Anthro World
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Disclaimer: This work is a piece of fiction and has not happened, nor is it likely to happen at any point in this reality or dimension of space and time. Any misinterpretation of this work is your own, so don't blame me! Any similarity to persons, places, events, or random collections of matter and/or antimatter, may or may not be coincidental depending on which side of the mirror you're on. If you're someone who's easily offended or prone to fits of moralistic hypocrisy, don't read any further.
His real name was James, but everyone just called him "Boots!" I couldn't figure out why until I first met him, and then it clicked. Not only was this fine piece of pup-meat constantly wrapped around his Owner's boots most of the time, but if you didn't watch out he'd abscond with your boots and chow down on them until there was barely anything left, except maybe the little metal bits, and sometimes not even that much. He was also almost always seen wearing his now trademarked bright orange Alpinestars KTM Tech 8 boots on his hind paws, which made a fine match for his orange-brown fur pelt.

It was fall '09 when we first met in Birminghound, Eagleand's train terminal, where he and his Owner were going to pick me up on the way to GearBlastUK. Since this was my first visit to Eagleand, which is on the other side of the Big Puddle from where I live, I decided to book some extra time off work and visit some friends in different parts of the country, and it just made sense for Boots and me to meet there. Of course I first had to ask permission from my Owner, who after much procrastination disguised as consideration, finally gave me his permission. He obviously knew taking his time to okay my trip would be like pup-torture to me, which is why he did it, but then again what would you expect from a human anyway!
Before I get too far along with this tale, I need to digress just a bit. It might be hard to believe that there could be anyone alive who doesn't know what happened after the last great pandemic swept over the planet less than a year ago, but I suppose it's possible that someone is now a bear and was hibernating out in the wilderness for a while without access to a phone, television, or Internet. So for the sake of those few who think I'm joking, maybe I really do need to take a few moments to bring you all up to speed on what the face of this big rubber ball we call home now looks like.
The main thing you should know about this particular pandemic virus is that you would have actually had to have been hibernating not to be affected by it, and the length of your departure from all human contact would have had to last more than a decade, but even then you might not have been safe. The reason is that this particular virus has been percolating and brewing itself through millions of mutations for the past 10 years, and after that length of incubation it had more than enough time to completely infect the entire world's population unchallenged. Basically, the brilliant lights of the medical community who would have been keeping an eye out for this sort of thing must have been burning low wattage bulbs in order to save energy, because when it did strike it was too late.
The H1N1 Virus, aka Swine Flu, didn't originate in pigs, but actually came to Earth attached to space dust in late 1999, so in fact the Y2K bug did exist, only it was humans who were infected not computers. It took almost a full decade for it to infect all animal life on the planet, mutate into a DNA altering pathogen that could jump species, and then start mixing animal and human DNA together. The result … a new world full of Anthros, and an interesting rewriting of the zoological catalogue.
Don't ask me how all this was possible, because I'm no biologist, immunologist, virologist, or any of the other kinds of '-ologists' who might be able to explain it to you. If you're still a disbeliever, just open your eyes and have a look around for yourself. Equine, bovine, feline, canine… every single '-ine' possible. Every species you can think of or imagine mixed with human DNA. Some even look as though they came out of a fantasy novel, or that might never have been imagined before, now exists in living, breathing, walking, galloping forms. Creatures like dragons, gryphon's, and phoenix, are most likely the result of the alien origins of the original virus combining several host species' DNA together to make fact out of fiction. One positive note is that you don't have to worry about dragon fire or phoenix flame, because that's one part of their physiology that didn’t develop… yet! It's probably a good thing too, because you can imagine how hard it would be for them to get fire insurance at decent premiums, if at all. As for flying gryphon's and other airborne species, those that developed useable wings were granted special pilots' licenses from the FAA (Federal Aviary Association).
As for how all this affected Boots and me, we became members of the Canis Lupus Familiaris [1] family of species, or more specific to this reality, Homo-Caninus. When it comes to how we're coping with life, let's just say that we're happy public establishments and amenities quickly and silently removed all of the "No Dogs Allowed" signs before the civil liberties and Anthro-rights commissions had to get involved. If they didn't, the resulting class-action lawsuits would have crippled the legal system for years, so why get the sharks and hyenas involved? As for the "No Shirts, No Shoes, No Service" signs, those would have been easy to argue around, because as a Beagle with a thick coat of white fur and black circular spine patch, standing 5'5" tall from the long furry black floppy ears on top of my head to the pads on my hind-paws, I would have just bitten them in their proverbial and not-so-proverbial butts simultaneously, or given them a big wet sloppy lick that would have sent them running and screaming like a little girl believing that I infected them with dog germs! *Evil Puppy Laugh!*
Needless to say, the world has become a much more interesting place over the past 10 months as humanity adjusted to its new look.

