
Get off the Porch

––––––––

INTRODUCTION

You ever notice how every yard’s got its own rules?

Not the human rules — those don’t mean a damn thing out here.

I’m talking about real rules.

Porch rules.

Yard rules.

Dog rules. See, this porch right here?

This is my command center.

My throne.

My observation deck where I watch the chaos 
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unfold like some kind of four-legged neighborhood god.

And every day, without fail, somebody does something stupid enough to make me consider retiring early. You got Chloe dropping revenge turds like she’s running a mafia turd operation

You got Big Janice stomping around in that cream-eggshell-whatever vest like she’s the Michelin Man’s cousin. Looks like it.

You got Hector prancing in here — a visitor, mind you — acting like he owns the deed to the yard because his human’s hooking up with the babysitter’s human.

And don’t even get me started on Vex.

That dog’s got more static in her brain than a busted TV antenna.Humans think they run things.

Cute.

Real cute.

They don’t even know half the politics happening 

right under their noses.

They’re too busy tripping over their own feet, spilling kibble, and making questionable life choices daily.  So yeah — this is my porch.

My yard.

My story.

And if you’re gonna stand here, you better be ready, because out here?You either run the porch...

or you get off it.
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CHARACTERS 
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Chloe — The Beige Sweater-Hating Grandma GangsterBreed: Chihuahua mixAge Vibe: “I’ve seen some things.”Look: Beige with 

antique-cream splotches; slowly turning grey like a storm cloud with opinions and repercussions 

Personality: Moody, dramatic, petty

Signature Move: Revenge-pooping on Big Red’s foot. Its the best.

Role in Pack: The cranky elder who thinks she’s the alpha but is actually just old and delusional 

Fatal Flaw: Sweaters. Will commit crimes over sweaters.

Theme Song: Hit that bitch with a bottle 

Janice / Big Janice — The Puffy-Vest Potato Tank

Breed: Full-blood Bully

Look: Orange + white + “cream-eggshell-ish” vest she refuses to take off

Body Type: Big-boned and unbothered

Personality: Chill until she’s not; judgmental aunt energy

Signature Move: Side-eyeing everyone like she pays their mortgage

Role in Pack: The heavyweight enforcer who doesn’t enforce anything unless absolutely necessary 

Fatal Flaw: Snacks

Theme Song: Lowrider 

Hector — The Prancing Dingleberry Diplomat

Breed: Poodle (visitor, not resident)

Look: Permanently brown butt fur (we don’t judge, but we notice)

Personality: Delusional confidence; prances like he’s auditioning for lead role in The Nutcracker 

Signature Move: Acting like he is going to actually  do something about his human  hooking up with the babysitter’s human

Role in Pack: The outsider who thinks he’s inside

Fatal Flaw: Chronic Dingleberry Syndrome

Theme Song: Something I've  got candy

Mack — The Kangal Landlord With Authority Issues

Breed: Kangal

Look: Big, imposing, “I run this place” energy

Personality: Grumpy, dramatic, secretly loves belly rubs

Signature Move: Acting like HDIC (Head Dog in Charge) even though this pack is chaos incarnate

Role in Pack: The landlord who hates her tenants

Fatal Flaw: She obese and cant breathe

PrideTheme Song: Eye of the Tiger 
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Karma — The Mastiff-Pit Muscle With a Soft Center

Breed: Mastiff/Pit mixLook: Big, intimidating, secretly a marshmallow

Personality: Loyal, protective, tired of everyone’s 

nonsense

Signature Move: Silent judgmentRole in Pack: The muscle

Fatal Flaw: Chloe

Theme Song: Mickey Mouse playhouse song

Harley — The Wiry Red Nose Acrobat

Breed: Red nose pit

Look: Lean, spring-loaded

Personality: Hyper, excitable, jumps like gravity is optional

Signature Move: Vertical takeoffRole in Pack: The ADHD cousin

Fatal Flaw: Doors, fences, anything jumpable

Theme Song: Vanilla Ice- Ice Ice Baby
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Vex / Vexcelia — The Anime-Named Chaos Gremlin

Breed: Wirey mystery mix

Look: Twitchy, jittery, always mid-side-quest

Personality: Nervous, unpredictable, sweet but scrambled

Signature Move: Jaw-side-to-side tweaker shuffle

Role in Pack: The wildcard

Fatal Flaw: Reality

Theme Song: Is anybody out there?

