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A Dystopian Story

				IT’S A DOG’S LIFE.

 Dog’s rule the world.  This originated in America, the work of the new canine world order had already succeeded in wiping out four fifths of mankind.  There is now one central world government.

Dog’s have evolved.  They now have opposable thumbs and the power of speech.
The tables have turned.  Humans are now pets. Dogs are the masters.
Dogs had trained to undertake all the former human roles from police to undertakers.
Supermarkets were open, puppy farms were abolished and now farms had humans breed for food. Other ex -farm animals were also breed.  Babies were a particularly tasty treat for dogs and were reserved for the elite.  Cats had virtually been wiped out by dogs, dogs had always wanted to kill and eat cat, they just hadn’t been allowed to by humans.  There were some feral cats left alive, in the hills.  They had started to form a resistance to the take over by dogs.  Cats had always been more intelligent than dogs or humans.  Dogs had formed a fairly neat society, but totalitarianism ruled. 
Animals sanctuaries have been liberated, and former dog inmates have been rehabilitated.  Ferocity by dogs was viewed as being a valuable asset not something to be punished by being locked up indefinitely.  Now sanctuaries contained resistance human beings who were fed meagre rations and who were regularly tortured for their resistance to the new canine world order.  Death for them was not available as a kind option, they were not put out of their misery, they had to suffer.
Pedigree dogs were no longer bread, as this was a human intervention.  Dogs were now encouraged to cross breed, which insured a greater gene pool and therefore a healthier dog.  As with humans there was still a level of elitism where pure breeds felt they were above the rest.  

In Lampeter west wales, in the early days, packs of dogs roamed the streets herding up humans and eating them.  The pack leader called Berol, a small jack russell, would lead the kill, attacking their heels, while Enid the rottweiler would go for the throat killing them off, before being consumed by the rest of the pack.  Eddie, Berol’s daughter, loved the thrill of the kill, but stuck close to her mother.  Berol was first and foremost a mother and Eddie didn’t have the same hunting instinct.  But she had always been vicious.

Milo was a 13 year old jack russell, border collie cross.  He lived in his former human residence; he was allowed to keep his mistress as an assistance human because of his disability.  Joan had become his pet.  Milo hadn’t evolved to have opposing thumbs, for which he received disability benefit, he had evolved the power of speech however but had hidden it from his former mistress, he had always understood human speech but had been afraid to reveal that.

As milo was classed as disabled, Joan cared for him.  She cooked and did his shopping for him and other household chores.  Joan loved him absolutely and he loved her.  She had rescued him from Cribyn animal sanctuary.  Joan had fallen in love with milo at first sight.  Joan’s ex -husband, Kevin, had brought moil home for a day’s trial.  Joan had had the worst year of her life, having a miscarriage; then her dog Jim had died, suddenly from an accident; then her father died.  Milo had burst into her life, with an amazing lust for life.  Joan was lay on a settee unwell, when at first meeting, milo pinned her down at her shoulders, and thrust his tongue up her nose and down her throat.  Joan squealed with delight and said, ‘he’s the one for me’.  He never went back to the sanctuary.  She had always treated him with respect and had allowed his dignity to flourish.  he was never taught demeaning, degrading ‘tricks’ for treats.  She didn’t discipline him, and he went his own way.  She had allowed him to sleep on her bed or in it sometimes when it was cold.  

Milo had liked being a pet dog. He loved people, and they loved him.  Now, he was the boss he had more responsibility which he didn’t relish. He had even enjoyed the company of cats,  as Joan had kept a cat called Maude,  who used to rub into him and purred  which he liked, he had thought of joining the resistance to the new canine world order, but everybody nicknamed him as, ‘Mr happy go lucky’, so it wasn’t in his nature to revolt against the so called order of the world.

The only thing he really enjoyed about being the master was the better quality of the food he could now eat.  He loved food, and now regularly ate raw meat.  He no longer had to eat the nasty dried dog food that Joan had fed him, although she always fed him on raw meat as a treat.  Milo refused to eat human meat.

He liked to behave in a way towards Joan, with respect.  He too now fed her with goodies, like fruit and vegetables which she enjoyed but which he hated.  He liked to give her the same dignity and respect that she gave him.  
He hated waling her on a lead and see her urinating and defecating on the street.  Though he did enjoy using a toilet to perform his natural elimination of bodily fluids.  He even allowed her to sleep on his bed, as human pets had to sleep on a bed on the floor.  Yet, under the new canine order, inspectors were allowed to call any time of the day or night to ensure that the new order was being executed.  He lived in fear and dread of these intrusions.