Entrepreneurs immediately seized upon this opportunity to release new products catering to a whole new marketplace. An added benefit to all this commercial activity was that the worlds' depressed and faltering economies experienced a much needed breath of new life. It's kinda funny how items once reserved for pampered pets now began to appear as common everyday items used by the well groomed Anthro, or as stress relieving chew toys for those with the teeth to enjoy them. The number of items hitting the specialty store shelves was staggering. Everything from claw clippers to mane brushes, feather oil to beak sharpeners, fur mouse to scented flea dips appeared at highly inflated prices bearing some rather well known designer labels… Cloven Klein, Verpoochie, Ruff Lauren, Tommy Hoofinger, Donna Crane, Giraffio Armani, etc. You name it and somebody made and sold it. Catnip, however, was immediately added to the international controlled substances list, and stiff penalties were imposed on anyone caught possessing or selling the substance. Apparently Anthro felines were affected the same as their non-Anthro counterparts, except that the effects were much more intense. This is your brain… this is your brain on catnip… Sizzle! Pop!  He!He!He!
As I previously mentioned, my owner is still human, along with approximately 3% of the rest of the planet who seemed to be immune to 'The Change', as it had become known, and even the medical communities' best efforts couldn't explain why or do anything about it. Being the fun loving pup that I am, and more than a little mischievous, I took great pleasure in tormenting my Owner with taunts about the inevitability of his Change and that he was just "Human for now!" When he'd get all nervous and defensive about it, as he usually did, I'd shrug it off with a comment about why would anyone want to remain human, because being human was just so weird and un-natural. Of course, this was a quick way for me to end up muzzled for a few hours or so, and as you can imagine, I took every opportunity that I wasn't muzzled to find my way into one.

The quickest way to piss my Owner off and bring his temper to a boil, was when I'd start speculating on what he'd become after he did go through 'The Change'. I'd tell him I was rooting for a smallish yellow bird as a new friend, and I'd Tweeter him and all our friends about it incessantly… "You're looking kinda yellow around the beak today, honey." and "Yuck! There's a yellow feather in my dog food!"
My Owner never failed to snap back with a good swat across my rump and a reminder that he held the only keys to my collar and leather chastity shorts, and if I ever wanted to give my crotch a tongue bath again, I'd better behave.
Being a canine Anthro sure had its advantages, and when I first discovered that I could lick my own balls and other private parts with my long puppy tongue, I did so at every opportunity. That was when my Owner jumped me one day in mid-lick and I was forced into a pair of leather chastity shorts, specially modified with a convenient tail-hole and suitable locking posts for all the straps. We now alternate between the leather and rubber pair, and he's commented about adding a steel pair as well if I don't start behaving. I'll bet you can guess how that threat hasn't improved my attitude much, because if you haven't figured it out, you can't threaten a pup with a good time and get anywhere!
I should also take a moment to elaborate on my relationship with my Owner. We’ve been together for almost 7 years and although we didn't set out to become lovers, it just seemed to happen. We're faithfully committed to each other and both very kinky in and out of the bedroom, so it was a natural progression that he became my Owner as well as my life mate, and by kinky I don't mean that we're into chocolate and whipped cream, except maybe after a hot session involving leather, rubber, spandex, and/or bondage, or any combination of the above. One added benefit of being my Owner's pup, was that it provided me with a regular bone to chew, which was very appealing to me, pleasurable for him, and what's a pup without an Owner and collar anyway.

