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The bathroom was modern and spacious, stylishly appointed in a mixture of arctic white and pastels and larger than the usual en-suite.

But it belonged to only one of the two people occupying it at the time.

And it was not to the male half of the equation.

From his position between her legs, the smooth brown skin of her thighs visible to him as he knelt before her, the usual thought assailed him as he prepared to do what was now required of him on a daily basis.

And on numerous occasions throughout the day.

It was by far the most debilitating and dehumanising requirement of the daily routine expected from him and one that never failed to provoke the same unspoken question in a mind, for the sake of its own preservation and sanity, becoming growingly numbed to the once unimaginable realities of his current situation.

A situation that had been ongoing for over three years now.

And the question itself?

“What would my ex-wife and two daughters say if they could see me at this moment?”

As much as he hated his treacherous ex-wife and his two ingrate adult daughters, the prospect of having them see him in such a position never failed to heighten the sense of shame that was always with him.

Growingly numbed mind or not.

The tinkling of her urine as it splashed into the water awaiting it at the bottom of the bowl played its usual tune of futility and abasement to him and his eyes flicker upwards from those smooth, if not svelte, thighs to take in the hairless labia from behind which her waste was emerging. It was a “box” he knew well. A word he also reserved as an internal description of its owner. “Pussy”, in his view, being a term denoting some amount of intimacy and affection towards both the anatomy in question and the person to whom it belonged.

And were intimacy and affection in her regard to be found anywhere closer than the outer rings of Saturn when he thought of her then he would be less amazed to discover it than the presence of Klingons actually having settled Saturn itself.

“It’s a relationship, Jim, but not as we know it.”

At another time and place, his internal thoughts might have brought a smile to his face, but note HERE and not NOW.

As the last of her waste trickled into the bowl and the brown thighs made to rise with no effort made to reach for the tissue holder at her side, the hairless subcontinent snatch with which she had forced him to become so familiar level now with his tear-filled eyes, he knew what she required of him.

“Surely you aren’t going to do this!!” his thoughts screamed.
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It was, they both knew, her way of reinforcing exactly what they were to each other.

The one an owner.

The other the owned.

As she snapped her fingers by way of giving him her permission to begin, he leaned forward without hesitation and slid his tongue into the hair-free groove before him and began to lap at her.

Cleaning her pussy with his tongue that it might again be pristine after her voiding.

She was, after all, and as she had laughingly told him on so many occasions, nothing if not... GREEN.

And what could be more indicative of a desire for a waste friendly home than an economy with the use of toilet paper?

It was a joke that never seemed to get old for her and, at the same time, never seemed funny at all to the chattel on the wrong end of it.

Not for the first time, and as his nostrils were assailed by a pussy made more fragrant for having him serve it in such an ignominious way, the emasculating taste of her acrid and slightly salty, if thankfully sterile, urine upon his labouring tongue, his thoughts left the imagined thoughts of his ex-wife and daughters’ reactions and, AGAIN, returned to a question to which he had yet to find a satisfactory answer and had a suspicion he never would.

HOW HAD HE ALLOWED THIS TO HAPPEN TO HIM?...
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In the space of seven months I had fallen from a place of relative happiness and contentment into a pit of stress and deep despair.

From feeling on top of the world I had gone to feeling like a piece of dog-turd at the very bottom of the pile.

First it had been my job, a mistake I made in the accounting division of a financial institution that shall remain nameless and resulted not only in my removal from the lucrative position propping up my comfortable life but ensured I would never find work in the same arena again. 

Bankers tend to be quite vengeful when it comes to errors that cost them money.

The second loss I suffered in my own personal whirlwind of domestic sewage was that of Erin. The love of my life who obviously hadn’t, and didn’t, feel the same way toward her husband of the past twenty-three years. A fact she had hidden well, given the two daughters we had created together who were, thankfully, out of the home and living in different areas of the UK following their respective professional careers. That and the long-term female lover who just happened to be a successful London solicitor and was “apart from the fact I love her”, she told me, “better placed to look after me.”

Yeah, right. Until she hits hard times, that is. Then all bets – and vows – are off.

Not sure which surprised me most. Was it the fact Erin could jettison me so easily and without a backward glance? Or was it the knowledge she had been carrying on a lesbian affair for the past eight years of our marriage?

Talk about clueless. I mean, we hadn’t had any sex to speak of for months. And still I suspected nothing.

But then we had been married long enough to have two grown-up daughters so sex was bound to tail off a bit.

