NEW WORLD ORDER

By: Cimmaron Spirit

“All changes, even the most longed for, have their melancholy; for what we leave behind us is a part of ourselves; we must die to one life before we can enter another.”

-Anatole France
Chapter Two: Transformation
New York City: July 4, 2032

*
*
*
The light shone through the window, set high in the wall. Gregory Fairchild, feeling the warmth hit his face, stirred, and eventually roused. He groaned as he rubbed his wrists. He looked down to make sure, and, yes, the rope had been taken off while he slept. There was some rope burn on his flesh, but not as bad as he thought it would have been. He had checked every morning since he knew the rope had been taken off, just to be sure. Sometimes, over night the rope would come back, mostly because he knew that meant yet another day of being dragged around through the subterranean head quarters, dug underneath Staten Island, of the Forces of Freedom. This was just going to be a quiet day, that meant. Good.
Gregory looked up, to see that the room was empty. Like usual, a Furry sitting in the corner was guarding him, but, this time, the bear, Cassius, was asleep, which he thought was weird. Cassius was a person who never fell asleep on duty. The six weeks since he was captured after that fire fight, never once did he leave him alone in his “cell.” The door of his makeshift prison was still locked, and nothing else in the room had been changed.

But he felt something. A presence, a voice. Calling him. “Gregory...” It sounded almost neutral, impossible to place. Like something from a different world.
Gregory stood up, and looked around the room. Nothing except himself, and the mattress. So it wasn’t in the room. But the voice continued nevertheless. “Gregory…”
He looked up, then, to the window, where the sun was burning through. It wasn’t to far out of reach, and no bars were crossing over it. As he walked toward the window, it got louder, more insistent. “Gregory…” He looked around, hoping to find something tall enough to climb on and reach it. If he gets up to the window, he could break it and get out of here.
Yeah. An old fruit box law in a corner, and it would be just enough. He pushed it over to a spot underneath the window, and climbed up on it. But when he stood up, he realized that it wasn’t quite tall enough. Odd, he thought, I had never underestimated that much of a distance before. Maybe I’m still a bit disorientated. But the voice continued. “Gregory…”
He climbed down, and looked around to see another fruit box, in the other corner. He looked at it, and back to the window. “That should do it,” he said, and went over to it, and picked it up, and carried it back to the window, and set it on top of the other box. He sighed, his fear of heights, no matter how high the distance, was starting to nag at him. But freedom was more important. He climbed up on top, and stood up. “Gregory…”
But Gregory still couldn’t reach the window. In fact, it seemed as if he was lower than when he stood on one box. Yeah, he was three cinder-blocks below the window now, and he knew that he was at least two before.

He got down, and looked around, to see another box, in the opposite corner of the room. The voice called again, sounding even closer. “Gregory…”

“This should do it,” he said, retrieving the box, and setting it on top of the other one. “I should get to the window now.” When he climbed on top, the boxes started to wobble, and he froze, fearful of what was going to happen… 

But the boxes, and Gregory, stopped moving, and he let go of his breath. He chuckled at his victory, and looked back to the window...

…and was even further from the window now! He was starting to freak out now, not sure what laws of nature were being violated. Gregory carefully climbed down, and looked at the boxes, and measured their height, one on top of the others. It must have been over a third of the way up the wall. He was about three quarters of the height. That should have put him up to the window by now. But when he climbed back up, he was still about four cinder-blocks away from the base of the ledge.

“Gregory,” called the voice again. “Gregory…”
He had to get to the voice. He looked around, and found another crate. He grabbed it, set it on top, and climbed up, and even though they swayed back and forth, he did not care. He had to get to the voice. But again, despite the box, he was still farther away from the window than before.

“Gregory…”

Gregory looked around again, and found another wooden box. He set it on top, and climbed on top of the precariously stacked crates, creaking and groaning and swaying from side to side. And still he was further than before.

“Gregory…”

He was scared now. He had to get to the voice, but it was getting further and further away. He gathered his breath, didn’t care he was now one wrong step from crashing to the ground. His fear of heights gone, he knew he had only one choice: jump.

He looked up, and their, six cinder blocks, about three feet above him, was the window. He could do it. He has to do it.