 Milo, had two friends, who were allowed human assistance pets.  One, was Zoe a small white fluffy poodle, who lived with Valerie.  Milo had always secretly fancied her, as he was attracted to small, fluffy dogs but she wouldn’t allow him to hump her.  Despite being spayed, he still had sexually instincts.  Zoe had been neutered also, so they couldn’t produce puppies.  Yet, Joan dubbed Zoe and milo as ‘lady and the tramp’.

Milo had another friend called George, a west highland great white terrier, who was also classed as disabled as he had not evolved opposable thumbs and his power of speech was limited.  He had a human assistance pet, called Paul, who had been his former master, and had loved and treated him very well.   George was almost as cheeky and naughty as Milo. They were close friends although George liked to be boss under the social class system.  

Milo was getting old, even though dogs life expectancy had increased thanks to money being pumped into canine health now.  He had arthritis in his hips and took pain killers for this he also had heart disease for which he took medication for he didn’t know how much longer he would live, and he feared for Joan’s future.  He knew that his opposable thumb disability would soon be a thing of the past, and that human assistance pets would soon no longer exist.  Would Joan end up as human meat to be consumed by dogs? He couldn’t bear that.  Their love and bond had always been great.  How could they bear to be apart for ever?

He talked to his two friends, Zoe and George about this.  They all agreed and wondered what would happen to their beloved pets when they died.  He talked to Joan about it too.  They both agreed that they would like to die together so milo and Joan devised a suicide pact of dying together.

 
 Milo had been stockpiling his pain medication for months now, it was so hard for Joan to see him in pain rather than take his full dose but she knew he was doing it for both of them so they could end their days together.  

Milo had heard that’s cats had been actively resisting.  But all news was rumoured, nothing was reported in the papers about dissent.  But he knew it was just a matter of time until the new canine world order, special forces discovered their plots.  He had also heard rumours of increased security.  Milo was worried that Joan and their relationship would be put under scurrility.  Zoe and valerie were also concerned.

The new canine order strongly disapproved of such strong bonds between dogs and their pets.  The were so worried that their sucide pact would be discovered and they would be separated and discovered.  Milo told no one of his secrect plans with Joan, so he didn’t even tell his two friends, Zoe and George, tho he felt they would strongly sympathise with their decision.  They didn’t know when it would happen, but milo and Joan knew it wouldn’t be long now.  Joan looked at milo and wondered how long she had with him.  Milo was now looking very old.  He had gone grey in his face and had developed very stiff back legs.  He struggled to walk Joan, but knew they both needed exercise.  He had lost his fury beard and had developed hairy ears and hairy eyebrows.


They days of milos time had finally emerged.  The time which milo and Joan dreaded. He was diagnosed with terminal prostate cancer.  Milo was in a lot of pain.  In fact he cried out in pain and couldn’t get comfortable.  ‘Mr happy go lucky’ was no more.  He was very un-happy and his usual erect tail was now permanently down.  Joan couldn’t bear to see him like this.  Their suicide pact was looming closer and closer.


They choses a day to end it.  But the night before, milo invited  Zoe and George over for what they will later find out was a farewell dinner.  The last supper.  Later that night  Joan took an overdose of drugs first, and milo also took an overdose.  Joan held him in her arms, and milo was the first to die, in his enfeebled state.  Joan felt him go limp in her arms then Joan felt her life slip away.  

They would be found together entwined and they would have liked to have been buried together  but this was not possible in the new canine order.  Equality between dogs and humans did not exist.

After their mealtime (last supper), Zoe and Valerie woke to an uneasy feeling about Milo and Joan.  They called at their house but there was no reply, despite Joan’s car being parked outside.  They went straight round to George and Paul’s house and said they were concerned about their friends.

The four of them stood outside the house with again, no answer, Paul decided to break down the door.  They found Milo and Joan both dead.  The four friends feared the repercussions from the authorities.  They knew their dead bodies would be paraded around the town, and human assistance pets would be not allowed to exist anymore.
[bookmark: _GoBack]They all cried out for the loss of their friends.  Human and dog howls co-existed amongst their grief.  The four friends decided to try to cover up the suicide pact, and Valerie and Paul dug a hole in the garden to hide them.  Unfortunately, authority inspectors called, (as they regularly did) and unveiled the plan.  

Valerie and Paul were forced to paint a mural in the town square.  Valerie and Zoe, Paul and George, were all publicly executed in front of the crowd that had gathered.  Human assistance pets were now banned.  All resistance to the new canine order was futile.  So the mural read:     NO REVOLUTION WILL BE TOLLERATED    THE CANINE WORLD ORDER WILL NOT BE DEFIED. 























