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Chapter One: The Damp Patch
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Malcolm stared ruefully at the crotch of his gray slacks and the wet patch that was developing south-west of the zipper. Slowly, but surely, a dark circle of pee no bigger than a man’s wedding ring was widening and threatening to engulf his groin. 

‘Why do these things happen to me?’ He thought. 

The pants had only recently come into his life. He discovered them after visiting every thrift shop in the neighborhood. They were immaculate, a perfect fit, and best of all, the price was right. Hadn’t the woman in the shop told him she knew the guy who owned them? He’d died the week earlier, but not before insisting that all his clothes be dry-cleaned before donating to charity. So, she could speak to their freshness. Now look at what happened! And it’s nobody’s fault but his own. 

Malcolm Tripp had to face it. Being an elderly man was a tough gig, and his pecker was the working against him. Shake it, tug it, squeeze it – a liquid lottery. Some days dry, but many not. Today the damp patch was obstinately refusing to dry out, giving testament not only to his incontinence but also to which side he dressed on! The whole world would now see that he was left-handed. 

Unsteadily, the retired teacher got to his feet and wandered over to the fireplace where he offered his moist groin to the heat. Before long, the offending patch was steaming away and reminding him of childhood when, it seemed, such clothes-wetting events were far from rare. To be honest, this whole mess was Miriam Stead’s fault.

The interfering old busy body and colleague had pestered him relentlessly for months. ‘You will come to the teachers’ reunion, won’t you?’ 

Malcolm hated social events like these and never attended. Most of the male teachers had died off or gone into hiding, only the women remained. But he’d run out of convincing reasons to refuse, so Miriam got her way and set a date. All he needed to do was find something appropriate to wear.

The last thing Malcolm needed right now was interruption, but that’s just what he got. The telephone rang. Hating modern technology, he’d installed the landline in the coldest part of the house, namely the hall. This ensured he kept the call as short, and cheap as possible, especially if he was making it. 

But he did have Caller ID and saw at once that it was none other than Dave Heinz. Malcolm rarely welcomed his company, but at the same time he could not resist the masochistic thrill of being made to feel inferior by a man who constantly reminded him how much more he’d achieved. Dave was in the area; could he drop by? Sure. Today, okay? Say fifteen minutes? 

What? The panic in Malcolm’s voice was evident. This didn’t deter Heinz who, even at that moment, was adjusting his satnav to Lilac Oval. ‘Don’t worry about refreshments, Malc. I’ll bring the coffee and cookies; we couldn’t eat yours.’ 

‘How rude!’ Muttered the miserly Yorkshireman, secretly relieved that his Victoria Chocolate Assortment, buried in the larder, would live to see another day.

Malcolm knew he should attempt a small amount of tidying up, but his steaming pants remained the primary concern. Pulling off the putrid garment he positioned the fireguard next to the gas fire, then draped his chinos over it, crotch area closest to the heat. Perhaps now he could get on with cleaning up the kitchen. 

What a mess! Last night was Curry Night. Bathing in the Ganges was more appealing and fragrant than his kitchen right now. So, he opened the window, cleared away the foil cartons, and tried to remove lurid yellow saffron stains from the countertop. 

Heinz had made good time and was pulling onto Malcolm’s driveway. He turned off the ignition, then made a great show of unloading a large Starbucks bag, full of delicious coffee and fresh pastries. The house door opened, and Dave Heinz stared down at Malcolm, whose nude, pipe cleaner legs were fully on show. 

‘Is that how you normally welcome guests?’ Smarmed the alpha male.

His host, not so much hard of hearing as hard of listening, ignored this and, smelling the warm pastries, grabbed the bag. ‘You shouldn’t have; I could have made us coffee for a fraction of what this cost.’ 

Heinz knew only too well what Malcolm’s meager catering was like and changed the subject. ‘I’ve just come back from the States. I was staying with Rory and Megan, my friends in Massachusetts. Well, what an amazing time we had! They’re the best. I met them last year at Davos. We were attending ‘The Rich Just Got Richer’ conference with globalist Klaus Krank. Man, he was inspirational! He even signed a postcard for me, showing one of his private jets. What a guy! Kept calling me ‘Sucker,’ but I think it’s because English is not his first language. 

Rory, Megan, and I had a great time. They live in New England, in a tiny village, Witches Hole, not far from Boston. I’d been invited by The Guardian to do a piece about the upcoming election. They wanted a bit of local color and some unbiased perspective from a solidly blue community.’ 

Throughout this, Heinz avoided eye contact with Malcolm, who never discussed politics with him. The visitor had brought something nice to eat, so Malcolm finished off the Cherry Danish and brushed the crumbs onto his legs, the pastry flakes settling on his flight socks. 

Dave seized the moment, pointing at the socks. ‘You see, just like that. I was telling them about you, and your odd ways. They couldn’t believe it. I said, ‘He’s still got his first penny. He’s practically a millionaire but he uses old newspapers to wipe his ass, makes soup out of bacon rinds and ...’ 

Malcolm raised his hand in protest. His guest helped himself to another coffee. 

‘I told them that the furthest you’ve ever been is Manchester, and I don’t mean Manchester, Massachusetts. But they were adamant they wanted to meet you and to see the Hush Puppies your uncle left you. The oldest pair surviving anywhere on planet earth.’ 

Heinz rocked with laughter at the recollection, then stopped. ‘Malc, can you smell something burning?’

‘Oh hell!’ Malcolm staggered to his feet and burst into the smoke-filled living room just in time to stop the pants from bursting into flames. They were ruined, burned to a crisp, and as he stroked the affected area, his fist went clean through the cloth, leaving a hole the size of a small coaster. His chinos were now the reverse equivalent of chaps - crotchless trousers. Malcolm was no stranger to pants with the backside missing, but a hole at the front was something new. He turned off the gas fire, then recoiled as he felt Heinz’s finger poking his shoulder. 

His friend shook his head, knowingly. ‘I might have known! I wondered why you weren’t fully dressed. You’d either drugged someone, or you’d peed yourself again. Now just put those disgusting things down and I’ll tell you how to avoid all that.’ 

Nobody was a bigger know-it-all than Heinz, but Malcolm was always ready to take a bellyful of what the great man was dishing out. So, he sat down, laid over his lap what was left of the trousers and listened. The visitor sat across from him, pomposity level ten, then began. 

‘Of course, I can’t say I’ve had a problem like this, coming as I do from Viking stock and with a bladder to match. My grandfather used to drive a city tramcar. He could go all day without taking a leak. When he finally did, back in the house, my grandmother said it was something to behold, like reenacting Niagara Falls. Before he died, he passed the secret on to me. He said, Davey, me boy, I ain’t leaving you anything in my will, but I’ll give you a tip that’ll stop you ever wetting yourself ... and it pleases the ladies.’

‘And?’ Malcolm’s breath was shortening. 

‘Drink a lot of water, and when you’re gagging for a piss, give it all you’ve got, then just before you’re empty, squeeze down hard, and stop it. Practice that and you won’t go far wrong.’ 

‘Is that it?!’ Malcolm said nothing more but stored the information all the same. 

Dave Heinz handed over a business card, shameless as usual, then made his goodbyes. ‘Have a great Christmas, Malc. It might mean spending some money. And listen to the news for a change! There could be a woman president by Christmas. Exciting times, eh?’ 

Malcolm was glad to be rid of the overpowering, opinionated leftie
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