NEW WORLD ORDER

By: Cimmaron Spirit

“All wish to possess knowledge, but few, comparatively speaking, are willing to pay the price.”

-Juvenal
Chapter Four: Lessons
New York City, August 3, 2032

*
*
*

Blitzkrieg looked up to see the twenty-some Furries in the small room with him. He was starting to “serve” his sentence, teaching the some of the newer members of the Forces of Freedom how to shoot. Not just fire a gun, but how to do so that the bullet will hit its target. They thought this would be better for him than locking him in a prison: use his techniques he honed while a human to fight back.
Blitz, the large black stallion (who was, in a previous life, Gregory Fairchild, a human associated with the North American Union), knew that both the FOF and the Union Guard’s mostly fired their weapons as quickly as they could in order to hit something, as did most of the men and women who he served beside in the US Army and who they fought. However, his up bringing in rural North Dakota, only a few miles from the Canadian border, had introduced him early to guns, and his grandfather, whose grandfather in turn had been a member of the Texas Rangers before immigrating north, had taught him the right way to shoot. 

“Don’t just aim and pull the trigger, but get a feel for your prey,” he said, his students listening attentively. ‘If it’s still or moving slowly, take your time. If it’s running, aim the gun to where the prey will be by the time your bullet reaches it, not where it has been. If it’s dangerous, make sure to shoot to kill, not to just hit it. If you just hit it, it will be able to try to kill you in turn. Aim for the head or the chest: getting the legs may bring it down, but its arms can still try to kill you. Shooting one of the arms may either allow him to use his other arm to shoot you, or run away. But a shot to the head or heart, that will make sure he can’t get away as easily, if at all. Bullets may be a dime a dozen, but that does not mean you can just waste them; if you use them up before your done or can get more, that may mean that you won’t get the job done, or get back to get more.”
The majority of these Furries in front of him will become fighters, while the rest will stay behind and serve as support to the fighters. Many of those in front of him that will become fighters will get a rifle automatic or revolver or pistol, and get sent out to shoot the Union Guards, and many of them will be killed.

“There is no doubt that by just shooting your AK-47 around will cause damage: that is what is designed for. The ability to get more lead out in the air toward you enemy has decided many a battle and war. But, the best way to bring down someone is with one well placed bullet. One bullet between the neck and the head, at the top of the spinal cord, will kill the target much more than twenty shots that might hit a target all over his body.”
One of the Furries, a young male feline with grayish fur, raised his hand. Blitz acknowledged the questioner.

“But what if you are by yourself and theirs, like, 15 bad guys all around you?” he asked.

“How would you have fought the battle before? Do you still have bullets to deal with them, or are you down to nothing but a gun?” retorted Blitz.

“Well, say it was a normal fight,” he clarified.
“If you are the last one left, I would say your chances are slim. But, you can figure out how you got to that point depending on how many bullets you have. If you have none, that meant that, no matter the number of opponents, you wasted the bullets, not hitting many of your targets. But if you have some bullets left, that meant that you fought the battle smart enough so you don’t waste the bullets, and instead there are more bad guys than good guys.”
“That still doesn’t answer my question,” the cat like boy said.

“If you do have bullets left in the gun, you can try to blaze your way out. If you manage to knock down enough, you can escape. Your fur would allow you to blend in better than Rocky over there,” the stallion said pointing to the white Siberian Tiger at the back of the room, surprised at being brought up in the conversation. 

“But, if you have no bullets left, you would have to rely on your wits and maybe martial arts, but they will most likely shot you before you can use your Fists of Death,” Blitz continued.

The grey feline still wasn’t done. “So you’re saying that if I’m smart about my shooting, then I can blaze away at the end?”

“No. Some situations, like you described, you can use the full automatic and mow down as many as you can, and you might be able to make it through alive. But, more often than not, you should always play smart. Use as many bullets as you need to bring down your opponent, but not every bullet you got.” Blitz leaned forward. “Do you understand now?
“Sorta,” the feline replied.”

The massive black and white stallion smiled a bit. “You will better figure it out when we start practicing our shooting tomorrow,” he said. “I’ll show you the difference then.”

The cat sighed, and leaned back, still not understanding what the horse was saying.

“Any other questions?” he asked the assembled student’s of his. No one answered.

