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Chapter 1

Emma and Jeff sat in the briefing room, listening to the roll call and the assigned duties for the day. The Dallas adventure was a few months behind them already and police life had reverted to the routine that neither of them enjoyed. Emma wanted to use her abilities, but nothing had come up since they had returned.

"The thrill of street duty," Jeff said as they walked to their police car. "Another day of driving around and eating donuts." They both laughed at the stereotypical image. "Do you want to drive or do I drive?"

"You drive. That way I can kick off my shoes and socks, and wiggle my toes. At least they will be free then."

"You're doing none of that," Jeff said as he unlocked the squad car. They opened the doors and got in. The car was in the shade, which was a good thing.

Jeff's phone rang before he could start the engine. "Now what..." He pulled his phone from a pocket and looked surprised. "Hey Lou..."

Lou? Emma turned to her partner and friend. If Lou called, something was up. She didn't have to punch him in the elbow to remind him that his phone had a speaker.

"for you and Emma to report to my office? Something's come up that might be interesting to the both of you," Lou said from inside the device.

"Sure thing. We were about to drive off. We'll be with you in a few minutes." Jeff hung up.

"What did I miss?" Emma asked.

"Not much. Hello, and also Would it be possible for you, I guess. Let's go and find out what's more important than a day of coffee and donuts."

*

Lou was waiting for them. There were no donuts on his desk, just the usual ﻿﻿paper clutter that he never seemed to get rid of.

"Sit down and listen," the man said. Before they actually had sat down, he already continued. ﻿"We have a missing person. An elderly gentleman by the name of..." Lou went through the papers, then resorted to the computer on his desk. "By the name of... Come on, stupid thing, I don't want to change my password. I want a name!" It seemed as if he wanted to smack the display. "Right. There we are. Edgar Flanagan. Age sixty-seven. His neighbor called because she's the one administering his insulin shots and he wasn't home in time for his next one, so she called us."

"And you called us," Jeff said. "What do we have to go on?"

"Not much." Lou wrote something down. "This is his address and phone number. Here's his car and license plate. And... damn, what am I doing... It's all there on the screen. Let me print that for you." He fumbled with the mouse, which was too small for his big hands, and a few seconds later the printer on his desk came to life. It spat out two sheets of paper.

"That's what we have. Go look for him. His life may depend on it, so find him. Diabetes is a bad thing to have hanging over your head."

"Right. We'll go have a look at what we can find there..." Emma spotted the name of the neighbor who'd called in the missing person's report. "Miranda Lebecq. That's an odd name. She's from abroad, I guess."

Lou waved a hand. "Figure that out while you're on your way to her. Get going."

*

"Here it is." Jeff parked the car in a spot close to the building. It was an uninspiring apartment complex in a nice area. There was a pretty garden around the building, which was all there was to make it look nice. "I hadn't expected this. It doesn't look that old either."

"I agree. Maybe this was a quick and dirty project to fill up the space, and they didn't have a serious budget to do a better job." Emma got out of the car, straightened her uniform and, together with Jeff, she walked to the front door.

"Safety first, it seems." The door was held open by a small, wooden wedge. Jeff looked at the tableau with names. "Lebecq. There it is." He pressed the button to warn Miss Lebecq they had arrived. When they didn't hear any sound, he pressed it again. "Alrighty then. That seems to be broken." Now the wedge made sense.

The two officers went into the building, checked for the right floor for Miss Lebecq and waited for the elevator which took them to the fourth floor. At least that wasn't broken.

Quickly they located the right door. Jeff pressed the buzzer.

"Edgar? Are you finally back?" a voice yelled from inside the apartment. "What the hell took you so long, you must feel... Ah merde," the woman ended her shouting in French as she opened the door and saw the two officers. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to curse."

Emma made a mental note to look up the word Miss Lebecq had just uttered. "Good morning, Miss Lebecq? Officers Nelson and Connors. We're here to follow up on your missing person's call, earlier today. About Mr Edgar Flanagan."

"Yes. Oh, sorry, please, come in." The woman led them through a small hall into a living room that was filled with more furniture than seemed possible. As she asked them to sit down anywhere, they had to find their way to a couch. She explained that Edgar was her neighbor and a good friend. "He's so scared of taking his insulin shots, you know, so I do that for him. He's several hours past his next dose, so I'm very worried."