Wasn’t it?

How was I to know she was getting it elsewhere?

And from which source?

Mandy and Jessica when I spoke to them were as shocked as me, but they only had one mother, I was reminded, and they would not be cutting off from her. 

I hadn’t asked and hadn’t expected them to, but something in their tacit support and less than vehement criticism of my now former wife – at least once they had recovered from their initial surprise - had me wondering just how far away from the motherlode these particular apples had fallen.

Erin, of course, being the big-hearted former wife she now was, had generously signed over the house she’d had me buy when things were going well. Good of her, you might think, until one took into account the re-mortgages I’d taken out for the girl’s education and re-location to their respective universities in Manchester and Edinburgh. If there was still twenty-thousand in equity on the property was I to sell it, I would have been surprised.

You’re probably asking yourself why I didn’t.

Sell it, I mean.

After all, why would I want to stay in a home with all its memories and history?

Don’t think I hadn’t given it some thought – at least until the decision was taken out of my hands by the Bank holding the mortgage. But the truth was I had worked hard to buy it in the first place. Selling it would simply tell the hateful bitch – which was how I saw her now, you won’t be surprised to hear – I couldn’t cope without her.

To hell with that!

The other problem was that I actually liked the place.

We had bought it new back in 2003. A new build. One of two houses in a small gated development we thought would give us security as well as a modicum of security and a degree of luxury into the bargain. Four bedrooms, each of them en-suite, a spacious conservatory, a dining-room I could use as a study-cum-office, and an integral garage. Situated off the high-street in the village of Eynsford in Kent, it was relatively easy for me to catch a train into Cannon Street for the walk to the Bank’s City HQ and there was a healthy choice of good schools for the girls. 
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Our only neighbours on the development were a childless Indian couple in their mid-thirties with whom we were friendly but did not socialise. He – wouldn’t you know it, and without employing racial stereotyping – owned a small chain of mini-supermarkets while she seemed content to remain at home and take care of things there.

So much for my reasons in staying put.

Or attempting the feat.

Reasons that were made academic when my recent domestic pressures led to the mistake at the Bank and I was let go.

That I was released into an already depressed job-market and could find nothing and nobody willing to even interview me, let alone offer a position, did not brighten my mood any, though the severance package my contract obliged the Bank to give me – despite my error that cost them money – did help.

A small mercy that was soon exhausted.

It was not long before I began to miss the odd monthly mortgage payment. 

And then missed some more.

And so there I sat. In a home empty of wife, children, and the furniture I had sold for buttons in an attempt to stave off the inevitable. In three days’ time I was to be asked/forced to evict myself from the premises and, for the first time in my life, be without a home.

I was, as you may imagine, terrified.

My name is Robert Samuels. I am a man of forty-four years and, at the time of my divorce, was still in reasonably good physical condition with a thick head of only slightly greying hair. 

I have also been told, and on more than one occasion, that I am nice looking. 

At the time in question, I was not only a divorced father of two, but an only child (still am) with no living family, other than a wife who had discarded me, daughters who appeared uninterested, and prospects that seemed non-existent.

My home was shortly to be taken out from under me and I had no means of finding somewhere else to stay or friends or family willing to take me in.

I was not to know it, of course, but some of the above was about to change.

And not for the better.  
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Strangely enough, having never troubled to cultivate an acquaintance, let alone a friendship, and most of mine and Erin’s friends having proved to be her friends only, it was my neighbours - the wife, Navya, to be precise – who lent me an ear upon which to pour out my troubles.

She was, I discovered, an early thirty-something with roots in the Uttar Pradesh, namely the ancient Indian city of Allahabad, sitting at the confluence of the Ganges and Yamuna rivers and housing more than 2.5 million people live inside its metropolitan area; its most famous children include India’s founding prime minister, Jawaharlal Nehru. Navya herself, having been raised in a small village in which over 70% of the population – and she had been one of them – lived in poverty. A Hindu, her English was surprisingly good, if spoken with a thick accent she would never lose. Prowess with her second tongue surprising, given female literacy in the region stood at a miserly 24% level in even her own language. In fact, had it not been for a better off relation who had taught her to speak and write both her own tongue and that of the English, we would not have been conversing at all.

The above fluency, if not enunciation, an important factor for any young woman offering themselves to an Anglo-Indian by way of an arranged marriage and an unhindered journey towards British citizenship. 

