NEW WORLD ORDER

By: Cimmaron Spirit

“If there is no struggle, there is no progress.”

-Frederick Douglass
Chapter Five: Struggle
New York City, August 6, 2032

*
*
*

It was just a minor ceremony. Only a few people attended: Invictus, Churchill, Boudicca, a few other comrades. They watched as the massive hulk that was the ursine Cassius, who had just passed on, was slowly pushed into the massive furnace in the massive underground chamber. He only wanted to be cremated; this, his last wish, was now being fulfilled.
All those that were there knew how much of a brave fighter for the Forces of Freedom Cassius was: he was loyal, dedicated, and fearless. He volunteered for the most dangerous missions, and fought with a fearsome demeanor that made the North American Union Guards shake in their boots. The reward for his capture or death was almost as high as the members of the Executive, though he never did once want to be involved in politics.

And they all knew the reason they were here today. His anger and resentment lead him to kill himself; a run in with his captor, Gregory Fairchild, now since transformed into a massive, black and white stallion Blitzkrieg, had left him livid and irate, for Blitz did not have to pay for the crimes he had committed as a human, one of which was capturing a young ten year old anthro and dumping him off here in Staten Island Furry Containment Zone. Cassius had spent years trying to find the one identifiable figure that helped destroy his life: but he wasn’t able to do a thing about it.
The massive iron door was shut, and the body was left to its fiery fate. The attendees turned around to leave, except Invictus. The stag stood for another moment, looking longingly at the furnace. He was the one who told Cassius to make sure any prisoner was not to be killed in that gun fight, which resulted in the capture of Fairchild. Invictus made sure the bear could not kill the human, because it was decided, almost three years ago in a meeting of the executive that Fairchild was, if at all possible, to not be killed, and held onto until he transformed, at which point he will be able to serve the FOF. 

But that resulted in the death of Cassius, his lieutenant in the fight against the Human tyranny imposed on the Furry populace of the North American Union. 

Invictus finally turned away. He didn’t know what to do, except possibly lock himself in his room and find away to drown his sorrows. That was the best option he had for now.

*
*
*

Blitz lay on the hay he had pilled up in the corner of his room, looking up into the ceiling. The smell of the hay, the old wood and faintest hint of oats and barley all came to his nose, and he appreciated the smells like he never did as the human. When he was Gregory Fairchild, Staten Island was a constant stench of feces, dirt and grime. Now, it was more than that: it was home.

But it didn’t feel like a home now. He was the reason that the FOF was mourning today. It was his capture of a young anthro bear in Syracuse over ten years ago that was the reason why. That bear was now dead, by his own hands. Deep down, he knew that was stupid: he didn’t pull the trigger of the gun. But, he made Cassius do it. His bitterness and anger only needed a spark to go off. He was that spark. And now Cassius was dead.
Blitz rolled over, hoping to maybe get some rest. He hadn’t left his room for two days, partially because he didn’t want to face anybody. They would hold him responsible for Cassius’ untimely demise. He knew it. And they would remember that he was Gregory Fairchild. He was a murderer of Furries, and no amount of fur will change that.

Of course, Invictus was smart enough to take his guns, the twin Berretta 92’s that he had used as a human, and had been modified to be used by him now. Blitz couldn’t just get out of this like Cassius, who had no other options than to kill the stallion to get his revenge, which would still have resulted in life imprisonment. 

Since he couldn’t sleep, Blitz sat up, and walked over to his desk, and looked down at the papers he had strewn about: mostly of ways to teach the young fighters how to use gun’s properly, but also with writings of the different things he had given to the FOF after they captured him, almost three months ago now. Reports on how the Union Guards operated, some of the sources he had (though he didn’t know who they were, just their codename), and other important documents that were extracted from his mind.
“It’s my fault,” he growled, his hands clenching into fists. “It’s my fucking fault!”

Blitz swiped his hand across the desk, the papers and pencils he used flying into the air and clattering to the ground. He unleashed his anger, flipping the desk, throwing the chair. He tried to hold back his tears as he did so, and failing horribly.

After five minutes, he collapsed onto the floor, and sobbed uncontrollably. His past had caught up to him, and was ruining the one chance he had to start over. He could never be a Furry: he killed too many before this. But, here he was, among them, and they wanted him enough that he had his pistols taken away.

“But do I want them?” he sobbed, his black cheeks being streaked with tears. He calmed down enough, and lay back down on the ground, looking back up to the ceiling.

“You need us,” a male voice from the door said. “More than you realize.”

 Blitz sat up quickly, and looked toward the door, to see Churchill, the aged, wise bulldog in charge of the Forces of Freedom. He was standing in the open door way, looking down on the stallion.
“What makes you think that?” Blitz asked.

