NEW WORLD ORDER

By: Cimmaron Spirit

“Acceptance is not submission; it is acknowledgment of the facts of a situation. Then deciding what you’re going to do about it.”

-Kathleen Casey Theisen

Chapter Three: Acceptance

New York City, July 17, 2032

*
*
*

“You realize we cannot just forgive you for what you have done, right?” asked a old, tough as nails bulldog who goes by the name Churchill (And rather fitting as well, thought Grego…Blitzkrieg), the Chairman of the Executive of the Forces of Freedom, sitting behind a table with the other four members of the Executive on a stage in an old, abandoned school auditorium, the “court” of the FOF per say.
“No, I do not,” said the stallion, standing before the Executive. Beside him stood Invictus, with his red arm band and rifle, all the uniform needed for a front-line FOF fighter.

“However, we have decided that you can best serve the Force by helping to train new and old members in the military techniques that the North American Union had developed since the Transformations began,” Churchill said, leaning over the table. “Therefore, the punishment for your crimes as the human Gregory Fairchild will be unlimited Service for the FOF, with no rank for three years, and a restriction to serve with the Training Division for two and a half years. Under certain circumstances, the punishment may be waivered or extended. Do I make myself clear?”
“Yes, Mr. Chairman,” replied Blitzkrieg, having found out earlier that he was very particular about what he was to be called, much like the Leader of the Union Guards he lead down that alley…

No, that was a former life now, Blitzkrieg thought, shaking his head quickly. I’m not a human anymore, and never will be again.

“Very well,” the bulldog continued, “This meeting of the Executive is adjourned.” There was no banging gavel, which the stallion thought there would be, but it was still official either way.

Invictus turned to the horse, and smiled. “You got off a lot easier than I even thought you would,” he said, leading the muscular equine to the door that would lead them downstairs to the HQ.

He had been told about the underground facility when he was a human, he remembered, but he didn’t believe it. Until he saw it, that was.

It was roughly four stories below ground, reaching from fifteen feet below the surface to sixty five feet. Water seepage was diverted, and the old New York Subway System that ran through Staten Island, and blocked off when the Furries were confined here in 2024, was the easiest way to move around. Of course, the subway itself no longer worked, but the tunnels were still used. The sewer system posed a minor problem, as the pipes were used to help support the facility.
But this place had everything, otherwise. A quiet dynamo to run the small forges and the few lights; kitchens, toilets, barracks, armories, medical supplies, greenhouses, mills, iron shops, classrooms: every thing to run a small army was needed. All of it was dug by hand, and quietly disposed of in the river, and, for the odd part, no one noticed.

Invictus lead him through the maze of rooms, leading him back to the room he had been confined in after he had been captured, and stepped aside to allow Blitzkrieg in. He looked around the room to see that it had been modified while he was gone: it now had a desk, chair, some candles (the only way to read or do anything in these rooms, he was told) and, instead of a mattress, he had some fresh hay to sleep in. His horse side appreciated that, as he found out last night sleeping on an old, small mattress as a horse was extremely uncomfortable. 

He collapsed onto the hay, and sighed as he settled in, though he was still stressed from what happened earlier. Invictus took the chair beside the desk, and noticed what his new comrade was feeling.
“You are possibly the luckiest Furry ever, Blitz,” said Invictus, using the nickname that easily sprang to mind after the stallion picked his new name. “Your crimes as a human are being dealt as a series of ‘unfortunate events,’ and being glazed over so you can help us.”

“But I’m trapped here, underground, unless almost every FOF fighter dies in the next two years! I don’t care about the rank: I didn’t have one before, I don’t need one now. I don’t mind teaching young kids how to fire a gun or use martial arts, but I’ve been sentenced to remain here, underground, for years!” Blitzkrieg said, sinking deeper into the hay.

“But, if you do a good job, you will eventually be able to go out and fight. You just have to keep working to that goal.” The stag sighed himself, as Blitz didn’t seem to like that idea.