The poverty of her upbringing also explaining why her tastes – other than dress at the time – were so rigidly Anglophile. Unlike many of her compatriots, she had no desire to be reminded of her motherland and the cooking smells of her native land could never be detected in a surprisingly minimal and stylish home that was bereft of any ornamentation from the subcontinent.

I could only have imagined – had I not been too preoccupied to expend the energy and summon up the interest – just how desperate the region from whence she sprang must have been and probably still remained.

Standing at a tiny five feet and one inches, she seemed in her saris almost as wide as she was long, though she was at least blessed with hour-glass curves that would, on a taller woman, have been somewhat... sensual. Had, of course, that taller woman been in possession of facial features that had less in common with a bird of prey; even if I grudgingly confessed to myself that they did possess a certain... strength... to them. Her long hair was her best feature and was in keeping with her race, of the deepest black. Yet, rather than wear it loose to soften the somewhat predatory effect of her features, she preferred to keep it scraped from her face and tied at the back. That, along with her insistence on wearing her native Indian costume, did her, in my opinion, no favours whatsoever.

But then, grateful as I was to unburden myself to a sympathetic ear, and not wishing to sound... xenophobic, her race and its culture had never made much in the way of appeal to me.

Not socially, and certainly not sexually.  

As much as I was grateful for her company and her support at the time, she remained of no sexual interest to me whatsoever.

Though I was not to know just how swiftly that perception would change.

Just the same, it was not long before she felt comfortable enough with me to insist upon my visiting each morning for coffee. And it was not long after that when she began to speak more freely of her own social and marital situation. Of course, in keeping with most people going through troubles of their own, I was too concerned about my own problems to really concentrate on those of hers I found piddling in comparison, though if she noticed nothing was said.

Her marriage to Ramesh Chakraborty, she told me without pretension, had changed her life and she had sworn she would never return to her homeland and the life of poverty she had known whilst there. She also told me, much to my discomfort at the time, being somewhat private about such matters, that their marriage was pretty much a sexless partnership and that her husband’s “Passions” lay elsewhere. Having all but told me her husband was gay, she then went on to explain that he had only married her because a wealthy and somewhat traditional uncle back in their homeland was adamant his considerable estate would pass to Ramesh only if he was married to a good Indian girl at the time of his death.

At the time of our getting together, Navya had explained, the uncle had indeed shuffled off the coil and Ramesh would be flying out to India in the next day or two to hear the reading of the will.

“Lucky bastard!” I remember thinking, envious to the point of jealousy that I had no one in my line likely to offer me the same hereditary courtesy.

“I will be taking over the running of his stores,” she had told me in her heavily accented English, my surprise obvious because she allowed herself a small laugh that was out of keeping with her usually serious manner.

“Do not be so surprised, Robert. Keeping a clean and tidy home for my husband is not my only interest.”

“I didn’t mean to imply that...” I protested, suddenly worried I had given offence and might be about to lose the one friendly ear I had on the planet – an ear, moreover, that was about to take over the running of a chain of mini-marts and might be inclined to offer her down on his luck neighbour a job.

Any job!

Especially as I got the impression she did not mix with many of my own race and, not to be pompous, took a certain amount of pride from our acquaintance.

Not to mention the fact I had a feeling she was attracted to me.

Even Erin had commented on many an occasion, before ditching me for her “Lebanese” solicitor, that is, that the “little Indian woman across the road has a thing for you”.

Never a mercenary or venal person by nature, it was, under the circumstances, only natural I would seek to use the knowledge, suspicion, call it what you will, for my own necessarily desperate ends.

“I am not offended,” she said, raising a hand to cut off my protestations of innocence. “You are not to know of the business qualifications I have gained through your Open University, And, having heard from my own lips of my ‘deprived’ background, it is hardly surprising you would think of me as nothing more than a simple Indian housewife.”

“I certainly didn’t think that,” I lied.

The expression on those avian features told me she was not convinced.

And, if I read her right, neither did she care.

“But forget that, Robert,” she began, expression serious. “You have not said if you have had any success in finding yourself a new position?”

I shrugged, defeatedly, hoping to win her sympathy and soften her up when I asked about the possibility of employment with her husband’s business.

“That is most worrying for you,” she said with a grave shake of the head.

“It is,” I agreed. “My department at the bank was understaffed and overworked and, as supervisor, it fell to me to take up the slack. They knew the pressure I was under and yet just one easily made mistake and they let me go.”

My own expression was bitter, tracing all my current woes as I did back to my dismissal.