“Alright,” Blitz replied, standing up from behind his desk, showing off the leather belt he was given to hold his Beretta’s. “Tomorrow, we are meeting down at the shooting gallery. If you don’t have a gun already, you will be given one then. Or, at least, that is what I was told. See you then.”

The Furries all got up and left, including the cat, which, if Blitzkrieg remembered correctly, was named Seotu. He sat back down behind his desk, and he pulled out the chalk board he was given, and started to scribble down some ideas for what he could use for tomorrow.

A loud crash in the hall caught his attention, and he quickly went out to see what was going on, his hands hovering near the holstered pistols. He saw that a zebra had dropped a crate, and was reaching down to pick it up. He shrugged, and turned around to get back to work…
…if Cassius wasn’t standing behind him. Although Blitz was clearly the taller of the two, the bear was very much bigger and more muscular than the horse. “Hello, ‘Blitz’,” he said, spitting out the name like a bad taste. “Or, more fittingly, Gregory Fairchild.”

“That’s my past, Cassius,” he said. “I’m a Furry now, and I’m doing what I can to fight against…”

“Who? Your fellow comrades? Your old buddies?” he scowled.

“You know, yeah,” replied Blitz. “Many of those that I’m now against were my friends and associates. But they aren’t anymore.”

“What makes that so?” replied Cassius. “The thick pelt you know have covering your body? That doesn’t mean a damn thing. You are still Gregory Fairchild, the killer of Furries.”

“You just won’t let that go, will ya?” asked Blitz, resting his arms on his hips, just a flick of wrist away from his guns.

“As a matter of fact, no,” replied Cassius. “You killed way too many to be able to get off scot free like you did.”

“You think I got of free?” barked the horse. “I had to give up everything I knew: my friends, my job, my apartment in Brooklyn, my respect I had for me as a human.”
“You should be dead now!” roared the bear, pushing against the stallion. “You should have bullets riddled across your body, floating face down in the Hudson. You should be gone: a bad memory.”

“You think I should be dead because my previous life had led me to do what I had done? I shouldn’t have got so involved in my old job to follow my leaders in what they asked me to do?” Blitz barked back.

“You could have said no!” shouted the bear, his voice savage with fury. “You could have said that you wanted nothing to do with the massacre of us.”

Blitz trembled in anger, staring down at Cassius. “Everyone was afraid of the Furries. They suddenly started appearing. Random people suddenly woke up to find out that they were these beasts. That is scary, wouldn’t you agree? You were once human!”

Cassius looked up to the stallion, anger in his eyes. “Yeah, but I was three. Three years old! My parents, afraid that they would transform then, abandoned me. Dropped me off at an orphanage, where they kept me isolated from the rest, because I was different. When ever a child became a Furry, they blamed it on me. I couldn’t stand that. So I left. I was on the run for years, until the Union Guards tried to kill me. And one of them, I remember, in a black jacket, was you. You hunted me down and then got myself dumped off here.”

Blitz’s eyes opened wide at that, remembering that case. A bear anthro had been going through people’s stuff in Upper New York State and Vermont, and they sent him to try to catch the Furry. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, still stunned that his past had come up like this.

Cassius glared. “Sorry? Is that all you are, sorry? You helped to ruin my life. My fucking parents, the fucking orphanage, the fucking Union Guards, you...You all ruined my life. And what do I get in return? The chance to try to get my revenge that the fuckers who ruined me! But my parents are gone; most likely the bastards are transformed now, and the Orphanage was torn down. The Guards are anywhere. But you. You are here, and I can’t do A FUCKING THING!” he roared, shaking the glass in the window. “You got off doing COMMUNITY SERVICE for killing and destroying thousands of Furries’ lives! Because you are Gregory Fairchild, and you know how to use a gun, you are more fucking important than anybody else now!”
Blitz stumbled back, and sat in his chair, looking at the floor. Cassius is right, he thought. Why am I still alive?
Cassius grabbed either side of the desk, looking over the stallion. “I wanted to kill you there in that alley after Invictus figured out who you were, but he said not to. I wanted the Executive to sentence you for murder and War Crimes, by they said no. I wanted you to suffer something like I had to: rejection, abuse, hunted down, killed on the inside too many times to count. But no, here you are, teaching kids how to shoot guns. How is that fair?” Cassius continued to glower at the horse. “HOW IS THAT FUCKING FAIR, YOU COCK SUCKING BASTARD?”

