
As the door closes behind you, you turn and search the doorframe. After searching the entire door over, you decide there is no way to open it, turning to face the contents of the room you now find yourself in. 

Your eyes rove over the numerous costumes hanging up. Brown, white, black, gray, beige, every color that you can imagine would be in fur. Lying in the center of the room on a shining silver rack, they draw your attention and make it clear there is nothing else in the room. No windows, and only the one door. Since there is nothing else to focus on, you wearily approach the lineup.

Trailing your fingers over the costumes without touching them, you move from one to the next, admiring the beautiful craftsmanship. Looking them over, you get a rather… creepy vibe from them. Shifting slightly, they seem almost as if they breath on the rack. Looking them over, you get as close to them as you can without touching them, you notice none of them have any seams, and the fur appears to all be completely genuine. Who would make a suit using actual fur? 
Your eyes are drawn to a specific one on the edge, hidden behind one that appears to be constructed of scales. Approaching it slowly, you can’t control yourself as you reach it, pulling it off the rack. It unfurls as you yank it down, revealing the full suit. Now that you have a good look at the whole thing, it seems to have an odd number of arms and legs. Three sets, to be exact. Holding it up to the sole light bearing down on the room, you inspect the brown suit. As the light reflects off the glossy tan coat, you realize it must be some sort of lion, as proven by the mane near the top of the suit. Unsure what sort of lion has three sets of limbs, you decide to set the suit back down, laying it over the top of the rack. 
Attempting to move on, you find you are unable to, the topmost sleeve having shot out and entangled your arm. You recoil, yanking your arm back, the odd suit coming with it. Flapping your arm, you attempt to fling it away, succeeding in doing nothing more than further entangling the suit around you, unknown parts of the suit seeming to meld against your body. 
You start to calm down, but you’re not sure why. Perhaps the suit has some kind of soothing effect to it.  Whatever the reason, you get complacent, giving in to the changes the suit is forcing on your body. 

It practically melts, the suit taking on the qualities of water to flow over and engulf your whole body from head to toe. You stare down at your sides as you feel your skin start to stretch. You feel nothing but curiosity as you suddenly have two oddly shaped lumps sprouting from your sides. They grow slowly, filling out the center set of limbs. 
As your new legs grow, so too does your body, lengthening and elongating. Your spine bends painlessly, doubling over backwards as your new legs sprout claws, the needle sharp points digging into the concrete of the floor. You flex your paws, your retractable claws digging into the ground to leave five small gouges. 
Your fur sprouts over the rest of your body as the suit fully takes over, a thick, tan fur covering your chest and leading down to your new lower body. Your feet fully transition into paws, breaking free of your shoes as the fur pours over your toes, you back feet’s claws digging into the ground to leave four of its own gouges. 

A tingling feeling above your rear draws your head back, your eyes drawn to the new tail swishing back forth, a dark, chocolatey brown tuft of fur topping it off. Your neck starts to itch, so you reach up to scratch it, the feeling close to that of a growing beard. Your fingers brush up against your proud new mane, the fur spreading out around your neck and descending down your chest to thicken the fur already there, but leaving your chest mostly bare. The last thing to change is your face. Your face grows, your nose getting flatter and more broad. You can feel your teeth growing as well, your lips and gums following after to fit your brand new fangs. 

Your mouth yawns open, the rest of your teeth transforming and growing points, each of them sharp enough to rend flesh and muscle from bone, a light dusting of fur covering it, barely more than peach fuzz. You pad forward, the dull thud of pads and enclosed claws on concrete turning into a dull thump as the ground slowly transitions into dirt. The room vanishes, taking the clothing rack with it to be replaced by a tree. More of them appear, exploding upwards and reaching for the sky with tremendous force. Easily reaching fifty feet, the dozen trees tower over the oasis as a sparkling pond appears.
Bushes sprout from the ground as you make your way forward, reaching the edge of the oasis in the middle of the savanna, stepping onto the hard packed, dry dirt. Only one thought runs through your head as the sun graces the bodies and forms of your new family, their silhouettes dark and hard to look at.
You’re home.