After hearing her out, Jeff asked if she had a key to Mr Flanagan's apartment. "We'd like to take a look there. Maybe there's something which indicates where he went. Would you know, perhaps?"

Miss Lebecq looked worried. Emma felt sorry for the woman. She clearly was very concerned about the well-being of her older neighbor. "Yes. Of course. I have a key to his apartment. As a security, you know." She walked to a cabinet from where she retrieved a key that was in a small box. "Would you please follow me?"

Jeff and Emma navigated out of the very full room, into the hall. Soon they were in a similar hall, next door. It was deserted, compared to the previous one. Where Miss Lebecq's hall had been covered with small paintings and posters, this one only had a modest coat rack with a few jackets and a winter coat hanging from it.

The living room was tidy and set up for comfortable living, but not as overdone as the neighbor's one. A small couch, a comfortable recliner, a small dining table with three chairs, and a television were the most prominent items there. There was a small stack of envelopes on the table, and a handwritten sheet of paper, with numbers on it. Emma suspected the man had been trying to work out a Sudoku puzzle.

Emma scanned the room one more time. "Oh, Miss Lebecq, would you have a picture of Mr Flanagan?"

The woman shook her head. "Sorry. He's allergic to photographs, as he always says." That much was obvious. There was not even one picture of anything in the room.

Emma couldn't understand how someone would live like that, without adding something colorful or worth remembering to a wall. "Did he ever mention relatives or friends? People you should contact if anything happens?"

"Edgar is a man who sticks to himself. I sometimes think I'm his only real friend, officer." Miss Lebecq smiled for a moment, as if to apologize for that. "He's been married but his wife died a few years ago. He talked about family in Ireland, but to be honest, I'm not sure if he ever visited Ireland. As far as I know, he was born here in the States, but he always claimed he was, how do you say, full-bred Irish?"

"Are you from the States as well, Miss Lebecq?" Jeff asked.

"No. I am French, but I came here with my parents when I was just très petite. Very little." She actually bent down to indicate with her hand how small she'd been. "But I have an American nationality now."

Emma smiled. The way this woman talked, with that little hint of a French accent, was adorable. Even when Miss Lebecq probably cultivated that accent to make herself a bit more special.

The visit to this apartment brought them nothing new, so they thanked Miss Lebeqc and left.

As the friendly neighbor locked the door, she said, "I will let you know if I hear from Edgar. There's no need for you to look for him if he's back."

"Thank you, Miss Lebecq," Jeff said. "We'd appreciate that."

*

"She's a bit of a trip, isn't she?" Emma grinned at the thought of Miranda Lebecq. "And that house of hers is too full!" She took her phone and started typing. "Oh shit?"

"Shit what?" Jeff tried to keep his attention on the road.

"That's what she said. ﻿Merde﻿. It's French for shit."

"Neat. Now we know some French. Better not say that to her. She knows what it means." Jeff grinned. "You should get on the radio and ask that everyone keep a lookout for Mr Flanagan's car. The license plate is on the paperwork somewhere."

"I know that," Emma said, who then spent some time going through the papers before she found the information. "Merde. Who puts that on page one..." She ignored Jeff's snort and got on the radio.

As she was making the call, her phone ping'd. Emma was proud of her professional attitude as she ignored that sign. It had taken her a while before she'd been able to let work come first.

"Okay, all done. Let's hope someone finds it, so we can go there, find Edgar and be the heroes of the day." Emma turned to Jeff. "Do heroes of the day get capes?"

"What? Jesus, you and your ideas..." He pulled over at a coffee shop. "Donut time."

"Finally..."

Leaning against the car to enjoy the weather, Emma and Jeff enjoyed their little break. She also took that time to check her phone. It was a text from Amarika. Emma frowned. She hadn't heard from that woman in a while and she felt good about that. What was this about...

'Need to talk with you. Call me when you can,' the message read, and there was a local phone number.

"Is something off? You suddenly look a bit glum." Jeff didn't like it when that happened.

"It's from Amarika." Emma spoke slowly. She remembered how she'd been unable to say the woman's name, back in Dallas. It came out well, though.