“Gregory…”
He sprang upwards, but then one of the boxes cracked. He stumbled, and the box, made of nothing but old, rotten wood, collapsed, and Gregory fell from his perch, down, down, down…

He looked as the floor came closer, and closer…

*
*
*
Gregory sat up straight, panting and heaving. Sweat dripped off his forehead, and he tried to catch his breath.

“Gregory?” asked the deer that lead the band of warrior Furries that captured him, Invictus. The prisoner, waking up from his nightmare, looked over to the stag sitting on a chair beside him. He shuddered, realizing where he was. He looked up, to see that rain was still pat-pat-pattering on the window, and a crash of lightning and thunder just outside added to the emphasis that he was in a dream.

“Gregory?” asked the stag again. “Are you okay?”

He inhaled and exhaled deeply, and finally got the strength back to answer the question. “Yeah,” he moaned, “I guess.”

He looked back to his wrists to see that the rope had been cut. He looked toward the cervine, nervous that he had just woken up from one nightmare to arrive in another: but, no, he was actually a prisoner of the Forces of Freedom. He groaned, and lay back down on the thin mattress. 
“How did you sleep?” asked the deer again, with some concern in his voice.

“Fine,” the human said, stretching his arms above his head, and sighing after his neck cracked. “Except for the dream, I’m fine.”

Invictus moved his chair closer, as Gregory looked up to the window, watching the rain still fall. It had rained for weeks, with only the odd day of hazy sun. Some people said it was the global warming of the 1990’s and 2000’s coming back to haunt the world, but Gregory didn’t care. Not anymore.

“Shall we begin again?” asked Invictus, spreading his hands over his muscular calves. Like usual, he was nude, with only a red bandana on his upper left arm. By now, Gregory kept glancing toward the package that the stag proudly displayed between his legs: a furry sheath and a sac that looked like it had two tennis balls inside. He bit his lip when he saw it, nervous that one day, the leader of the clan would simply tell him to suck him off. Cassius and several of the other furs that have had to interrogate him have forced him too, and some have even used his ass for several sodomy acts that Gregory had never had to go through before, being as straight as possible. But, the feeling that the massive package between the two muscular legs of the buck in front of him was seeming inviting…

 Gregory just shrugged, dismissing his thoughts and agreeing with the question, which yes was the only answer anyway. This interrogation continued on and on, as the FOF wanted everything that Fairchild knew, and, to be honest, the human did not care anymore. He was “dead,” according to the Union’s press releases, and a quiet memorial service, attended by the President, Kelvin Arnold himself, was held, and he was quickly forgotten soon after. He only knew this because of the newspaper given to him by the Furries. Legally, he was dead. Gone, deceased, no more.
That didn’t mean that the Furries would just let him go. Oh no. Because of the fact he was “dead,” they grilled him even harder. And he gave them everything he knew. He had nothing to lose. And, hell, he was never going to get out of here: either alive, or as the same person. The Furries kept saying that, sooner or later, he was going to be transformed into on of them. And, now, after six weeks, he was starting to believe them.

Invictus looked over to Gregory. “We are now up to the time when you were leading the Union Guards in the alley on the night of May 17th, 2032. Where did you get your intel from?”

“My source inside the FOF, codenamed ‘Marvin,’” he replied. 

“Do you know the name of this…‘Marvin’?” Invictus spat out, hating the taste of the name of the traitor.

“No, I do not the name of the agents, only their …uh…codename.” 

“What was the exact message?”

“He…uh…said that the FOF was…um…having an ex…ex…exec…executive meeting…uh…” Gregory stammered. He was starting to sway back and forth, dizzy…

“Gregory?” Invictus said, leaning forward to put one of his paws on his shoulder. “Are you okay?” 
“Dizzy…light…hea…hea…head…ed…” the human stammered, before his eyes closed and he fell onto the mattress, out stone cold.

*
*
*

Invictus looked on as Gregory Fairchild, the “Guard-Butcher of Staten Island” collapsed, knowing what was happening. The transformation process had begun.

For over twenty years, the sudden appearance of dizziness and incoherent speech had freaked people out, and, to this day, still does. It would only have been a matter of time, but this was going to happen.

Behind him, Invictus could hear the door open, and Cassius, the leopard Boudicca, his second in command and his Intelligence Officer respectively, along with Mortimer, the group’s doctor, a lean and lithe Doberman, entered the room.
“So, he finally got the Bug, huh?” asked Boudicca. “About time too.”