Churchill waved his paw around the room. “This, Blitzkrieg. Your past cannot dictate what your future can be. We try to forgive those who become Furries, like what we did with you. This is the one chance everyone gets to restart their life, and you deserve it just like everyone else.”

“But I was Gregory Fairchild, slayer of Furries. You said that you can’t completely forgive what I have done…”

“You were Gregory Fairchild. Now, you are Blitzkrieg, warrior for Furries,” the bulldog said, pointing to the stallion. “Your life as a human is over. It died the day you changed into this. Cassius let his emotions cloud his mind, which lead to his unfortunate death. He knew we forgave him, because he had done some things he should not have, but he wanted his vengeance on you, and nobody could stop him.”

Blitz looked up to the bulldog, who still stood in the doorway. “I don’t think I can fully live my past life down. How many other people here hate me that much, and wish to see Gregory Fairchild dead?”
“Blitz, so many people here had lost love ones and friends to the Union Guards. At the same time, many of our members were previously fighting us, but after they changed, they were kicked off here, and they joined us instead. Yeah, many may hate Gregory Fairchild. Hell, I do. But, he’s dead. You have the proof right their,” he said, pointing to the newspaper article that described Fairchild’s memorial service. “But Blitzkrieg is here. Blitzkrieg is you. That is all that matters now. Cassius couldn’t separate Fairchild from Blitzkrieg, as his hate for Fairchild was too deep. But, most other Furries here can. I assure you.”

Blitz sat silent for a while, pondering what Churchill was just talking about. He wasn’t sure if he could fully believe him.

Churchill reached behind his back to pull out the two guns that were Blitz’s. He set them down on the ground in front of him. “Sleep on it, Blitz. I know you will make the right decision. I know that Fairchild, as a human, made the best decision’s he could, and even though that lead to too many Furry deaths, he was making what he knew was the right choice. Please make the right choice.” With that he left, closing the door behind him.
The stallion reached over for one of them, and picked it up. He felt over the cold metal, and he pulled back the pistol slide, letting the click-clack that he knew all to well sound again. He pulled out the magazine to show that it was fully loaded, and he slammed back home. They sure gave him lots of choices.

He set the guns back on the floor, and moved back to the hay in the corner of the room. He lay their, looking up to the ceiling, not sure of anything now: his past, his future. All Blitzkrieg really knew was that he was torn between two lives, and he had to figure out which one would define him now.

*
*
*

Xaie grabbed his bolt action Winchester rifle, and, along with the other Furries, walked over to the firing line in the shooting gallery to prepare for his shooting instruction. His instructor today was a black stallion that he had never met before, named Blitzkrieg. He seemed to very much know what he was doing, so that must have been why he was teaching Furries like Xaie to shoot.
But, man, he was sexy; muscles bulging everywhere and long white hair flowing in a beautiful mane and tail. And between his legs, he glanced, was perhaps on of the largest sheathe and ball sac combinations Xaie had every saw. He sure wouldn’t mind to go out with that guy…

Blitz was suddenly beside him, looking down at the donkey. Xaie looked up to see the horse, head cocked to the side, arms crossed. “So, Xaie, done admiring?” he asked. “When you are, I would like you to show me what you got.”

Xaie swallowed, slightly embarrassed that the massive equine knew that he was staring, not thinking about how the stallion would have known his name, as he had never gave the stallion his name. He turned toward the target down the aisle, a large paper target with a bulls-eye in the center. He lifted his rifle, and quickly aligned his sights on the center of the target, then pulled the trigger. The recoil kicked the gun against his shoulder, and throwing muzzle high up in the air before he brought it down again.
“Very good, Xaie,” Blitz said. “You managed to hit the target, but it looks like that rifle may still be a bit big for you.” The stallion turned around and rummaged through the table of weapons, until he found a Smith & Weston revolver. “Here, try this instead.”

The donkey sighed, but set down the rifle. He took the revolver, and aimed it toward the target, and started firing. He emptied a whole clip on the target, though the majority was close to the center.

“That’s better. And the recoil from that thing won’t knock you over,” The stallion said, ruffling the red-tipped black mane on the donkey. He leaned a bit closer to the donkey, as to show him how to reload the weapon. “But if you want some more, ahem, ‘practice,’” he whispered, “you come back here later, OK?”
Blitz then stood up and walked off, leaving Xaie stunned at what he had just heard. Did that stallion just say he wanted to see him later? He did! Good God, he was getting the wish he wanted! Jeesh…

The rest of the day of practicing and training went by in a blur for the donkey. He couldn’t wait for the day to end so he could see the stallion. And, almost as suddenly as he was asked to see the stallion, the day was over. He literally ran back to the gun range that evening. He couldn’t wait…
But before he even got their, he could smell some conflicting scents. It smelt like musk and a whole bunch of animals. He knew that a lot of other furs had been in their, so maybe that is what it was.