Steve — The Narrator, Rapper, and Only Sane One 

Here (Allegedly)

Breed: Unknown — but the attitude is pure East LA attitude

Look: Doesn’t matter. The voice carries the room.

Personality: Sarcastic, observant, dramatic, self-appointed alpha

Signature Move: Rapping about his trauma

Role in Pack: The storyteller

Fatal Flaw: EgoTheme Song: His own mixtape
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CHAPTER 1 Welcome to the Porch
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The porch is where everything starts.Not the yard.

Not the fence line.

Not the patch of dirt Hector keeps pretending is “neutral territory.”

No — the porch is the heart of this whole operation. From up here, I see everything.

Every tail twitch.

Every bad decision.

Every humans stupid decision that makes me question how they survived long enough to adopt any of us.  This porch is my throne.

My lookout tower.

My personal stage where I judge the world and the world gives me plenty of material to do that. Chloe waddles out first, like she’s the queen of 

England and this porch is Buckingham Palace.

She gives me that side-eye — the one that says she’s already mad about something that hasn’t even happened yet.

That’s Chloe for you.

She was born irritated.

A professional grudge holder if ever there ever was one.

A beige-and-cream color  menace with a senior-citizen attitude problem. Then there’s Big Janice.

You can hear her before you see her.

Heavy paws. Huffing and puffing like  she's a choochoo train or a chain somoker of 40 years.

Vest swishing like she’s wearing a parachute.Not the Hammr pants.

She climbs onto the porch like gravity personally offended her this morning. Just plops down.

She plops down with a grunt that shakes the boards, then stares at the yard like it owes her 

money for the mowing she will never do.  We'll come back to that. Yard mowing is a touchy subject around these parts. Harley shoots past us like a bottle rocket someone lit by accident from the buy 1 get 3 free bin ast Wild Willy fireworks stand.

Vex follows behind her, jittering like she’s had five to many pots of coffee and is  buffering in real time. 

Quit it! I want to bark at her but I am a lady so its frowned upon by my human.you should see how she makes me chew my food. 

Karma sits in the doorway, watching all of us like she's aTop Secret agent. Her master plan would be not to do anything. At all. We don't and won't know what her plan is nor do we care about it. She is the only one without a functioning brain cell so we just, well we dont pay her no mind. If anything she's not one  contributing  to the "one braincell" we all make up between us.  At least 
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thats what I hear our humans saying.And me?

I’m sitting right here at the top of the top step, chest out, my ears are  up, making sure everyone knows the rules. Knows im here with a bark here and a bark bark over there too. That didn’t make real since but it  is was it is.

Most days theres no smoke.

Rule number one:

If you’re on the porch, you better act like you your humans in the house attached to it or one neighboring houses. No Exceptions.

Rule number two:

If you don’t belong here, you better  get on up outta here. Don't let the door split yard where good Lord split ya.

Get off the porch. 

Simple.

Clean.

Effective. But every day — every single day — someone breaks those simple simple  rules.

Usually Hector.

Sometimes Not.

Usually not. But  his human all day long.

Occasionally Vex, but she doesn’t know she’s doing it. We know how her "weird special" ass is so usually we let it slide. The porch, see the porch is where the stories start.  Its where the  day begins and  where most days it ends.

Its where the drama brews. Gossip amongst us starts and  usually its about the neighborhood shit show we live in.  Human not not human it doesnt make no difference to us.If you step to our turf either way we will growl, hiss, fart, or sometimes in severe circumstances, we will bite you.  Mind you that is If and only If  that has to be how it has to be.wow i just sounded like Kamaka Harris im must have had drinks with lunch.

We arent psycic or have superpowers like most humans think. But  back to where I was.

If and only if  needed but usually its pretty chill around our neck of the woods. Sometimes we get a few stray or  stragglers in and out of here. 

This is when and where the pack gathers before  chaos. This is " The Porch" are humans even got us sign saying that too so..  And sometimes we stop to  get our stories straight if needed here on the trusted porch.  And today?

Oh, today’s gonna be one of those days.

I can feel it in my whiskers. what the? When did i get a grey whisker see what you all are doing to me. Your making me gray. As i was saying before the  theres a Grey whisker ordeal 

Its not like I go to the Woodstock and be "

Woof woof woof" and they have any idea of what im saying and throw me beads.  See when the porch is quiet...

that’s when trouble’s already been brewing for who knows how long or where the smokes coming from until it makes its way to The Porch.
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