The stallion rubbed his eyes and muzzle, tired from the ordeal of the previous two weeks. He finally finished his interrogation for the FOF Intelligence (of which Invictus was a member of its executive), only to be thrust upon the Executive, to be judged for his human crimes, of which he had many. Murder, assault, robbery, rape (an isolated incident, from just after the transformations started happening), accessory to murder, as well as a whole list of other crimes that were brought up and dismissed. That alone would have gotten him several life imprisonments as a human, so, yeah, he was lucky. He wasn’t going to die an old man in a prison cell. And, one of the executive members, a hermaphroditic fox, Lucy, said that: “…this isn’t a trial for you, but your former self.” They all agreed, and let him get of with as little as he did. He was still surprised by that.
The door clanged open, and Cassius, the tall grizzly bear that was Invictus’ Lieutenant in the armed band that captured Gregory Fairchild, entered, with a small plastic tray with some food; more than he ever got as a human here, and even more than before today.

“Here,” he said, setting the food down, before promptly turning and leaving the room.

Blitz sat up, his eyes following the bear as he left. He was starting to feel that Cassius didn’t like him. Well, at least, not anymore than he might have before he ‘caught the bug.’
“Don’t let him bother you,” said Invictus, standing up to leave. “He has his demons to contend with as well.” He nodded to they tray. “Boudicca will be up later to talk to you, as we think it will still be best that you don’t leave this room unless you absolutely have to.” With that, he exited the room, and closed the door behind him.

Blitzkrieg sat up and reached for the tray, and nestled it in between his powerful calves, serving as his own little table. He ate the two sandwiches, as well as the oat pudding (a taste he had acquired since becoming a horse), and the bowl of fruit. After he set the tray down back near the door, he stood up and walked over to the sink and the glass. He filled and downed the glass three times before he got anywhere feeling close to full. The downside to being a horse anthro: the sky high food requirements.

He walked back and plopped down on to the hay again, and laid down, hoping to catch a few winks before Boudicca came. He finally managed to close his eyes, and was in the middle of a dreamless slumber when he felt familiar stirrings down south. 
He lazily opened one eye to see the female leopard gently rubbing his furry sheathe. “You just couldn’t let me rest, could ya?” Blitz asked.

She giggled, as the brown and black spotted feline continued her pleasuring if the massive stallion, which elicited a moan from the horse. “You had been sleeping for over two hours; I was a little…um…caught up,” she replied with a smile. Yeah, just screwing anything with a pelt that moves, huh? the stallion thought, though he didn’t care: he was one of those with a pelt that got screwed by her.
Another moan came from Blitz as she massaged his swollen testicles, giving a small squeeze to make him gasp. “You really know how to please a guy, dontcha?” he moaned again.

“This is only the beginning, honey,” she said, grabbing hold of his emerging cock, gently stroking up and down the shaft, making it grow larger and harder.

“I sure hope so,” he grinned, as he long, course tongue started lapping at the tip of his cock, were pre as already starting to drool out of. Boudicca savored the sweet, salty taste that touched her lips, and began to increase he efforts to get more.

Blitz couldn’t believe the feelings that he was going through, with the very skilled leopard starting to suck him off, and pleasure building in his loins, demanding some kind of release. He was trying to do his best to hold off for now…just a little longer…
Boudicca looked up to see the stallion was biting his lip, trying to hold it back. She got the hint, and she pulled back from the massive manhood, and climbed up onto the massive chest of the beast she wanted to ride. They locked their lips together in an impassioned kiss that seemed to go on for hours, using their tongues to explore the other’s mouth. Her sex, aching and dripping with need and lust, was slowly being grinded up and down his massive cock that her backside was braced against, making the two of them moan between their locked lips. Blitz started to grope her rear rubbing against his shaft, and gently rubbed, poking his finger around her tail hole, making her growl at the feeling.
Finally the two broke their kiss, and she quickly got up, and positioned her pussy over his manhood, pre still dribbling out.