Invictus nodded. It was surprising that he lasted so long as a human, but it was beginning, and nothing could stop it.

Gregory had been reduced to wearing a loincloth to cover his private area, his last vestige of humanity. That allowed those in the room to view the transformations easily, though, secretly, the stag wouldn’t have minded seeing this human burst out of clothes. Gregory Fairchild was a well developed member of the human race, with well defined muscles, and, while not overly “body builder” material, was still sexy enough. Invictus grinned, knowing that the human, once he became a Furry, would have a pent-up sex drive, as was common among all those above the age of thirteen who “caught the Bug.”

And, well, Invictus knew he was a bi, though he liked guys a bit more. All Furries seemed to become bisexual, it was noticed; even the straight and overly gay humans started getting interested in the opposite if their human attractions, but they still retained enough of his previous life to still like what they liked a bit more. And, back in 2027, the human that became Invictus was gay. Some people, completely randomly, got turned into hermaphrodites, though they were still a major minority in the Furry community. They were the ones who craved sex almost all the time, needing to relieve two sets of sexual systems before being sedated, but it was difficult for them to find partners who would be up to doing both.
The first thing that happened was that his height, mostly in his legs and neck, got longer, while his chest barreled out, and his arms and legs increased in muscle definition. His nose and mouth began to stretch out, forming a muzzle, while his ears shifted up and his hair from all over his body began to spread, and turn into thicker, sleeker and more luxurious fur: in this case, a dark brown hue, although the hair, rapidly elongating, remained black, which was the same colour as the tail growing from his tail bone, spreading out from his buttocks.
“Horse,” called Boudicca and Mortimer at the same time, though the doctor did so to prove he knew what he was doing, and Boudicca because, well, she liked her male partners to be big. A loud rip of cloth then made the leopard grin, for she was going to get her wish.
Their predictions proved true, as his feet began to meld together to form a shiny, blackened hoof. His fingers grew thicker, and his finger nails became the same, thick black as his new hoofs. As his new fur crawled up his body, covering it like the coat it will become, the size increase slowed down, but the bone realignment began. In several places, almost at once, loud pops and cracks sounded, and several involuntary body reactions wracked his body at once. His muzzle finally stopped growing, and his ears, now perched on top of his head, also were done. 

Now, where just moments ago was a human male, now lay a taller, stronger, more muscular stallion, and from it looked like, an Arabian stallion. The four other furs looked on, as the stallion heaved his chest, and exhaled, and returned to consciousness. This was going to be fun, they thought…except for one.
*
*
*

“Hey, stud,” grinned the leopard, Boudicca, as Gregory blinked a couple time, seeing more than he ever did before. His massive nostrils also began to pick up new scents, and his mouth felt different. That is when Gregory realized that he was no longer human.

He bolted upright, looking around at the other furs, the Doberman, the bear, the leopard and the stag all stood around him. He felt his ears twitch, picking up sounds he never heard before. He looked down at his hands, seeing white “feathers” dangling from above his wrists down, similar to the feather’s covering a part of his new hooves. He continued looking at him much more muscular body, rubbing one of his new hands all over, feeling his body shudder as it passed over his nipples and abs. 
But between his legs…Gregory had never saw a package that size before: his sac must have held two, softball sized testicles, while his sheathe was as wide around as a pop bottle, which gave a fair representation of the size of his new penis.

He looked up to see the furs, three of them grinning at the new sight before them.

“So, like what you now got?” asked Invictus, kneeling down till he was eye to eye with the new stallion.

“It’s different,” he admitted, and whickered. He looked confused at the new sound, but remembered “That’s ME now!” and shook his head.

