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In the park, Jasper kept his nose to the ground, sniffing at sodden leaves, taking in the 

smells of other dogs’ bowels, and brooding over bitches’ piss. As he moved, his balls 

wobbled. When he sighted another dog, he’d bolt before being snapped back by his 

leash. 

The Boxer stayed ahead of the couple. 

‘Have you noticed that lump on him, there?’ Julie pointed between Jasper’s legs. 

‘That’s one of his nuts.’ 

‘No, I know that. Next to it.’ She kept pointing at the dog’s ballbag. 

‘His other testicle?’ 

‘Come here, Jasper.’ When he got to her, she cupped his warm scrotum with one 

hand and pointed to the lump. Jasper looked quite pleased. ‘There. Now do you see it.’ 

Julie released them. ‘Do you think it might be … you know, the C-word.’ 

Dean’s thoughts immediately went to cunt, but that wasn’t right. ‘You don’t 

have to say “the C-word”. Just say cancer, he doesn’t know what it is.’ 

‘You should get it checked. We might finally have to get him neutered.’ 

Dean had meant to years ago. Steve the Butcher said he’d do it for free. 

He’d said he’d be able to sell it to the Chinese down the road. A real delicacy. 

Dean had laughed it off, though it made him question a few things Steve sold. 

Looking back, it would have been the best thing. Jasper had caused some trouble with 

the neighbours when he broke into their garden and fucked their Shih Tzu, Precious. 

Given a chance, he’d have tried it with number twelve’s tomcat. A hole’s a hole to a 

dog. 

Jasper wasn’t in the best books with Julie. He’d shagged the stuffing out of her 

collectable plush panda. She gave in to the dog, letting him keep it. She said it was 

tainted. Which meant you couldn’t just sew it up and sell it on. He’d gnarled its ears, 

swallowed an eye, and thrown it around a few times. The dog liked it rough. The panda 

looked on with a one-eyed thousand-yard stare. There was a reason its kind was going 

extinct.  

Some dogs humped legs. Jasper wasn’t that kind of dog. He loved holes, digging 

them, fucking them, smelling them, seeing them. 

They kept walking, mulling over Jasper’s castration. They brought coffees to 

keep their hands warm and picked up Jasper’s shit too; which did the same. And the 

squirrels were lucky enough to evade Jasper’s advances. 