“Ready for this?” she asked the stallion, though they both knew the answer. 

Blitz reached up to grab her hips, and helped Boudicca begin her descent onto the throbbing cock. His flat, slightly flared head pushed her open, making her gasp, but Blitz continued to pull her down, pushing inch after inch of throbbing horse cock deep inside her. Despite Boudicca making love with many a man or woman who wanted to with this bisexual leopard, her pussy still felt tight around his member, making him groan from the pleasure. She pushed herself down more and more, but she couldn’t take it all. But she then lifts up, sliding off the monstrous penis, before going hard down again. She begins to ride his cock panting heavily, making Blitz shudder and groan with the feeling, until finally, with a loud whinny, he released his load deep inside her, and began to spill out around his member. Boudicca, almost at the same time, roars and feels her orgasm shaking her body. They remained suspended for a few moments, feeling their epitome of pleasure reach its peak and subside, before she collapsed onto the muscular stallion chest below her, both their minds exhausted and hazy in the afterglow.
Boudicca and Blitz looked up to each other, smiling tiredly, and exchanged another kiss. After a few moments, the leopard pulled away, and lifted herself off his now softening stallionhood and lying down beside him.

“How was that, you big stud?” she asked into his ear, making him turn around.

“Better than ever before,” Blitzkrieg said, smiling.
She smiled back, before she turned her back on him, and returning with a small box in her paws.

“Since you are basically a member of the FOF, it was decided to let you get your bandanna, and your guns,” she said, as he took the box, and opened it up to show his two Beretta 92’s from when he was a human named Gregory Fairchild, as well as the red piece of fabric that all members of the FOF wore, either around the head, or neck, or arm or leg. He pulled out the red cloth, and was surprised at the large size of the piece. She took the bandanna, and began to tie it around his upper left arm, above the bulging bicep he sported.

“Thanks,” he said watching her, before he turned back to the pistols. 

“They were a bit enlarged, and the trigger enlarged for your fingers,” she explained. “It can also now take .40 S&W caliber shots, instead of the 9x19mm Parabellum it originally used. Otherwise, they are the same guns.”
He smiled, as he pulled back the pistol slide, hearing the familiar click-clack that seemed so much a part of him before this. But it no longer mattered what he was before, but what he was now. And these guns would do well when the time came, he knew. Boudicca picked up the other gun, and aimed it at the far wall, before handing it back. “There is a gun range downstairs and I’ll take you tomorrow and you can make sure the sights are right.

“Sure,” he said, setting them back in the box. She laid back down into the hay, followed behind Blitz, and the two interlocked their bodies, and drifted off to sleep.

*
*
*

The small human outside the window looked on into the room where the horse and the leopard were nestling down. He thought that the inter-species sex that the Furries so often got into was wrong, but, damn, it was still sexy to watch, but wrong. 
But he was a human, by the name Kurt Wildier, to be exact. His family was from Germany, and made the wrong decision to immigrate to America after the outbreak of the Tierkrankheit, or the “Animal Disease,” when it seemed that Europe was quickly being overrun by the Furries. His family came to New York City in 2013, when he was four, and they managed to find a place in Brooklyn, and his dad found a job with the political party that became the North American Union. They didn’t care if you were America, German, Chinese or African: as long as you where a human, they had fairly low standards.
He got up from his spot, and walked over to the beach, about five blocks away. He slinked through the darkness, avoiding anything that may get in his way, lurking in the shadows. Kurt finally reached the darkened beach, and looked over the water toward the symbol of freedom that greeted millions to the New World, the Statue of Liberty. Just behind the symbol of liberation was Manhattan, now with more skyscrapers than ever before: it was were the richest and most powerful in the North American Union now lived, along with the age old tourist attractions and over priced specialty stores that dominated the island for decades, lit up every day of the year like a giant Christmas tree, while Brooklyn, further to his left, was partially lit, though large area’s were dark, for they couldn’t get power like those on Manhattan. The Verrazano-Narrows Bridge, which used to link Staten Island to Brooklyn now had a huge hold blown into the middle of it, to prevent Furries from trying to escape their Hell on Earth, like they did with other bridges linking the Furry’s to New Jersey. Only the ferry, which is now a boat that is used to ferry Union Guards to Staten Island to maintain some semblance of order, is the link to the outside world.
Here on Staten Island, his hang out place, those symbols were just that: symbols. The Furries didn’t have the freedom that Lady Liberty Enlightening the World represented, and nether did they have the ability to become powerful or rich enough to live in Manhattan, mostly because they had fur.
He sat down on the beach, and watched the wave’s splash up and over the sand, then retreating back into the ocean. He sighed, and pulled out the note he carried with himself since he was fourteen: his parent’s good bye. 

