PSA by Todd Little

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET BETWEEN TWO HOUSES – AFTERNOON
At the right house, the owner, an everyday looking gentleman watches from the front steps as his two boys wrestle and horseplay on the lawn.  Under the shade of a tree on the lawn close to the boys, a neutered, visibly overweight female husky, Dextra, watches them as well.    Panting happily, she gets to her feet, lumbers over to the boys, and tackles the one on top, rousing a scream of objection from the brother pins below them.  The two boys than double team Dextra to get her pinned as the focus goes to the left house.

EXT. MCGREGOR’S HOUSE  FRONT YARD – AFTERNOON
Crowd of male dogs mingling on the front yard and around the perimeter of the McGregor’s house, with a line formed at the door.

INT. MCGREGOR’S HOUSE LIVING ROOM – AFTERNOON
CHUCK MCGREGOR, the husband and primary owner of Grace, a non-neutered female Papillion, leans over the back of the couch and peaks outside and the crowd on the front lawn through window.  He then turns his attention to Grace, whistling to her and tapping his lap in attempt to get her to come to him.  Grace is yapping, running in circles, and scratching at the door trying to get out.
CHUCK

Well, well.  Definitely a lot of suitors this time, girl.

(beat)

Hmmm, No.  Lots of suitors, but I still don’t see any pappies out there.

(beat)

Sorry, girl.
Grace looks at him skeptically, rolls her eyes and then runs over and onto the stairs where her leash and collar is.  As she puts them on she talks to the camera confidingly.

GRACE

Hello, there.  I’m Grace, of the McGregor family, and I’m in heat.

(beat)

If I was a wild animal left to my own devices, there wouldn’t be much choice but mine in the outcome, but I’m a pet, and not a very finicky one, so, well let be show you what I’m up against.
Grace goes back to Chuck with the collar around her neck and the handle of the leash in her mouth.  Paws at Chuck, begging.




CHUCK

Now, now.  Girl.  You know you can’t just run out and do it with just any dog that comes to the door.  You’re a purebred Papillion.  I’ve got the papers to prove it, and so help me, I will get you bred with another.


GRACE


(to camera, anxious)

You see, due to my intact womb, I’ve become a prisoner of this house until my heat blows over and the males leave.  It’s become a battle of wits to keep me in and the males out whenever any of the humans want to come into or leave the house.  I can’t even go outside to get exercise and relieve myself properly.  I’m becoming more neurotic and aggressive by the minute, and it’s all his fault.

Grace drops the leash, bites his pants leg and starts tugging on it.

GRACE

Why won’t you spay me!


CHUCK

No.  Bad, girl.  Not until I find the right one for you.  Just think of how happy and fulfilled you’ll be once you have some purebred pups of your own.
Grace stops and looks at him annoyed and curiously.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MONOCHROMATIC LIVING ROOM - MIDDAY

Chuck as an anthro Great Dane, with a pipe, leisure suit, slippers, smoking jacket, and newspaper sitting in easy chair.

INT. TECHNICOLOR KITCHEN – MIDDAY

Bustling kitchen with ironing board and iron out and a basket of clothes for the laundry.  Largely gravid anthro Grace in nothing but apron and nightgown cooking food as a dozen and a half little anthro Dane and pappy pups run around her, tug on her tail, and fight and cry amongst themselves.  Great Dane Chuck can be seen through the open kitchen doorway and is oblivious to what’s going on.
Grace looks at the pups surrounding her, then Chuck, and finally the camera.

GRACE

And yet, for some reason I don’t feel fulfilled and happy.  Go figure.
WIPE TO:

INT. MCGREGOR’S HOUSE KITCHEN – AFTERNOON
Peeved, Grace runs into the kitchen, where Sue, still in her office clothes, is searching for a skillet to start dinner.




GRACE

Please talk some sense into him before I start chewing on more than his clothing.


SUE

Oh, poor girl.  Is daddy denying your romping with the boys again?

(beat)

Honey?  Honey, look at her.  She’s desperate.  Why don’t you just let her out this one time and let her have her fun?  She can have your coveted purebreds next time.
Grace, holds the leash up like a noose as she addresses the camera.

GRACE

You hear that.  She thinks what’s going in inside me is ‘fun’.  What follows is the non-human equivalent of lust…
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. KITCHEN - MIDDAY

Chuck walks in with a champagne bottle, casually twisting a corkscrew into the top.

Sue cooking Grace, who’s in S&M slave gear, sitting on a skillet having her bottom sautéed on an open flame as a grandfather clock gongs out on the countertop.  There’s a female cat watching her from outside on the windowsill.
Grace, yells over the din

GRACE

Ooo, ooo.  Oh God, yes.  Yes, I’m sooo in heat.  Oh, what a wonderfully agonizing and erotically gut-wrench event this is.
Grace, reaches out her forepaws to choke the glazed eyed and smirking Sue.  Cat looking curiously in the direction of Chuck off-screen.