“Cassius!” barked a deep voice on the other side of the room. The bear span around to see Churchill, along with Invictus and Boudicca, the herm fox Lucy, all standing in the room. The bulldog and the leopard were growling softly, while the fox and the deer tried to remain neutral. Cassius then turned around and stormed out of the room, pushing past the fox.
Lucy, Boudicca and Churchill walked over to Blitz, but the stallion continued to look at the ground.

“He’s right,” muttered the dejected equine. “He’s right.”

“What do you mean,” asked Churchill, his jowls flopping around as he asked.

“I shouldn’t be here. I should be dead. What I did as Gregory Fairchild…”

“Is done,” Lucy said, walking over, putting a soft, orange-red hand on his shoulder. “It can’t be undone, but it can be righted for helping us now.”

The stallion pushed hir hand away, and stood up and walked out of the room.

“Blitz,” called the stag, standing by the door as the horse exited. The stallion stopped, and looked over his shoulder.

“Give me your guns, please,” the stag asked, holding his hand out. Blitz sighed, and reached for the twin Berretta 92’s, enlarged for his use, and gave them to the stag. He tuned and continued down the hall.

Churchill, Boudicca and Lucy came up beside the stag to see the horse turn the corner, leaving for his room. Churchill looked at the semi-automatic pistols in Invictus’ hand.

“We don’t want any ‘accident’s’, do we?” asked Invictus, to which the others gravely shook their head.

“Make sure that someone is keeping an eye on Blitz and Cassius for a few days. Make sure they do not cross paths. They might kill the other,” ordered Churchill, and Invictus nodded. The bulldog and the hermaphrodite fox then went down the other hall, leaving Boudicca and Invictus alone.
“How’s that new donkey you found?” asked the leopard, trying to change the topic. 

“Fine,” replied the stag. “Xaie is starting as a messenger here, and will soon get his weapons training.” The leopard nodded, and kissed the stag.

“Everything should turn out,” said the female leopard. “But we try to keep this as quiet as possible.” Invictus nodded and then they both went down the hall to the stag’s room, though neither felt in any mood for anything but sleep. And maybe just as well.

*
*
*

Xaie was very much enjoying himself, now that he had something to enjoy. He finally had enough food to eat, and something to do besides wander around Staten Island at night. Sure, it was just running messages through the labyrinth of passages down here from room to room, but he was doing his part. He was a member of the Forces of Freedom, and had the red bandanna tied around his arm top prove it.
Besides that, he found out that most of the Furries were friendly, and, hell, just as horny as he was. He had already got a few flings, though one seemed to repeat itself in his mind.

It was about one of the few humans who worked with the FOF. James Kilpatrick, who served as one of the chief’s of the Communications Division of the Forces of Freedom, and one of the most important members of the Force, though not part of the Executive, yet. He was about twenty five, and had done quite a bit already; writing pamphlets that were produced in the three printing presses below ground, working with the fighters to get the story of their battles out to encourage recruitment, as well as communicating with other FOF groups throughout the NAU: New Orleans, Boston, Washington, Halifax, Montreal, Houston, Winnipeg, Toronto, Denver and even Los Angeles and Vancouver. New York remained the central hub, however, as the NAU didn’t care about the Furries on Staten Island to much, while those in other cities were much closer to humans.
But, James was a handsome young man: brown hair, blue eyes, and a marvelously toned body that would have fit in on any beach in Hawaii or California. He may have been a few years older than Xaie, but he still looked like he was about the same age that Xaie had been. And, well, they had already got busy in the hay a few times already, and found out the human was just as sexually crazed as anyone else the equine had met.
The donkey, sighed, but remembered that he had to deliver a message to Churchill, the de facto leader of the FOF. He hurried on, the leather messenger bag he had to hold his messages bouncing up and against his hip. He slipped past a crowd of Furries, all listening to a grey cat in the center. Xaie slowed down a bit, and caught a bit of the conversation

“…the two were yelling at each other until Cassius just rips into Blitz, calling him a whole crap load of things, but then Churchill and Invictus and couple others came, so I quickly left.”

“Whoa,” said a couple guys at the same time. “Do you know why they were arguing?