"What does she want?"

"She needs to talk. I'll call her later. After work."

The text from Amarika was still on Emma's mind when they drove off, going after a few tips they'd gotten from fellow officers. A few of them had spotted Mr Flanagan's car, and one of the spotters remembered he'd seen it there before.

"Not yesterday but a few days ago," he explained. "I happened to see it again today. It kinda stands out."

"Why's that?" Emma asked.

"I'm not telling you, Officer Nelson. Just drive along Hillcrest Avenue. If you don't see it, I'll call Lou and have you kicked out of the department." Ronald laughed before signing off on the radio.

Jeff drove a little faster. He wanted to see if there was any truth to Ronald's words.

*

Half an hour later they stood next to an old Subaru. Both its front doors showed the Irish flag.

"Flanagan. Of course," Jeff said. "That should've been a giveaway."

Emma peered inside the car. "It's remarkably clean inside." As she stood up again, she looked around. "Where could he be?"

Hillcrest Avenue was known for its old and mostly stately buildings. Some lawyer firms had their offices here, several well-to-do families owned homes here, and a number of the buildings were managed by various organizations.

"He probably is inside here somewhere," Jeff thought out loud. "We should head back to the station and see if we can find out more about him. If we're going door to door, we'll need a picture of him, otherwise we're going nowhere with this."


Chapter 2

"I think I found our man," Emma said after a few hours of searching online.

"Let me guess. Facebook."

"Yep. Did you find him there too?"

Jeff shook his head. He'd been looking on LinkedIn and some other social media. He knew that Emma was much better with Facebook than he'd ever be. "What did you dig up? Anything useful?"

"I think so. Edgar Samuel Flanagan, prefers to go by Eddy. Not many friends on Facebook, but one of them we already know. Miranda Lebecq. And he's a member of a bunch of groups on photography, most of them dealing with old-school things, cameras with actual film in them. Is that still a thing?"

"There will always be people who go for that," Jeff said as he sat down with her. "So that's Edgar."

"Eddy," Emma corrected him. They looked at a man with a wrinkled, kind face. A bit of a granddad anyone would like to have. The kind of man who'd give his grandkids anything. The man had a bit of white hair around the back of his head. In some pictures he wore a baseball cap, and none of the shots really made it clear what color eyes he had, but that was okay. There was enough material for them to work with.

After copying a few images, Jeff sent them to the printer. "At least we know who we're looking for."

"Cool. I'm going to add a bit to our report before we go out again..."

*

With the report completed as far as was possible, the duo left the precinct and parked their car near the remarkable one that belonged to Edgar Flanagan. Again they peeked inside the car, but found no clues as to where the man would have gone, so they started going from door to door, asking the person answering if they knew or had seen the missing person.

Some larger companies at first didn't want to respond to the buzzing intercom, but after hearing that this was official police business, that changed quickly.

Jeff and Emma didn't get anything from all their work, though. The firms they visited didn't look like anything Edgar Flanagan would have any business with. A law firm’s secretary was very helpful in trying to find any information about the man, but she came up empty-handed as well. There were two Flanagans in their files, but they were definitely not in their late sixties.

The lady they talked to in a senior citizens home was also very kind, but she had no idea about Mr Flanagan either. Once they'd left that building, Emma joked that this would have been the perfect place for a man of Flanagan's age to go.

"It looked like a nice enough place," she said.

"True. For when you're old. I wonder if they have walker-races in the hall. There's plenty of space for that," Jeff said, making Emma laugh.

"You shouldn't say that," she then told him, but grinned again at the mental image. "So, what's next? Call it a day? Would you care for a donut?"

". I declare the workday done so we're off duty, which means no donuts, okay? Let's find a nice food place, pick something up and then we'll see what the rest of the day brings."

*

In the evening, Emma remembered Amarika's message. She took her phone and dialed the number that was in the text.

"Emma. Good of you to call." Amarika sounded calm and friendly as always. Emma wasn't certain if that was a good thing or not. You never knew with that woman. Without waiting for any response, Amarika continued, "There is something we need to do, and we need your ability for that. Brody will be present as well. You'll meet a new person, her name is Madison. It's for her that we need to come into action."

