NEW WORLD ORDER
By: Cimmaron Spirit

“Beginnings are always messy.”

-John Galsworthy
Chapter One: Beginning
New York City: May 17, 2032
*
*
*
Lightning flashed against the sky, and thunder rolled off to the distance, as rain began to pelt the land below. Only a few lights managed to shine through, mostly because electricity was such a precious commodity, and only a handful of the rich could guarantee power all day, everyday, while the poorer people could get it every so often, while the Furries, now the majority of the population, were lucky to get it at all, if ever.
Gregory Fairchild was the lucky few who could get power whenever he flipped the switch. He also got some of the best food, the best clothing and anything he wanted, mostly because he did what he was asked, and paid handsomely for it. Not a mercenary, per say, but he would do what ever job he was asked to do, by whoever. The North American Union, the de facto government now of Canada and the US, was his biggest customer, so if he did a job for someone else less…savory than most, they would turn a blind eye, and he screwed up or something, like accidently killing an innocent bystander, he wouldn’t be prosecuted or charged. Immunity was a great thing.

But, of course, on nights like this, he would have to go out, and do what he was asked to do. This time, top members of the Forces of Freedom, or FOF, was meeting in one of the dark alleys of New York, and the powers that be wanted them gone. And, to be honest, Gregory couldn’t blame them. 
The FOF, founded soon after the State was established about twenty years ago, when the first transformations were starting to scare the people. At first, of course, the transformation of people into anthropomorphic animals was seen as a curiosity, then with nervousness as random people would suddenly collapse, and their bodies would begin to change into whatever. But, when more and more people began transforming, people began to panic. People of every race, colour, gender, age and sexual orientation would suddenly turn into these creatures. Not quite human, not quite animal. No science, or prophecy or myth could explain it. And, in a world where human’s believe they are the masters, that they can control the natural world, and that anything and everything has a rational explanation, that was frightening. 
Fairchild continued leading the column of armed men, ten members of the NAU elite “Union Guard,” men whose job it was to “…ensure the safety and security of the Union, in any manner, shape and form.” Basically, to make sure the Furries remained down. There was too many to exterminate, and, any way, who wanted to be the next Nazi Germany? So, it was decided to keep them in certain area’s of the union, where they could be used, but out of the way. Areas like Staten Island, Devil’s Kitchen and the Bronx became Ghetto’s overnight, were only Furries enter, and few leave.

On through the dark, deserted streets of Staten Island Furry Settlement District the eleven men continued. Their boots splashed through the puddles, lights attached to their guns swinging around to survey the surrounding area. Rats scattered before the men, and several Furries, with little more than rags to try to cover them up (Gregory knew that most went naked, because most have fur so could keep warm, even in the winter, and clothing is fairly expensive, even for himself), ducked down deeper into the shadows, not making a sound. They knew that one wrong move, and the guns held by the humans would answer, with terrifying results.
One of the Union Guard men stopped, making Gregory and the others also stop. “What ‘re ya doing, Sergeant?” barked the commander, a tough, leathery Southern by the name of Hampton Jennings (“The FORTH!” which he never ceases to remind people).

“Thought I say something, sir,” he replied. “Moved fairly quickly, so I didn’t exactly see what it may be.”

 “There ‘re enough dangers ‘ere as there is, O’Mara. Don’t need ya to go on scaring us,” Jennings replied. “An, we ain’t on patrol, we all gotta mission now, so move on out!”
Gregory knew better than to correct the Lieutenant; although he “technically” outranked the junior officer, he was an outsider to the Guard men, and only accepted him because he knew his job and did it: to kill the trouble making anthro’s if they tried to make trouble. But, if the sergeant saw something that may result in danger…

A gun shot echoed, even through the rain, and clanged off a rusty drain pipe. Suddenly, more guns started barking, sending bullets through the alley, stunning the Union Guards and Fairchild, who immediately dropped to the ground, as did most of the Guards, most who were older veterans of Iraq and Afghanistan, as was Fairchild. Jennings, a newer officer, in contrast, being too young to serve in the Mid East, was the first shot, and the first to fall.

The Guards fired blindly into the dark, the lights sometimes catching one of the attackers, but who couldn’t fire fast enough to drop them. Fairchild pulled out one of modified Beretta pistols, and started firing, using the blinking of the other guns to figure out where the Furry attacker’s where (they had to be Furries; no one else that Gregory knew hated the NAU as much as them), and was successful in knocking down three in the first few seconds of the fire fight.
Sergeant O’Mara, vindicated in this horror, shouted out load. “It’s a trap! It’s a fucking trap!” just before he was shot in the throat, and the gruesome spectacle of his death nearly made Gregory heave then and there, despite his strong stomach. Other Guards managed to sneak out of the firefight, and tried to escape down the ally, but were cut down before they could, their blood turning the puddles red.
Soon, Gregory, using his other pistol now that his first used its allotment of bullets, realized he was the last man on the eleven who marched in.

“Give up, human!” a deep, gruff voice shouted through the rain. “Give up, and we’ll let you live!”

