other playfully.

Mia hesitated for a moment at the entrance. She wasn’t one of them—at least not yet—but something had drawn her here. She had been curious about the world of furries for a while, a secret fascination that she hadn’t dared share with anyone, not even her closest friends. The idea of stepping into another skin, of playing a role beyond her usual self, was... tantalizing.
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