"We?" Emma asked.

"Yes. I will send you another message once more is clear, but I thought it would be good to let you know in advance." The woman spoke as if this was a regular conversation, while Emma was well aware that nothing about this was regular. If Brody and she were needed, something special was coming up.

"Okay, I'll see it when it comes in. But I don't want to get involved in anything illegal, okay?"

Her words made Jeff look away from the television. Emma bit her lip for a moment. The way they'd gone about extracting Jo-Anne's son from his guardians hadn't been exactly legal either, but she pushed that memory away.

"It will all be for justice," Amarika said, and ended the call.

"What was that all about?"

There was a sudden tension inside Emma. How much would she be able to tell him? Last time, in Dallas, she'd been lip-locked for a while, which hadn't made things easy between them.

"She..." So far, so good. "She said we might have to do something. Brody and me, that is. For someone called Madison. That's all."

"I see. Then the illegal thing you mentioned makes sense." He turned back to the television.

That went well, Emma thought. She put the phone on the table. "I'm grabbing something to drink. Can I get you anything?"

"A beer would be nice." Jeff smiled at her. "Thank you."

"Sure." Emma leaned over and kissed his cheek. Her shoulder touched his. For a moment she consciously focused on that sensual feeling.

Jeff noticed how she stopped moving for just a short time and asked if something was wrong.

"No. On the contrary. I just noticed again that I touched you. Skin on skin, I mean, and how amazing that is. How sensual."

He started a grin but it ended as a smile. "True. Just being us this way is so much more than not wearing clothes. It brings back a whole new realm of sensations. The sensual one." He reached out and put a hand on Emma's thigh. "Can you imagine how many people miss out on this special kind of closeness? Just because they hide their bodies from each other?"

"Oh yes," Emma said as she put her hand on his. "Billions of them. Been there, done that, ain't going back in a million years."

Jeff nodded. "That's what they all say. I'll talk to you about that in half a million years. See if you've changed your mind by then."

Emma looked at him as she processed what he'd just said, then laughed out loud and patted his hand. "Very funny, Mr. Police Officer. Now let me get that beer."

After she had returned, Jeff switched off the TV and asked if Emma had any ideas about what they could do for a vacation.

She hadn't really given that much thought yet. It would be great to go to a naturist place for a week, or maybe even two. "Two weeks, not two places, I mean." She smiled dreamily as she sipped from her glass. "Just the idea of being clothes-free for two weeks... Man, wouldn't that be amazing?"

He agreed. "We can have a look around. I'm good with that idea."

Emma reached for her phone and started looking at options when she suddenly said, "Wouldn't it be very hard to have to wear clothes again after two weeks?"

"I only have experience with one week," Jeff said. "It was pretty bad, but maybe after two weeks you can't wait to get your pants back on." Somehow he managed to keep a straight face.

"Yeah right." Emma raised an eyebrow in a very Spock manner as she looked at him. "And you want me to believe that?"

"It's not working, is it?" he asked, grinning.

They spent the evening looking at vacation options for later, when travel was a serious option.

*

The next morning, Emma and Jeff first went to the police station to find out if anyone had accidentally found out something about their missing person. No one had, though. They didn't spend much time there.

They drove to the street where they had found Mr Flanagan's car. It was still there, untouched.

"I wonder if we should have it taken to police storage," Emma wondered.

"There's no reason for it," Jeff said. "It's not parked in an illegal spot and it's in no one's way. We'll leave it here, for when our man returns. It's a good marker to see if he reappeared."

Emma understood. They could drive by here once in a while and check the car. If it was still there, Mr Flanagan was still missing. "So what do we do now?" She still relied on Jeff for the real police work part of their assignment. He had so much more experience.

"We have his picture now," Jeff said, "so we can visit a bunch of those houses again. Maybe someone recognizes him this time. Not everyone is good with names, but faces usually stick."

And so they left their car and started to revisit the places they had seen before.

Having a picture of Mr Flanagan with them made their work a lot faster. No, the people had never seen this man, sorry, and good luck locating him.

Until they asked again at the senior citizens home. The door was answered by a young woman.

"Good morning. We're looking for this man, have you ever seen him?" Emma held up the picture.