He went out with some friends one Sunday in July of 2026, only to return home that evening to find out his mother and father left him. They had turned into Furries (a fox and a lion, apparently), and disappeared from New York. They said they were going west, so they wouldn’t be captured and put onto Staten Island: if they went west, they may make it to the Furry States like the Dakota’s, or Western Canada, where the Furries were in a giant “animal preserve,” and be able to later come back for him.

After he read that note that day, he went back to his friends, but after he told them what happened, Kurt was kicked out, for they were afraid that he had something that may turn them into Furries. It was that way for everyone he knew. He lived in his parent house, until some men came, and found Kurt, and ordered him out, after which they destroyed his home.

He had few other options, until he was “convinced” to join on of the many gangs that dominated Brooklyn after the respectable people left for Manhattan and those that lived in Staten Island were moved there, and also why he now had a tattoo with some tribal pattern on his right shoulder: their symbol that will never come off, as well as a few piercings on his ears. They also “convinced” him to go to Staten Island to find a Furry that dealt with their gang. He left, but knew that if he kept low, he could get out of the gang, which he did. Three years ago, they may have sent a couple to look for him, he thought, but they never found him. Good enough.
Now, here he was, among the underclass that his parent’s are also part of. He knew he was never going to get off here as a human, most likely, so he made the most of it. He had a place near here: an abandoned run down building that he slept and ate in. He usually found enough to be able to survive another day, even if that meant eating nothing one day.

He sighed, and got up. It must be about midnight, so he decided to go back home for the night. Not like he had much else to do.

He started on his walk, but decided to go by the place that he was at earlier, to see the horse and leopard. The stallion still intrigued him, though he thought it was gross that he was screwing that feline; also because Kurt knew he was gay. Some of the pervs in the gang he was part of had taken advantage of that a time or two; and he sometimes found a guy here, like himself, abandoned and fleeing to the place where it doesn’t seem as bad, like a beggar among beggars, who would also have the same feelings. They never lasted to long though, because they would both move on. 
He followed his steps back, but realized he must have miscalculated, because he defiantly wasn’t in the same place as he wanted to be. He tried to walk along to see if he could find the window again. But it was like it had disappeared.

He sighed, and realized it would take daylight to try to find it, so maybe it was best to go back to his place to sleep.

If he knew where that was now. 

Kurt was hopelessly turned around, and couldn’t figure out where he was. No stars were in the sky tonight, and the moon hanged directly overhead, therefore giving him no sense of direction. He stumbled over a metal bar, and nearly fell, but kept going. He may have known Staten Island like the back of his hand after four years here, but he just couldn’t think straight now. 
He didn’t see the hole dug beside the old house until he fell in. He yelped as he fell down, and the sudden impact with the hardened ground. Kurt lay still for a moment before trying to sit up, pain all through his body. But then he heard something above him, and looked up to see a tall figure standing above him. A Furry, no doubt.