GRACE

*grrr* You’d be desperate to do it too if you felt like this, lady.  Jeez, I’d like to see how happy you’d be if you had no personal choice in having sex and offspring…

Grace looks over at Chuck, who’s cursing under his breath as he tries with all his might unsuccessfully to pull the cork out




GRACE

…and hell, I won’t even bring up what the romp is really like.


FELINE ON SILL
Just be glad you’re not a feline.

The cat says, looking over her shoulder and jumping away.  Fleeing queen followed shortly after by a tom holding a caterwauling wire stripper like a psychopath.

Chuck is sitting at the kitchen table, glaring at the champagne bottle, upright on the table like a centerpiece, his head in his hands.  The corkscrew is left in as Chuck looks at Grace and Sue, and shrugs dejectedly.  Sue’s finally put the pan down, and Grace looks frustrated and miserable.



GRACE

Indeed.
WIPE TO:

INT. KITCHEN - AFTERNOON

Grace shutters, looks at Sue, and then walks away aloof.

INT. LIVING ROOM – AFTERNOON

Back in the living room with Chuck, Grace overhears the mailman talking to Chuck through the front door as he slips the mail through the slot.

MAILMAN

Chuck.  Have you seen what it’s like out here, man.


(beat)

Maybe you should get Grace spayed.

Grace looks at Chuck hopefully.  Chuck pats Grace reassuringly.

CHUCK

(to Grace)

Don’t worry, girl.  I’d never do that to you.

(to mailman)

Why would I want to do that?  Certainly you know better than anyone that pets become meaner and more likely to bite you when they’re snipped.

CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT YARD – AFTERNOON

Mailman looks at all the dogs around him, questionably.  All the male dogs around mailman look at each other; some accusingly, some in disagreement, and some guiltily.  
SUE

(heard through wall)

Don’t forget that if Grace got fixed, she’d be less protective of us and our home.

All the dogs scoff.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Grace stalking towards closed curtain of running shower. There’s a patch over her crotch and she’s holding a knife a la Psycho.  Grace looks curiously at the knife, drops it, and shakes her head in disagreement as she addresses the camera.



GRACE

I think I speak for a all pets in saying I’m not going to hate you for snipping me.  Hell, if anything, I’ll be much less agitated and aggressive towards you.  It’ll also make it all the more easier for me to think clearly about your needs.  If I could, considering what it’s like not to be neutered, I’d do it myself.
(beat)

If I was a professional, that is.
WIPE TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Sue mentions to Chuck about Billy wanting a puppy of his own, and to think of how thankful he’d be and how much Chuck could save by just letting Grace out.  Grace comments on how Billy doesn’t take part in the general care of her.
Chuck walking in hallway, Grace on his head like a toupee.  There’s a squeak.  Tilt down to floor strewn with tiny dogs, sitting, standing, and laying down.  Chuck angrily, holding up the pug he stepped on, shaking it with his gestures.  “Billy, how many times have I told you to put your toys away when you’re done playing with them?”  Dissolve to Billy begrudgingly chucking toy dogs into a toy box, Grace lying on the lid looking over it sadly.  They yelp and look out of the box, begging.  Billy maliciously closes the box lid on them, invoking yelps from within, and walks away mumbling.  Grace watches him leave and then looks at the camera and tisks.

Grace: “We’re not playthings you can just put away or forget when you like.”

Fed up with the adults, Grace goes up to Beth’s room.
Beth, the teenage daughter, is on the phone talking to one of her friends about how she could get a good amount of money for selling Grace’s puppies if Chuck found a mate for Grace.
Grace gestures a tragic thought about that.

Grace is greatly pregnant to the point of almost being comically so, with her limbs braced and chained up as she sits on a nest with water and feeding tubes dangling down to her.  She’s grunting and groaning as her puppies drop onto a conveyer belt below the nest to mix with other pups.  Next scene is of a quality control agent picking out several pups out of the visible crowded row and putting them in a cage.  This is followed by a scene of remaining puppies sliding down off screen, followed by a belch of flames.  Cut to cage in pet shop with pups eager, and dissolve to same cage time later, pups older and bored with a couple missing.  Store owner looks at them, taps the cage, and then pulls a handle next to it.  The bottom drops out as there’s the sound of flushing, the pups howling and yipping, swirl and drop down and out.  Owner replaces cage with new one of new, energetic pups.
Beth and Grace pop up in foreground with pet shop scene as a backdrop.  Beth is giddy, her pockets and fists stuffed with cash.  Grace looks sadly over her shoulder at the scene, then aloof at Beth, and finally looks angrily at the screen.  “We’re pets.  Peeeets.  Not farm animals.  We’re a luxury, they’re a commodity.  Know the difference, humans.  Please.”