"Oh, sure. He was here a few times. I remember him because he talks funny." She was probably referring to Edgar's Irish descent. Edgar probably overdid his accent.

"And do you know why he was here? Did he ask to see someone in particular?"

"I don't know," the woman said, "but why don't you come in? Maybe Mrs Henshaw knows."

Mrs Henshaw was the lady who ran day-to-day operations of the home. She was in her fifties, dressed nicely without overdoing it, and offered the police officers coffee. "I don't recall ever having seen this man," she said after a long look at the pictures. "Why are you looking for him?"

"He disappeared, and his neighbor lady is very worried," Jeff explained, also mentioning the man's need for insulin. "His car was found in the street, and so we started asking around here. Would you mind if we show these pictures to the people who live here?"

Mrs Henshaw frowned. "I'm sorry, but yes, I do mind. The people here are old and frail, it requires some care to prepare them for something like this."

Emma thought the woman was a bit too careful and protective of the seniors, but this was her place, so they had to play by her rules. For now. It was a good thing they had brought several copies of the pictures. Jeff handed a set over to the woman, who promised to let them know if any of the residents knew or remembered anything about Mr Flanagan.

*

"If she claims no one knows about him, something's very wrong," Jeff said, after leaving the care home. "The other lady said he's been in there, so someone must have seen him."

"True, but if he came to visit a friend with dementia or something like that, that person might as well have forgotten about him," Emma responded. "Many of the people in there might suffer from that, you know. Dementia and Alzheimer are real."

Jeff agreed. "We'll hope that something comes out of that. But just to make sure we don't miss anything, let's go to the other places in this street again and show them the pictures. We might yet strike gold."

An hour later Emma muttered that this wasn't exactly golden. "It's sore feet and nothing to show."

"Welcome to my world," Jeff said. "Let's get some coffee."

Enjoying the hot brew, they tried to come up with more ideas to find Mr Flanagan.

"Maybe we can find some of his family in Ireland," Emma suggested. "He could have gone there."

"But his car isn't near an airport, Em," Jeff pointed out.

"Maybe it broke down there and he took a taxi."

"After visiting people in that senior's home? Hardly." Jeff shook his head. "We just have to persist. He has to show up at some point."

"Unless he's dead." Emma was enough of a police officer by now to take that option into account.

"In that case we need to find his body. There are lots of ways to hide bodies."

"I know. And bodies start smelling after a while." Emma's face twitched as if she smelled one already. She'd learned about that during her basic police training and she'd smelled one in her career as well. It wasn't something she cared to repeat.

"We should get our hands on his phone records," Jeff then said. "It might shed some light on this case. If he made a lot of calls to specific people or a specific number lately, that would be a nice lead. Do we have his phone number?"

"I'm sure we do. Somewhere. At the precinct, on the computer."

"Let's go there after our coffee and see if we can dig up more."

*

It proved to be quite simple to find Edgar Flanagan's phone records. He didn't use the device very much which made Emma wonder if he knew how to actually use the thing. Something that immediately caught her eye was that, over the last few days, the man had insistently called one specific number. A quick search showed that the number belonged to the very senior citizens' home they had just visited.

"That's..." Jeff double-checked the number as far as that was necessary. Telephone numbers usually belonged to just one address or person.

"Just say it," Emma challenged him. "That's weird."

"Very," he agreed. He picked up a phone and dialed the number. He was quickly connected to a voice-response system that offered him a slew of options. "That's not very helpful, but we really have to go back there someday and find out what it is they're not telling us."

Emma nodded and had a look at their planning. "Tomorrow?"

"No. Not tomorrow. Tomorrow's a surprise day for you and I already arranged that with Lou. We're off tomorrow, Emma Nelson."

"Oh really..." She leaned on the desk and looked into his eyes. "Just so you know, I am now mentally influencing you so you will tell me what the surprise is. And you arranged nothing with Lou. Tomorrow's Saturday."

Jeff looked back into her eyes. "You are so influencing me," he said and then pretended to fall asleep at his desk.

"You're an ass," Emma muttered.


Chapter 3

Emma and Jeff were at home, this time at his place. They'd had a nice dinner that they had cooked together, and now they were naked and comfortable. While the television was on, each of them was lost in their own thoughts.