Puppy-play has always played a major role in my life, both physically and psychologically, for as long as I can remember. I can still recall an incident from my primary school days when a teacher became angry with me for creating a disturbance by crawling around on my hands and knees, which was before I had real fore and hind paws, and chasing my classmates around the room and barking at them. Being a young pup who hadn't found his true identity, what did I know about decorum? It just seemed like the natural thing to be doing at the time. Come to think about it, I recall she was holding a rolled up paper in her hands too.
So, when 'The Change' came and went for me, and I was transformed into my true canine self, nothing much seemed to change in my life, except that I could now eat from my dog bowels without making as big a mess as I used to, and I stopped hiding my collar inside my shirt when I was out in public.
Believe it or not, I used to be a shy pup, but that seems to have changed as well. Being naturally clothed in a coat of fur even when butt naked kind of makes clothing redundant, except to conform to some outdated modesty rules, so I usually wear just a pair of running shorts most of the time to keep my junk contained, when i'm allowed out of my chastity shorts that is. I'd even taken to wearing leather or chain collars, with real dog tags that came from the first pet owned by my family, and which I had kept for sentimental reasons. It pissed-off my co-workers to no end and embarrassed my friends to see me behaving that way, having taken to 'The Change' so naturally, and when they asked why I did it, I would point out that it was solidarity for my fellow non-Anthro canines that were still being discriminated against by society. The ensuing silence caused by their not knowing if I was joking or just plain nuts made it really difficult for me not to break into a big toothy grin. I guess now would be a good point in this little tale to tell you that I could be a really evil pup!
Getting back to the main part of the story…

When the big day came for me to begin my vacation, my Owner dropped me off at the Airport minus my chastity shorts, which were removed a few days before on the promise that I behave. He had threatened that if I wasn't a good-pup he would ship me across the Big Puddle in a dog transport cage. The only thing he wouldn't remove was my choke-chain collar, which was always locked securely in place as a reminder that I was to be a good-dog. It was also the one thing that I never wanted removed, because what's a dog without an Owner, and the symbol of ownership to a dog is his collar.
With sad puppy-dog eyes, knowing I was going to miss him, I gave my Owner a big wet lick across his face, promised to be good and that I'd bark at him every day, I turned-tail and scampered off to the ticket check-in counter to begin my journey abroad.
One of the truly few things that remained the same in this Brave New World that emerged from the bits of kibble of the old was bureaucracy, and those that thrive on the chaos that it creates. Airports seem to exemplify that principle, as they make you jump through endless hoops just to get on a bus that flies through the air as opposed to travels on the ground. When it came time for me to deal with airport security, I had to keep checking myself several times to avoid biting them, and I just barely managed to stifle a toothy growl when they ordered me to remove my chain collar to pass through the metal detector. Since it was locked in place and I didn't have the key, I couldn't comply even if I wanted to. As tensions began to rise along with the hair down the back of my neck, a cute young red-haired fox appeared, who appeared to be a supervisor, and quickly diffused the situation by offering to pat-me-down and use a hand-held metal detector wand instead.