“Apparently Blitz had killed some Furries as a human, part of the Union Guards, and Cassius was involved somehow,” the cat answered. “But they kept mentioning Gregory Fairchild…”

The crowd stood still, some with their mouths agape, and Xaie knew why. Fairchild was possibly the most hated and feared of all the humans: he had sources everywhere to track down the Furries that threatened the NAU, and personally lead the Union Guards to track down the threats. He was able to stand up against several Furries at once, and still get out with only minor wounds. It was like he was a real action hero from one of the old movies from a long time ago (not many movies got made now a days, as the money just wasn’t their). 
“But I heard he’s dead,” a blue jay said, crossing his wings.

“Yeah, so did I. Got gunned down by a squad of fighters,” replied a Siberian Tiger, who towered over the gathering.

“I’m pretty sure he did,” said the cat, “but they kept bringing him up...”

Xaie turned around, and continued on. He had heard about both Blitz and Cassius since he came here: Blitz had just recently turned into a black stallion, while Cassius was a massive, tough bear who had serves in the FOF for years.

Xaie continued on to the office of the bulldog-in-chief, and finally made it to the door. He took a deep breath and knocked on the door.

“Come in,” a deep, gravely voice said, and the donkey gently opened the door.

He stepped in to see Churchill and a hermaphroditic fox sitting around a desk. The bulldog seemed utterly massive: he had muscle and over most of his body, though, as a bulldog, his fur seemed to sag a bit. The fox had two tits that seemed to be suspended in the air, but also a furry sheathe between her legs, which seemed both oddly natural and seriously out of place at the same time.

“Here is your letter, sir,” replied Xaie, handing over an envelope to the bulldog, who took it in his large meaty hands.

“Thanks, son,” replied the Leader of the FOF, who then turned to open up the letter. The fox smiled up to the donkey, and gave a little wink. He smiled back as well, a bit sheepishly, but wasn’t sure what to make of the wink.
Xaie was starting to turn around to leave when he heard a gun shot rang out through the halls. On instinct, he dropped to the ground, unsure what was going on. He looked over his shoulder to see Churchill and the fox also get on the ground.

“Good Lord,” muttered Churchill. “What could that have been?”

Xaie got up after a second shot didn’t sound out, and he looked into the hall, followed by the two who were in the room. Several Furs where running down the hall, and the three of them followed.
After a moment, they reached a room dug into the wall, and Churchill groaned. “Oh no.”

The crowd spread apart as some more Furries, each with an armband along with their red one, symbolizing their role as doctors for the FOF, stepped out. The doe, looking slightly shocked, looked to the crowd, and quietly shook her head. 

Churchill, using his recognition, made his way to the front. “What happened, Doctor?”

The doe tried to hold back her emotions, but was starting to fail. “Cassius…” she started, but broke down. Churchill patted her on the shoulder while the buck beside her took her inn his arms. The bulldog then continued into the room.

Xaie managed to look into the room to see two furry legs, both covered in dark brown fur, where lying still on the floor, while a red puddle grew out from his upper body…

Xaie stumbled around, nearly sick to his stomach at the sight and his over active imagination. He didn’t realize he bumped into James until he looked up from the floor to see the clothed human looking up to the slightly taller donkey.
“Hey, what happened?” asked the human, hugging his friend.

“Cassius died,” replied Xaie, his voice shaking as he said so.

James was silent for a minute. “He was a good guy. Maybe a little bit up tight, and usually all business, but he was still a good guy.”

Xaie nodded. He hadn’t been here long, but from what he had heard, he believed it.

James pulled the donkey down the hall. “Why don’t we go back to my room and talk about it?” he asked. “It looks like you could use some company.”

Xaie nodded, and followed Kilpatrick down the hall, down two flights of stairs and down another hall to the human’s room. James closed the door after Xaie came in, and pulled the donkey over to the mattress on the far side of the room. The donkey realized what James meant by “talk”, and smiled a bit, felling his cock starting to get hard, emerging from its sheathe, watching the human get undressed…
*
*
*

After about forty minutes, James laid down beside the donkey he had fallen in love with. Sure, from almost the moment he got here, he found out that these Furries needed sex to function, and they didn’t care who most times: even with a human who had always liked Furries. A few years ago, he had spent most of his time writing Furry sex stories and posting them on the internet. At least until the NAU cracked down on the sites that had anything furry on it, which made James realize that the NAU feared the Furries, and that the “Furry Insurrection” he didn’t care about before was for a simple reason: they wanted their freedom. So, one night, he stowed away on the Staten Island ferry, and sneaked off, and found a member of the FOF so he could join them.

But, he found this donkey, and he wanted to be with him for a long time.

