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			Asher the cat was living a good life in his owner’s apartment, but his owners moved to a bigger apartment with a no pets rule. They then unclipped Asher’s collar and whispered what were probably reassuring words, but to Asher they sounded like: "E beieez sas yow sszou bi ree ser.” “Where are we going?” Asher asked as they carried him into the car.
                                                     -Time Skip-
Half an hour later, the car stopped. Asher’s owners picked him up and each gave him what seemed like a good-bye kiss and head nuzzle, then threw him into the undergrowth. “Wait! Come back! What’s happening?!” Asher cried. But when he finally crawled out of the bushes, his owners were nowhere in sight. “Hello? Where are you guys? What game is this? How do I play it?”
Asher looked for his owners until nightfall. “Please let this be a game… please don’t leave me here…” Asher whispered, closing his eyes.
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			After one and a half days, it dawned on Asher that his owners were not coming back. So he did what any sensible cat would do, run into the woods. While hunting in the woods, he came across a she-wolf. He knew it was a wolf because he saw it on his owner’s T.V. That memory clouded up his eyes. “Please bring me to your leader.” Asher said. “Well, I can bring you to camp.” The she-wolf answered.
While they were walking to the camp, the she-wolf said: “My name is Pine. What’s yours?” “Oh!” Asher stumbled, surprised to be asked for his name. “My name is Asher.” “Hmm!” Pine flicked her ear. “Charming name.”
When they arrived at camp, many wolves stared at Asher. Some even licked their lips, which made Asher shiver. “What is the meaning of this, Pine?”
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			Suddenly, a gray wolf with rust colored eyes loomed over Asher. “Yeah!” Called a she-wolf. “Is it for training? Because my pups need practice!” “Is this true, Pine?” A third wolf eyed Asher hungrily. Pine cleared her throat. “Um, actually Asher here wants to… to…” “To join your pack!” Asher piped up bravely. There were murmurs and gasps of disappointment as several wolves drooled on the ground. The wolf with rust colored eyes, who Asher assumed was the leader, barked a laugh. “And what could you do to help the pack? We would all be better off if I just kill you now.” “B-bu-but have you ever tried bird before?” Asher stammered quickly.
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			“You mean the ones with the pretty yellow feathers?” A pup squeaked, blinking excitedly. “Oh… You mean the finches? Yeah, sure!” Asher mewed as more pups yipped happily. “Alright, alright, settle down now.” A she-wolf murmured soothingly, then looked sternly at the rust-eyed wolf. “If it makes my pups happy, then we must.” She announced, lifting her head up. “I agree with my wonderful mate.” A tall gray wolf with a dappled white back insisted. “Thank you, Pebble.” The she-wolf smirked. As more pups yipped, more wolves agreed, until only a pawful of wolves were left. “So? Will you allow it, Timber?” Pebble calmly inquired, nodding at the gray wolf with rust colored eyes. “Fine.” Timber grumbled. “We’ll let you stay,” He turned to Asher. “But you better prove you’re worth it or else.”
“And there I was, thinking that our new leader was a nice one.” Pine huffed as they padded away from the center of camp. “Well, at least he didn’t kill me on sight.” Asher responded. “BUT HE THREATENED TO.” Pine exclaimed with wide eyes. “I guess…” Asher sighed. “So, can you show me everyone?” Asher prompted, nudging Pine with his shoulder. Pine blinked. “Well, okay then. See that brown wolf over there? That’s Wind. He wants me to be his mate, but Timber, our leader does too. That yellow-ish she-wolf is Breeze, and her pups are Spark, Eagle, and Glimmer. Her mate is Pebble, and Pebble is a great hunter. The weird drooling brown and white wolf is Squirrel. He’s making it his life goal to try every type of prey in the world. And, see that she-wolf with the glossy grey and white fur? Her name is Dragonfly. Personally, I think her eyes are very pretty. She also wasn’t born female, which means she can’t have pups.” Pine paused, out of breath. “And then of course, there’s me. Pine, the brown she-wolf.” “Wow… How could you hold your breath for so long?” Asher marveled, eyes shining. “But also, thanks for the introduction.” Asher added sheepishly.