After he was done with his thorough search, which seemed to me to feel more like rubbing and less patting, the cute fox leaned in close and whispered into my cocked ear that he hoped to see me in my rubber surf-suit with the yellow stripes down the side at GearBlastUK in a couple of weeks, then he gave me a quick scratch behind my ear and a knowing wink, and I was finally on my way with a mixture of confusion and bemusement on my face.
The rest of my trip, including the flight and subsequent train ride from Liondon to Birminghound was rather uneventful, so I'll spare you all the boring details. The one interesting point was the in-flight movie… Who would have though that Harry Potter was a hairless Chihuahua in the last movie of the series?
After disembarking from the train once I reached Birminghound, I took a moment to have a satisfying tongue-curling yawn, a stretch, and a shake to get the kinks our of my back and my fur, and then with bags in paw, made a mad-dog-dash off the platform and into the receiving area to look for a pup in Boots and his Owner.
Like I said before, even if you I didn't have a clue as to what he looked like, I would have known him at a glance, crouching as he was by his Owner's boots in his trademarked orange Alpinestars KTM Tech 8's.
Less than a second after making eye contact with each other, Boots was in a mock-pointer stance, which looked kinda funny for a large Staffordshire bull terrier, and then he slipped his leash and made a mad dash for me standing there in my rare all-leather black Fox Tracker boots. His tail was wagging with such ferocity that he nearly took out a couple of old hens standing nearby talking to a mother goose. With a flying leap, he meant to take me to the ground, but I anticipated his intentions and at the last possible instant before we connected I took a single casual step to the right. The look on his face nearly sent me into hysterics as his expression changed from one of glee to a sub-vocalisation of "Ohhh Sshhhiiiiittt!" Luckily for Boots I was standing in front of a decorative bush rather than a cactus, like in the desert around my brother Spike's home.
Unable to avoid the quip, mainly because I wasn't trying very hard, I bit my tongue to stifle my laughter just long enough to bark out, "I'll wait over here until you're done using the facilities Boots!"
Without missing a tick, Boots retorted, "Thanks mate, I was holding it all the way over from the house cause Colin didn't want to be late. I'll just be a sec."
Colin, Boots' Owner, had by now made his way over to me, and I extending my paw greeting him with, "Well, I've just met Muttly, so you must be Dick Dastardly."
Ignoring my paw and grinning so that his canine fangs came into view, he said, "That's right!" and grabbed my choke chain collar just as Boots took my hind legs out from under me from behind. Before I knew what was happening, I was down on my hindquarters and Boots yanked off my travelling shorts leaving me in nothing save my collar and birthday fur, which isn't exactly how I wanted to find myself in a train terminal in a foreign land.
Before I could recover from the shock of what just happened, I felt another pair of stiffer shorts being pulled up my hind legs, and with swift and somewhat practiced movements, my tail was pulled through the short's comfort hole, the front zipper was pulled shut, belts fastened, and I heard the unmistakeable "Snick!" of several locks being fastened at strategic points. While I was trying to regain my composure, Colin released his grip on my collar only to wrap his paws around my muzzle clamping it shut, which stifle a deep growl that began to form in my throat, and using my muzzle as a handle, he turned my head so I was staring directly into his yellow-gold eyes and large toothy grin.

"Your Owner, RubberAsian, express posted your leather bondage chastity shorts and locks over here and they arrived this morning before you did. He said to tell you that the keys were sent by slower post and should arrive sometime in a week or so, just in time for you to fly home again, but that I wasn't to let you have them unless you behaved," he growled to emphasize his determination to find a way to keep me chastised the whole time I was in his keeping and for my trip home too.
With that I knew I was pretty much screwed, or rather wouldn't be having much fun doing anything involving those points of my body from mid-thigh to waist.
A leash was then clipped to my collar and another to Boots', and with the "Heel!" command, leashes firmly coiled around his paw, Colin led us both out of the station to the sound of cat-calls and applause from most of the spectators and a few stern looks of reproach from those joyless others for our public performance.
By this time it was already quite a long day for me and I was starting to feel the effects of jet-lag, but despite all that I knew my day was just getting started and let my wagging tail reflect my inner mood.
As we exited the train station it began to dawn on me that the moral of this little tale could be summed up as…

"If you Rub 'ur Asian the wrong way, you're shortly bound to be chastised!"
Aaaaarrgh!

FIN

With apologies to Spider Robinson for the awful puns and to Charles Shultz for the obvious caricatures.   ;)
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[1]  - Canis lupus familiaris,[2] pronounced /ˈkeɪ.nis ˈluːpəs fʌˈmɪliɛəris/,[3] nicknamed: Man's Best Friend
[2]  - ADW Canis lupus familiaris Information
http://animaldiversity.ummz.umich.edu/site/accounts/information/Canis_lupus_familiaris.html
[3]  - /ˈkeɪ.nis ˈluːpəs fʌˈmɪliɛəris/ - WikipediaIPA for English - Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia:IPA_for_English