He turned the corner and saw that the door to the gun range was open, and the smell was even stronger now. He could feel his cock begin to emerge from his sheathe, and begin to grow hard. He continued to the door, and looked inside the open door to see…

…Blitz and Zeeme, sharing a long passionate kiss. Their ears perked as one when Xaie entered, and they both looked up to see the donkey standing their, and the German Shepherd grinned. 

“Like I told ya, Blitz,” grinned Zeeme, “He would come along.”

Xaie was speechless. He swore that Zeeme had been his own, but, no, he was fooling around with this massive stallion to? 

Damn it, Xaie! His conscience yelled at him. What does it matter? You knew that the Furries had a laid back sex policy. You should have guessed this would happen!
The donkey gasped as the canine moved over to show the stallion’s massive cock. It was only about half hard, and already reached half way to the bottom of his pecs. He drooled at the sight of the massive member, and found himself being drawn into the scene, and kneeling down at the massive cock before him.
He grabbed hold of the massive cock, before starting to lick the throbbing horse flesh, feeling it get harder and harder.
Blitz moaned as the donkey tongue started to work up and down the massive shaft, until the donkey, urged on by his lust filled mind, worked up to the flat head of the cock, and started to take it into his muzzle. Pre was already leaking out, and the taste on his mouth was one of the best he had ever had. The sweetness and saltiness was overpowering, and drove Xaie to get more.
Below him, Zeeme grinned as the stallion was being driven deeper and deeper into a state of pleasure. The canine moved down to the horse’s tail hole, exposed for him to see. The canine started to lick around the tight hole, making the stallion snort in surprise at the sudden feeling of wet tongue on his ass. Still, Zeeme persisted, and started to push his tongue past the anal ring, opening it up for the German Shepherd.
Blitz couldn’t believe the feeling of having his ass and dick being dealt with at the same time. His mind was blank to everything but the intense feelings the donkey and the dog were giving him…

The tongue to his ass was pulled away, but before he could think about it, he felt it being stretched by a hot, throbbing cock pushing past his anal ring. Blitz whinnied out loud, and thrashed at the feeling of his ass being torn open; nearly throwing Xaie off his cock, but the stubborn donkey refused, and instead used his free hand to reach for the low hanging orbs, kneading them to make the stallion groan as his senses were being battered on all sides.
Zeeme pushed his canine member deeper into the stallion’s ass, grunting and panting at the effort. The stallion appeared to still have been a virgin in that regard, but the canine was doing his best to clear it up. He kept pushing deeper and deeper until his fattening knot was bumping against Blitz’s rear, and that was when the canine pulled out part way, only to push it back in. He started to get into a rhythm, pushing in and pulling out, pushing in, pulling out, pushing in…
Xaie could feel the stallion’s head begin to flair, spreading the donkey’s jaws wide. Blitz was writhing in sexual ecstasy as he neared his release…

“I’m…gonna…” the black stallion started, before his balls unleashed their load, and with a massive neigh, sprayed his load into Xaie’s waiting mouth, who nearly gagged on the sudden wave of cum, and had to pull himself off the head at last, as Blitzkrieg’s member shot off its load, covering all three of the yiffing furs in a profuse amount of stallion seed. 

Zeeme, feeling his own release coming, kept thrusting in and out of the stallion’s hole until, with an audible POP! he pushed his knot past the anal ring, and unleashed his own load deep into the stallion’s bowels.

Xaie, his mind still in the lust, started to lick the cum off the stallion’s member, but he felt his own member getting manhandled by one of the thick, beefy hands of Blitz. The donkey looked down to see the stallion grinning.
“You should get off to,” the stallion said. “Not fair that only Zeeme and I should, is it?” He gripped down the hard donkey cock with that, making the smaller equine bray. Zeeme, his knot still inside the stallion, reached over to kiss the donkey. Blitz kept massaging the cock in his hands, squeezing every so often, making the donkey moan in between the locked lips, until, after one more such grasp, when the donkey finally let out his own seed, covering the stallions and his own chests in the sticky fluid, to mix in with the stallion’s.

The three collapsed into each other, exhausted from their mating. Within a few moments, the donkey and the German Shepherd had fallen asleep, leaving Blitz alone with his thoughts.

It’s sure a good thing I decided to come back, he thought, ruffling the donkey’s black and red tipped mane, making Xaie murr softly. But I will repay my debts, and help my new family… anyway I can.
With that, Blitz let his own eyes close, felling the other two sleeping Furries sleeping on him to lull him off to the realm of the unconscious.
