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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.

“I hate you.” he spewed, unfurling a pair of faded blue, baggy pants. One nicely-shaped leg after another, they were put on and secured with a hard tug of the drawstrings. The meatiest part of his framework was the thighs, nicely filling out the roomy legwear. The set of clothing belonged to a person that was very dear to him. In a nutshell, they had disappeared and the conflict behind it made him leery about getting close to people. The troubling past was as black as the multiple stripes on his physique. With this and his social problems considered, it looked like he couldn’t catch a break. This sunny afternoon wouldn’t offer much reprieve and the overweight tigress approaching the restroom wasn’t making it look any better. Lily stood aside, knowing the aforementioned bully would provide better entertainment than what she was cooking up. Keith finished dressing as soon as the door was flung open, exhaling with unease.

“Four. Five. Get out, skin and bones.” the unannounced guest curtly uttered. Her orange paw swiftly grasped him by the scruff of his neck and easily yanked him out of the stall. Keith was tossed onto his rear, grunting with pain and looking up to see the wideset tiger slamming the door behind her. Lily stood in front of him and offered a hand, which he reluctantly took and stood up, dusting the attire off. She gave him a sympathetic smile and adjusted her tight-fitting judo gi. The grey-furred marsupial wasn’t as big as the rude oppressor but it was evident she had eaten her fair share of meals. She was nine inches shorter than him and made up for her height with a robust combination of muscle and fat. Her pear-shaped figure was greatly exaggerated with a solid spare tire of a belly, legs twice as thick as his, and a bosom he occasionally snuck a peek at. He didn’t know why but the positioning of the sun was illuminating her features in a way that was making him feel attracted to her. It was the first time he experienced the feeling.

“...Why are you staring at me like that? Never mind. You’ve always been a weirdo. Let’s go train. Thanks to your fiddling around, we won’t be the first ones in line for the obstacle course. ...You’re buying me a Eucalyptus shake.” she ordained, giving him a playful slap on his well-trimmed ass. Keith only nodded, aspiring to get it done and over with. As a result of the tigress’s abusive behavior, both physical and oral, Lily helped him by forcing the Morpher to train with her. Despite his irritation with the jokester, he was thankful for the aid. Deep down, he knew she meant well. Like himself, she had a rough upbringing, and thus, both of them had problems with properly expressing themselves. He wished this was the case with the apex predator known as Kira, who was currently bursting out of the stall.

“Make that a Eucalyptus and a protein shake. I won’t be participating but I will enjoy the show you two put on. Your judo is cute but it’s no match for me, a rikishi.” the intimidator boasted, slapping him on the other butt cheek. “Rikishi” translated to a sumo wrestler. Although she didn’t have the title in an official capacity, the three-hundred-pound tiger strictly adhered to the practice, and it showed. She was an inch taller than him and used her doubly bigger physicality to push him around. He wasn’t certain where the animosity was coming from, considering that she was a fellow Morpher too. In actual truth, the large carnivore didn’t hold any type of malice towards him. The brash attitude was just a product of her badly conveyed interest in him. Unlike Lily, it didn’t have hints of possible romanticism. Very much like Keith, the braved-face Kira was just lonely. The trio of dysfunctional yet budding friends walked forward, trading insults.
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“You call that a deadlift?! I can lift five times that in my sleep...with just my teeth.” Kira scolded, sipping on her near-empty drink. Keith was at the halfway point of the five-legged training program. Judo and sumo wrestling was the predominant choice of fighting styles in this area of the port city and due to the low resources of the government, this was the sole course for miles in any direction. Overpopulation curbed the number of available dojos and all of them were packed. Their respective masters privately instructed him and the girls, so they didn’t need any formal instruction. Unfortunately, with low funds, the three furries were forced to use the public track. On the opposite end of the inconvenience, this was how they all met. Neither of them viewed it in
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