“Get up, human,” growled the creature, which from this distance looked like a bear, with a red arm band on his left arm as the only piece of clothing on him. A member of the Forces of Freedom, and he had a gun pointing at him. Fuck.

Kurt struggled to his feet, while the bear watched him. “Hands Up, and don’t move,” he ordered, while he took a ramp from the surface down to where the sore human was standing, hands raised. He continued aiming the gun at Kurt while he made his way to the door built into the building beside them. He knocked a few times, before muttering something to whoever was on the other side. Whatever it was the door opened, and the bear motioned to go inside. The human moved in, followed by the bear, and the heavy metal door slammed shut behind them, leaving the hall way to be illuminated by a few torches attached to the wall like if he stepped back in time to some castle in England or something.
He was marched down the hall till they got to the very end, where the bear knocked on a door again. It was followed by a simple “Come in,” and the bear dragged the human in, to be placed face to face with a large, muscular stag, with a massive set of antlers adorning his head, and a red bandanna on his upper left arm, sitting behind an old, beat up desk. Had he been human, he would have put most models to shame, for he was gorgeous. His muscles were perfectly toned, and he looked like he could easily defend himself if need be.
“Sir, I have found this human near the entrance, snooping around, so I brought him in.”

“Good work Cassius,” the stag replied. “Now you better get back to your guard duty.”

The bear looked hesitant. “Are you sure? What if he…”

“Does he look like a human that would be part of the Union Guards? Hell, he’s too scrawny to have been a plant.” The deer looked directly into Cassius’ eyes. “I can handle him, ok?”
The bear nodded, and left, closing the door behind him. The stag chuckled. “Just like Cassius to be worried over nothing.”

The deer looked back to the human standing before him. “But, you knew too much for finding our entrance, so we can’t let you go, unfortunately.”

“What are you going to do then?” asked Kurt. “Shoot me?”

“Can’t do that, or it may bring us unwanted attention,” the deer replied. “So, consider yourself our ‘guest,’” he replied, “unless we do have to go to other methods.”

Kurt silently sighed. Another “convincement,” that meant he won’t be able to do what he wanted. And he won’t so easily squirm out of this one.

“Anyway,” the buck said, “I guess I should find out who you are.”

“My name is Kurt,” he answered, “Kurt Wildier.”

“Alright Kurt,” the stag said, standing up, offering his hand, “I’m Invictus.”

Kurt glanced down to the stag’s package as he stood up, and nearly died there. It possibly one of the largest he had ever seen; two tennis ball sized testis inside his scrotum, with a matching sheathe to go along with it. He shook his head to shake the deer’s hand, but he could feel his own manhood get harder at the thought of what the stag had…
Invictus grinned after the human paused, for he knew what that meant. Hell, if he was lucky, he may be able to get laid tonight with this cute little human. Despite the fact he was scrawny, he did have a nice toned body and handsome face for a human, and the piercings’ in his ears and the outline of tattoo on his arm, and the shining, bright green eyes, seemed to make him more exotic and sexy, despite the fact he was a human with a German name.
Invictus waved the human to a chair, which Kurt took and sat down, and Invictus sat down in his seat as well. “So tell me why you are here on Staten Island, while other human’s live everywhere else.”
For the next hour, Kurt told his story to Invictus, the entire time the stag realized that this kid must have been on one emotional roller coaster for the past six years of his life. By the end, Invictus had made his way over to the human, and when he got to the end, he was nearly in tears. The stag, not quite sure what to do, kissed the human instead. Kurt, though surprised at the kiss, let it continue. When they finally broke it, Invictus could see that the human’s clothing was barely hiding his bulging erection. The stag gently removed the kid’s ratty jeans, allowing them to fall around his ankles, showing of his cock.

“Gone commando, huh?” asked Invictus. The human shrugged. 