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			“Yeah, but you should get some rest, you’re hunting finches tomorrow remember?” Pine said, nudging him towards a empty nest of velvet moss.
                                         ~Time Skip To The Next Day~
“Climb higher! Move to the left! Why are you so slow?! No, not that left, the other left!” Wind hollered, craning his head to look up at Asher clinging to a tree. “If you could just shut your mouth,then I’d probably would have already caught a bird by now!” Asher snapped back. “Asher is right.” Pine remarked. “And if you don’t shut your mouth I won’t even think about making you my mate.” “Hrmf.” Wind grumbled, but kept his mouth shut after that. 
                                                    ~Time Skip~
When they got back, there was much rejoice because Asher had brought back not one, not two, not three, but ten finches. More than enough for the entire pack.
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			Timber thanked him briskly and Breeze showered him with thank yous.
Then one night, Asher stumbled across a farm and scrambling past the fence, discovered a paradise of every type of livestock. 
The next day, Asher reported this to Timber. “And you said you got past the gate?” Timber inquired, staring at Asher with piercing rust eyes. “Y-yes.” Asher mumbled. “Good. I’ll bring the pack there tonight and we’ll see if you can get the gate open.” Timber commanded.
When night fell, Asher slipped under the fence and , although having no thumbs or fingers, unlatched the fence. That night, the entire pack feasted to their heart’s content. 
The farmer of course, found out that the wolves were somehow getting past his gate. So he stayed up with his rifle and waited under the cover of night. Unfortunately, that was also the night that Asher was leading another raid on the farm. The farmer, with his own eyes, witnessed a cat unlock his gate.(You should’ve seen his face!) So he to himself; “Kill the cat and all will be well again.” 
And everything happened in a blur. The farmer did something and the wolves scattered while whimpering in pain. It all happened so fast, so Asher just ran. Away from the loud noises, away from the pain.
Until he found himself cornered on a cliff. To make matters worse, the farmer was advancing every second. “Jump.” His brain told him. But he knew he would never survive, he was too far up. Too late, he saw the farmer tense. Then everything turned black.


Asher was falling. Or was he? He couldn’t tell what was up or down anymore. Blurry images floated past his head.
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			Then he woke up. “FINALLY!” An exasperated voice exclaimed above him. And… It was… A TALKING HUMAN?!? “Holy carp!” Asher yelped. The human rolled it’s eyes. “That’s holy goddess to you!” “…What?” Asher tilted his head. “Arrgh. Look, my name is Irene. But you have to call me Lady Irene. I am a goddess, so I am poweerfuul. I, made yoou a god. So now yoouu aree powwerfuull.” Lady Irene explained slowly. “Okay… Where am I?” Asher inquired. Lady Irene blinked. “Why, you’re on a cloud of course!” She beamed, as if cats woke up on clouds all the time and that was perfectly normal. “So can I go back to the pack now?” Asher yawned, stretching his paws. “Ouch,” Asher thought. “I’m so sore!” “Well I suppose… but just know that us gods and goddesses are a big family. We’re your family.” Lady Irene stated, closing her eyes. “We’re your family.” Asher’s thoughts echoed as he nodded numbly. “Oh, and before you go, I hope you like the new changes to your body.” Lady Irene added. Then she was gone, and the pure whiteness that Ash was standing on had disappeared, replaced by a forest clearing.
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			Asher blinked. “New changes?” He wondered. “Wait…” He couldn’t feel his hindquarters or tail anymore. Peering behind his front paws, Asher gasped. His back legs and tail had been replaced by three hovering rings of ghostly blue light. Then why did he still feel all four paws? Asher looked around and spotted two floating paws, each bearing a gold bracelet. Still staring at the floating paws, Asher tried to flex all his paws. And to his amazement, the floating paws flexed too. “I guess those were to make up for the missing hindquarters.” Asher thought. “Time to go back to the pack. Asher told himself, then bounded out of the clearing.
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