Beth coyly comments on how Chuck and Sue think Grace having puppies will teach Beth about responsibility, sex, and motherhood.  Grace wipes her face in frustration and disgust.
Sue and Chuck on couch watching television.  Beth, largely gravid, walks in and stops behind Sue.

Beth: “Mom.  Dad.  Guess what?  I’m having quintuplets.”
Chuck and Sue look at each other in surprise and then they turn around to look Beth over.

Sue, almost ready to burst into tears, arms outstretched to Beth: “Not even old enough to vote and our baby’s already got a full house in the oven?”

Chuck and Sue are ecstatic.

Chuck, stroking Beth’s distended belly: “Ooo, good girl.  That’s the way to keep the McGregor population strong”
Sue, sly grin and a wink, still in tears of joy: “That’s wonderful.  I knew if you tried enough times, it’d happen.  And quints... that’s… oh, I’m so proud of you.”
Grace, holding and petting a guinea pig: “Wonder if Chuck’s going to ask her if her bedfellow was her own race or not… but seriously.  If you want to use reference, use a book, talk to them yourself.  Please don’t use us as your guinea pigs.”
Guinea pig squeaks and nods in agreement.
Grace goes to Billy’s room.  Billy is looking out the window at Dextra.  Billy picks Grace up and shows Dextra to her.
“Dad says that’s what would happen to you if you were neutered.  Yuck, right?”

Grace looks at him judgmentally, then rolls her eyes, embarrassed.

Fade into wide shot view of a talk show stage.  Grace walks over to and jumps onto the couch.  She, sitting on one side of the couch, watches as Dextra, with warmers on her arms and legs, walkman around her pudgy midriff, headphones around her swine-like neck, and a headband, waddles over, with a bowl in her mouth.  Dextra sets the bowl onto the couch and then slides and clambers her way onto the couch.
Grace: “What you got there, Dextra?”

Dextra: “Yummy table scraps.”
Grace: “Ah…” glances skeptically at camera for a beat, “So, Dextra, I hear that neutering makes a pet fat and lazy.”

Dextra: “That’s right, Grace.  That’s what happened.  You see, my owner wasn’t really up on the idea of fixing me, but he’d heard from somewhere that it was the right thing to do.”
Grace, raising an eyebrow: “Your vet maybe.”

Dextra: “Oh.  Yeah, I think that’s who… Well, I was more emotionally balanced and content when I got them removed, but he was always nervous, so I became concerned with him, too.”

Grace: “I bet he thought you were going to hate him and be less protective of him for getting you neutered.”

Dextra, sitting up on back: “What?  No way.  Why would he think that?”  Grace shrugs and glances skeptically at the camera again. “Well, things did get better, but then next thing I knew I was putting on the weight.”
Grace pokes Dextra’s belly: “Hmm.  I see.  And I take it your owner regulates the amount of food you eat and still takes you out for walkies?”

D: “Regulates the amount of food I eat?

Grace: “You know… How much and how often do you eat?”

Dextra: “Oh, well that depends on whose around when I get the notion to eat something.”

Grace: “I see… Are you still taken out twice daily for a brisk walk for a couple hours?”

Dextra: “Well, I’ve been getting these cramps and aches, and I pant a lot more than I used to, so it’s been slowed down and shortened a bit… Still, I look forwards to it, always have.  He even came up with this new game we play together since after the neutering.”

Dextra lumbers to the vender as owner jogs back and forth multiple times between her and vender coaxing her on.  He orders, buys, and feeds her two bacon cheeseburgers and pats her as she munches on them.

Grace to camera, whispering with paw shielding mouth as Dextra happily wolfs down the bowl of table scraps “The whims and actions of you owners never cease to amaze me. *sigh* No, there’s little to no direct connection between neutering and weight gain, but unfounded guilt has been shown to add poundage and pain and shorten our lives.”
Grace standing on roof top in front of Billy’s open window.  Below her a crowd of panting males are chanting, “Do it.  Do it.  Do it.”  Billy, at the window, looking mischievous.
Grace: “Well, I’m doomed, but your pet doesn’t have to be.  It’s your responsibility as an owner to know the truth and stop further over-population by neutering your pet.”  Jumps off.
Start of credits with title, “Please ‘spay’ and neuter your pets, for their benefit and your peace of mind.”
Grace, furless, pale-skinned, and wearing a baseball cap, with a sign listing cancerous diseases (mammary tumors, cystic ovaries) and STD’s (urogenital tract infection, Brucellosis, venereal tumors) over her crotch: “Oh, one more thing.  If nothing else, do it to prevent all the nasty diseases we can get if you don’t, not to mention that, no, we’re no less exempt from STD’s as you are”

Credits finish.