Gregory knew he was surrounded. He was dead if he said no. He would become a martyr to the Union, if he continued fighting, but dead anyway. But if he gave up, what would these beasts do to him? Torture him? Beat him senseless? Make them their next sex target? So many humans caught alone, especially those who were Union Guards, had ended up like that, and most would later use their guns on themselves, ashamed of being subjected to furry brutality. 
He knew he had no choice: he wanted to save himself anyway. “Fine! I give up,” Fairchild said, throwing his Berretta to the ground, and climbing of the grimy and muddy ground, hands raised. There was one thing more important than doing his job: him self. He would never let his job result in his untimely demise. 
Creatures emerged from the shadows, all different species and genders, even a couple herms, all with the red bandana tied around their head, neck or arm to signify their allegiance. A male bear and female panther came up to him, and tied rope around his wrists, while a tall, muscular stag surveyed their work.

“Good job Cassius and Boudicca,” he said, nodding to them. They raised the fists to their chests, and nodded back. “Thank you, Invictus,” they said,  before returning to the rest of the group. The cervine then turned to look at his captive, but before he could address him, he stopped.

“Gregory Fairchild?” asked the deer, eliciting a gasp from the crowd of armed Furries around him, and more than a few growls and hissing. Yeah, he was well known alright.
“Yeah, that’s me.” I’m dead, he thought.

Invictus shook his head, and rubbed his eyes, then smiled a bit. But the smile disappeared as quickly as is it appeared. “Take him to the safe house,” Invictus ordered, “I will talk to him later.” The stag turned away, slinging his gun on his back, and he turned his back and walked back into the shadows, his hooves splashing through the puddles. 
Gregory looked on as the figure departed, as a blindfold covered his eyes.

“Move,” one of the furs, which Gregory guessed was Cassius, commanded, pushing his gun at the human’s stomach for emphasis. Gregory needed no further prodding, and moved along, as several furs from the group surrounded him, from the sound of the hooves and paws around him.

He was lead down a path that utterly confused the human, so much that even his knowledge of the streets of Staten Island was lost on him. The rain continued, making Gregory even wetter than he was before. Left, then right, then another left and left, right…

It continued for what felt like forever, until Cassius barked “Halt!” and ended their route. Paws splashed through more puddles, then a knock on a door. It opened a bit, then a short conversation. It seemed to satisfy the person behind the door, as it was opened wider, the hinges creaking with age. A paw pushed on his back, telling him to go forward with no vocal command. He did, and stepped into dryness, and on floor.
The door slammed shut behind him, and several locks were set back in place, making Gregory feel like he was in a prison. He heard a couple Furries shake themselves off, rain water landing in Gregory by being flung off their fur. He was pushed again, and lead down several corridors and a few flights of stairs down. After another eternity, they reached bottom, and Gregory continued, being pushed by the beasts behind him to some unknown destination.

Finally, Gregory was flung into a room, and fell to the floor, knocking the wind out of him. While gasping for air, he felt the blindfold being taken off.

“Here is your new home, Fairchild,” said Cassius, looking down on the wet, defeated, miserable human captive. “You better enjoy it, because we ain’t letting you get off scot-free for what you did to us.”
“Didn’t expect to,” the human muttered. “Why don’t you just save the trouble and kill me now?”

“Invictus ordered not to harm you. Now, He is a fair guy, but when he let a murderer like you live, even temporarily, I may not like it, neither may anybody else in our band, but we follow orders. That is the only way to make sure we can survive long enough to win.”

Gregory looked up. “You will most likely never win. The NAU is to powerful, and you are separated from…”

A massive, furry fist plowed into Gregory’s left cheek, making his head lip-lash to the left. Another punch to his right sent his head crashing on the floor, and a massive kick to his stomach knocked the wind out of him again. He groaned from the pain, trying to catch his breath, but his lungs felt like they were on fire. 

“Invictus may have said to let you live,” the bear growled. “But he didn’t say anything about not hurting you. And insulting the FOF is a serious mistake on your part, as you can see.”

Cassius turned on his paw, and walked through the heavily armored door. “If you can’t get out of the knot on your hands, we’ll take it off…eventually. We’ll get you some food, but there is barely enough for ourselves, so you may not get anything good. Have a good night.”

The bear chuckled as the door closed, and several locks were fastened, leaving Gregory Fairchild, “State Contractor” for the Union Guards, and one of the best men at his job, alone. In a darkened room, wrists tied behind his back, and in the remains of his once functional clothing, now soggy and ripped and stained. Blood dripped down his cheek and from his nose, and he could taste the sickly sweetness on his lips. 
He struggled to get himself standing up again, and he finally made it to his knees. In the darkness, he managed to pick out a thin mattress with even thinner sheets and a rag of a pillow. He stumbled over to them, and fell onto his “bed.” He lay there, in his new “Home,” trying to comprehend what just happened. And, in a move he had never done since the funeral of his parents over twenty years ago, he cried. His life was no more. His job was over. He was now reaping the harvest he sowed. And he was not going to like what happened next, he knew it. 
But, as he calmed down, and wiped his face, he knew, the little optimistic being inside of him saying this is just another beginning to his life. But in this hell hole, he couldn’t fully believe that.