“I…love you…Xaie,” he said, surprised that his voice was stuttering a bit.

“I love you to, James,” the donkey replied, not caring about how it was said: just that is was said.

They lay together for a few moments, though James could feel his head starting to spin a bit. “Xaie...I…I…I…”

“James?” asked the donkey noticing that the human was moving his mouth, but nothing was coming out.

“…think…I…might…change…be…grow…trans…trans…form…” the human muttered, though by the end it was incomprehensible babble. Xaie sat up in alarm, until he remembered that, from what he had heard this was the first step of what happened after human’s caught the bug (his had happened over night, so he wouldn’t have known).
“Heh,” he chuckled, as he watched the naked human’s body begin to shift. Tan fur began growing up his chest, while black and brown fur began growing along his sides. Xaie watched as the human’s face began to stretch out, taking the nose, which was turning black, and more canine. His friend’s ears shifted to the top of his head, and becoming longer. His brown hair also grew longer, blending in with the fur making its way up the body.
Xaie looked down to see the human’s feet began to shift into paws; the toe nails growing harder and sharper into claws, much like his fingernails on his hands. 

Xaie couldn’t help but look down to see the changing Furry’s cock was slowly being enclosed into a sheathe; while his ball sac also started to get covered in fur. A long, black and tan tail started to grow out, and gently started to sway back and forth, as the new husky started to wake up after the ten minutes it took for him to change into a sexy, handsome anthro German Shepherd.
He opened his eyes, and blinked a bit until everything came back into focus. He turned over to see the donkey sitting next to him, smiling at his friend. “Hey, you sexy tramp you.”

James sat up to look down at his new body, feeling the soft fur coat he now had. He looked down to see his sheathe, and grinned as his new canine member began to come out, growing longer and thicker.

Xaie, having had his cock sucked off several times by James, took the canine member straight into his mouth, and slowly began working his mouth up and down the shaft, his coarse tongue doing its best to pleasure the new canine, and, by the grunts and groans from the dog, was doing a good job.
James couldn’t believe ho good it felt to be sucked off: normally, he was the one who did it to Furries, but, hell, this felt a lot better! But he didn’t want to cum into the donkey’s muzzle: no, he had another idea. He pushed Xaie’s head off his cock, and though the donkey brayed at the refusal, he lightened up when James told him to roll over, which the donkey obeyed, knowing what he was going to get. He got onto all fours, and held his ass up, moving the long tail out of the way, while the canine positioned his cock to the exposed tail hole. Without any warning, the canine pushed his dick into the hot and tight hole, making the donkey whinny in pain and pleasure. James pushed in more and more of his cock, until his knot bumped up to the donkey’s ass, at which point he started to pull it out, then push it back in. He started to pick up speed, until he was pile driving his cock in and out, panting and moaning at the feeling. Xaie was lost in bliss, feeling his ass being pummeled by the canine cock, feeling the knot trying to push into his tailhole. 

Neither could hold back much longer, but they continued, until James, at the edge, finally shoved his knot past the donkey’s tight anal ring, and released his load deep in Xaie’s bowels. The equine brayed at the feeling of the cock just shoving past his last resistance, the pain and pleasure at feeling his bowels being filled with warm husky seed, while his own cock shot off its load all over his chest, splattering up as high as his muzzle. James collapsed on Xaie, exhausted from the pleasure filled evening they had.

As they lay in the afterglow, Xaie looked up to the new dog, and shared a short kiss. When they finally broke off, the donkey looked into the dog’s eyes.

“Are you going to change your name?” he asked, as it was tradition for a newly transformed Furry to change his name; usually to something that fit their personality or something that sounded cool.

The German Shepherd thought for a minute, then grinned down to the donkey. He licked some of the cum off the donkey’s muzzle before finally answering.

“How about Zeemer?” he asked, taking a pause from licking the donkey.
“Sounds fine with me,” he replied. “Seems totally random, but whatever.”

“That’s exactly what I think,” he said, continuing to lick Xaie, but gently pulled his softening cock out of the donkey’s rear, eliciting a small gasp, and allowing some of the canine seed to dribble out. The two started to kiss again, but Xaie pulled back for a moment.
“Mind if I call you Zeeme, though?”

The canine stopped for a minute. “That might be better, I think. Zeeme it is.”

The two continued to kiss, and rolled over on the mattress, ready for their second round of the evening.