“Hard to find underwear,” Kurt replied, while the stag rubbed along the human’s dick, making it harder and larger. Kurt had never felt a furry rubbing his genitals before, and he was surprised at the feeling of the soft fur and rougher paw pads working against his bare skin.

The stag gently took the human’s cock into his muzzle, and began sucking it, while fondling his balls. It didn’t take long before Kurt, in a moment of sexual ecstasy, cummed deep into Invictus’ mouth. The deer pulled his lips off. “A little pent up, huh?”

Kurt looked up, and nodded weakly. He had never had a blow job like that done before. He glanced down to see the deer’s cock was also standing erect, and was a lot bigger than his own. He knew what he had to do.
He got down on his knees and started to rub the stag’s member, extracting a groan from the stag, who was astonished at the human’s boldness. But the human started to suck off Invictus, which made the deer not care at all, for, despite being a young man, he was pretty good at.
It was fairly quickly that the stag also went off, as he hadn’t had a partner for a while. When he was done cumming into the human’s mouth, who had done well at managing to swallow the majority of it, he took his cock out, after which the human proceeded to lick it clean. He lead the human toward the hay in the side of the room that he used for his bed, and let the human lay down beside him. Kurt snuggled up beside the massive, muscular and friendly stag, and promptly fell asleep, after which Invictus watched the candle on the far side of the room finish burning, and eventually extinguished itself.
That night, Kurt had a dream of various animals and humans, sitting or walking around in the same area slowly and apparently unnoticeably to themselves or the others, beginning to change. The human’s started growing fur, while the animals grew bigger, before just standing up on two feet. The human’s feet began to shift into hooves or paws, while the animal’s front paws grew appendages like fingers. The human’s faces began shifting into muzzles, and their eyes and ears realigned into new spots, while the animals began speaking words instead of just yips and barks and howls. The human’s started to add random animal sounds into the language, and their clothes began to fall off, either because they ripped or got to large for their new forms. By now, it was difficult to figure out who had been animals, and who had been human, for they now all looked the same, still talking, walking, or sitting like they were doing before.
Kurt shifted a bit in Invictus’ arms, and caught a whiff of the stag’s scent, which immediately made him get hard again. He groaned at the feeling, as well as an animal sound that he had only a couple times before: a bray.

He opened his eyes, wondering what that was about. He sat up, and looked down on himself. He gasped when he saw that overnight, a thick brown and tan pelt had grew all over his body, and he was now taller, and even more muscular than before. His feet had morphed into hooves, and his legs shifted into something more equine. Kurt then grinned at the sight between his legs: a massive sheathe and balls even larger than the buck’s beside him. His sheathe was open and showing off the cock inside: a long, hard and thick equine cock.

He was amazed at the sight of what he had become, but snapped his head around when one of his new, tall ears head the stag beside Kurt waking up.

Invictus looked surprised for a moment, but grinned at the sight. “So you caught the bug, huh?”

“I guess,” Kurt replied sheepishly. 

“A little bit sudden, and all overnight, both of which is rare,” the deer said. 

“Man, I feel horny right now,” moaned Kurt, rubbing his throbbing cock.
“That happens all the time,” said Invictus. “Don’t worry, that can be fixed easily.”

Invictus made his way over to lick the donkey’s cock, but before he started, he looked up. “But, if you are now a Furry, you can change your name, if you want.”

The new donkey grinned. “I knew that. How about Xaie?” he asked.

“Whatever you want,” Invictus grinned. “I choose my name based on a movie I heard of along time ago, but later found out it stood for ‘undefeated’ in Latin, which I thought was a good thing for a name to stand for, huh?”

“Well, I like Xaie,” the donkey said. “If I was to ever turn into a furry, that is what I would have called myself.”

“If you think its right, then its right,” Invictus said, moving up to kiss the donkey. Xaie grinned, and locked lips with the stag, their hands exploring the other’s body. He was going to like being a furry a lot, he knew...