The other furs also got down, and Boudicca wasted no time, fondling the heavy balls, making Gregory groan. Mortimer got beside her, and started petting the massive stomach of the horse, making the former human nicker.
Invictus gently moved the new muzzle toward his own, and kissed it. Gregory was surprised, but didn’t pull away, his sexual hunger growing and growing.
Out of the corner of his eye, he could see his new cock slip out of the sheath, and watched as inch after inch after inch of horse meat came out, growing harder and harder. Mortimer and Boudicca starting to lick and kiss it, making it grow larger than Gregory thought could be possible. He couldn’t believe the feeling of the two rough tongues licking up and down over his equine dick, and could feel pre cum begin to pour out.
Invictus pulled away, and Gregory could see that the stag’s cock, though about half the size of his own prodigious member, was now erect, going from a wider base above his sheath to a tipped point, much like a real stag’s manhood. Instinct took over then, and Gregory’s muzzle reached for it, and began to suckle like a newborn on its mother’s breast. The deer groaned as the horses tongue masterfully moved up and down over his own member, taking it all in.
The orgy for the new stallion, involving four Furries moaning and groaning on the floor, was all watched by Cassius, silently fuming. His comrades, giving the former human murderer blowjobs and worshiping his new cock, was utterly disgusting to the bear. He grunted, teeth bared, then turned on his heel and left the room. He had more important things to do anyway.

Cassius’s departure was barely registered by the foursome, lost in the sexual stupor of the moment. But it was too much for the horse that finally bucked his hips as the Doberman and the leopard kept sucking over his cock, his two massive balls began to churn out copious amounts of thick, sticky horse cum, covering the two in the white cream. As Gregory’s cock began to cum, Invictus unleashed his own flood of seed into the horse’s mouth, which he sucked down, not allowing any to be spilt from his mouth. 
After the horse’s cock stopped cumming, Boudicca and Mortimer slowly withdrew, kissing each other, and leaving the room to be by themselves, for, although the helped the massive beast with his own pleasures, they needed to deal with their own.

Invictus finally withdrew his own member from the stallion’s mouth, and lay down beside the new horse. “So, what do you think about your new body?”

Gregory grunted, looking over to the smaller deer, and grinning. “I like it better than I thought I would.”

Invictus smiled to, and kissed the horse’s cum soaked mouth. After a moment, he pulled away, and became more serious. “You realize that now, you are no longer human.”

“I know, and I don’t care,” replied Gregory, smiling again, but Invictus remained somber.

“It is custom that a human that just transformed will change their name, which, for you, will especially be a good idea.”
“Why?” asked the golden haired stallion.

“Gregory Fairchild is a murderer and a heartless mercenary, according to the average Furry. No fur would ever dare keep a name that would be close to that, but change it to something else,” Invictus explained. “Cassius doesn’t even like the idea of letting you join the FOF.”

“What? What do you mean joining the FOF?” Gregory asked, confused.

“It was only going to be a matter of time before you transformed, we reasoned, and the tracking, fighting and gun skills that Gregory Fairchild the human demonstrate dare nothing to be sneezed upon. The Executive decided that, after you became a Furry, they were going to offer you the ability to train us to fight the Union, and possibly gain our freedom.” Invictus sat up, and moved away from the horse. 

“If I say no?” asked the horse, also sitting up.

“Then a no-account anthromorphic stallion will suddenly appear in the Hudson River, with a bullet in the back of its head,” replied the stag, standing up. “Personally, I hope we don’t have to do that. You’re more valuable to us alive and a Furry than dead and a human or a Furry.”

Gregory chewed on the thought, while Invictus stood over the horse. Now that he was a Furry, his choices were limited. The NAU would never believe he was actually Fairchild, officially “dead” as he was, and a Furry to boot. The Forces of Freedom, apparently, will take him in, but will they make him pay for what he done before? Definitely, no doubt about it. But would it be worse than being executed, for he was still a prisoner to the FOF, and that was still an option for the Executive.
He looked up toward the window, and noticed that the rain had cleared up, and, through the glass, he could hear chattering, and, even further, he swore he could hear fireworks. 

“Today’s the Forth of July, isn’t it?” asked Gregory, thinking he knew what the date was.

“Yeah, it is,” answered Invictus. “So what?”

The horse looked up to the leader of the band of Freedom Fighters that captured him. “Then consider this the day I’ve earned my Independence from the human world, and I join the FOF.”

The stag smiled. “That’s great, Gregory!” he remarked.

“But, I’m no longer Gregory Fairchild, the murderer of Furries,” he added, pointing to the old newspaper lying on the floor with the picture of his memorial service. “He’s dead forever now. From now on, my name is Blitzkrieg, the fighter for Furries.”

Invictus grinned, as the stallion heaved himself off the ground, standing over a foot taller than the stag. “Let’s go then, Blitzkrieg,” said the deer.