“Seventeen years of service and they kicked me out.” 

I clicked my fingers:

“Just like that!”

“Erin told me your ‘easily made mistake’ cost them over three million sterling in recovery fees.”

It was not a question and I wondered when she had spoken to the unsuspected lesbian who was now very much my former wife.

“I... I don’t think it was anywhere near that amount,” I lied again, knowing the figure was nearer five-million.

“One million or three, it was a tidy sum to lose and explain to the bank’s shareholders, Robert,” she insisted. “And as you well know, sewage as well as rainwater runs downhill. The nature of that which we find ourselves up to the neck in is dependent upon the gravity of the mistake and the culpability of the one who made it. There is nothing new here.”

I nodded, preparing to lay the groundwork and ask about a job from her:

“You’re right, Pressure or not, it was my mistake and I have to hold my hands up to making it. But...”

I threw my arms wide:

“It’s just that my work-record was unblemished before that and I still have so much to offer. Just my luck that I made the mistake when the job market is at its shittiest.”

Her expression darkened and I recalled her telling me of her dislike of bad or inappropriate language.

“Forgive me, Navya. I didn’t mean to be so crude. It’s just...”

“You are feeling desperate,” she finished for me. “But bad language will not make the situation any easier. You must look upon the positives. As you say, you still have much to offer a prospective employer and the job market will not always be so.... Unfriendly. Things will turn around for you if you remain patient.”

“But that’s the problem, Navya. I haven’t the time to remain patient. Unless I find five-thousand pounds in mortgage arrears and a way to pay the mortgage after that, I’ll be out of my home. I’ve already been served with an eviction order. If I don’t find the outstanding money and a new job by the end of the month, I’ll be...”

I allowed my voice to trail off, as if the word “Homeless” exiting my lips was all it took to bring such a condition about.

“I’ve applied for everything,” I went on. “Jobs so far below my experience and pay-scale they are almost at minimum-wage. And I’ve still to manage the achievement of being granted an interview!”

I lowered my head despondently and I assure you that no acting was required.

My next complaint was aimed at the ceramic floor tiles of her stylish and immaculate kitchen as we sat with our coffees.

“I can’t even get work collecting supermarket trolleys!”

“That must be extremely depressing,” she agreed, sat opposite in a cerise sari and matching trousers in a flimsy linen, in a home that was bought and paid for and with no financial worries.

My clumsy reference to supermarkets, and the business she was soon to be heading up for her absent husband, not having the desired effect of triggering her into a job offer.

There was nothing for it:

“Look, Navya. I think you know enough of me to see that I’m hardworking and trustworthy.”

“Yes,” she said, a little puzzled.

“I mean, is there any chance...? You know...?”

She stared at me blankly, plump yet predatory and avian features either pretending to be mystified or looking that way because they were.

“What I’m saying, Navya, is do you think you could find something for me in one of your supermarkets?”

“Oh!”

“I’d take anything, and do anything.” I rushed on, made less than optimistic for her somewhat flat exclamation. “You’d.... You’d really be helping me.”

Her sigh was my answer before her words confirmed it.

“Robert, I really do wish to help, but I am afraid working in one of Ramesh’s supermarkets is simply not an option for you.”

“But...”

She held up a hand to forestall my protests and I fell silent, crestfallen as what had seemed like my last chance slid into the sewage at the bottom of the hill she had spoken of earlier.

“I am afraid I have already taken the liberty of speaking to my husband about just that possibility,” she told me.

“But surely with my age and experience, he...?”
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“Ramesh is very, how do you say, correct and extremely demanding when it comes to those he would employ.”

I bristled under what I saw as an insult as she went on. It was bad enough to be kow-towing for work to these people. But to actually be told by them that one didn’t meet their standards? It was enough to transform one into a UKIP sympathiser. That and the accompanying lobotomy, of course.

“To my knowledge he has never taken on an employee whose references and employment record have not been perfect as well as easily checked. He is most particular on that score, having been swindled out of money before by less than scrupulous employees in the past.”

But I...”

“Yes, Robert. I know you are scrupulously honest and I have explained this to Ramesh. But he has set himself certain rules on the way to run his business and will not deviate from them. For anybody.”

“I understand, Navya,” I told her, desperation reaching crisis levels. “In an ideal world I would run a business of mine in just the same way. But...”

I gave her my most frank, non-competitive, and disarming smile:

“But you said it yourself. You will be running the business while he is away and...”

“Are you asking me to go against my husband
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