She studied her phone. There was another message from Amarika, asking her to come over to a specific address the next evening.

"Anything important?" Jeff asked, who noticed she was staring at her phone without moving.

"What? Oh." Emma wondered how far she would be able to talk. "A message from Amarika, if I can come over tomorrow evening." She bit her lip, remembering Jeff's surprise for the next day. "Would that be okay? I mean, because of what you arranged and still refuse to talk about."

Jeff grinned. "Anything after 8pm would be fine. We'll be back by then. If not sooner, even."

"That's... weird." Emma frowned for a moment. "You arrange something and you don't even know when it's over?"

He laughed at her words. "Of course I know when it's over, but I don't know how long you will manage to stay there. It's an event we're going to. Doors open around ten in the morning and they close at seven in the evening."

Emma moved closer to him and put her head on his shoulder. "Keep talking. Tell me more. I have to know."

"No, you'll find out tomorrow," Jeff said, "otherwise it's not a surprise anymore, you know."

"Huh." Emma sat up again and slapped his knee. "You're an ass."

"I know. You already made that clear at the precinct," he agreed. "And asses can be stubborn, which makes me a good specimen, right?"

"I hate you." For a few seconds she managed to keep an expression on her face that conveyed that emotion, but she could never do that for a long time. "Okay. I stopped hating you. I'll find out tomorrow." She poked him in the ribs. "But if you can't hold back telling me, just talk. I'm here for you."

"I know." Jeff smiled at her. "You'll find out tomorrow. And I know what I am."

"A naked ass," Emma said. "Just in case you were in any kind of doubt."

*

"Hey. Wake up." Jeff tapped Emma on the nose.

"Give me one good reason," she responded as she pulled the covers over her face. "Just one. A good one."

"Breakfast's ready."

"Not good enough."

Jeff patted her on where her hip should be. "We're going grocery shopping."

"Even more not good enough."

"Okay. If you don't get up, I'll push a cold, wet cloth at you."

Emma made a rude sound as she pushed the covers away. "That's mean. Good enough but mean." She slowly got up. "Show me the coffee. Until then I'm blind." She screamed when Jeff threw her over his shoulder and carried her into the room where he had set the table for breakfast.

"Here. Sit. Coffee coming up."

"Ohh... that looks good..." Emma sniffed the various bits and pieces on the table. "You won't mind me starting already, right?"

"Go ahead, there's plenty."

They enjoyed their breakfast and then went about their shopping business. After all, being police officers didn't make household things happen by themselves.

"Okay," Emma said as they sat down for lunch somewhere. "Yesterday you said that I would hear about the surprise tomorrow. I think it has been tomorrow long enough. Spit it out."

"I'm not going to spit," Jeff said, "but I can tell you that I packed some towels before we came here."

"Towels." Emma frowned. "That can mean we're going to a nude beach. But I doubt that. Or we're going to a spa."

Jeff smiled.

"We're going to a spa?" Emma's face lit up. "Really?" Before Jeff could either confirm or deny that, she said, "but spas require bathing suit crap. Did you pack my nice bikini?"

"No."

"Don't tell me you packed the red one. That's old." She contorted her face as if she'd referred to something disgusting.

"I promise I didn't pack the red one. Now let's go. There's a neat place waiting for us."

Emma almost dragged him to the car because she was very curious where they would go. Just the issue of the swimwear was still on her mind.

Jeff drove to a small spa where a decent number of cars were already parked.

"That's going to be crowded, Jeff," Emma said.

"I doubt it will be that bad," Jeff said, locking the car after grabbing their bag with swimming necessities. "Come on, let's go and have fun."

Emma took his hand and walked into the spa with him.

"What..." she said as she saw a large banner announcing that today the spa was open for a nude swim. "Is this real?"

"As real as you and me," Jeff confirmed and then informed the lady at the desk who they were and that he'd made reservations.

"Welcome to our spa, and enjoy your day," the lady said. She handed them two wrist bands which they could use to open and close lockers. "Just go through that door and you'll find your way."

The couple walked through the door. Emma kept marveling at the idea that there was an actual nude swim happening here, in town. "Does that happen often?"

"No nearly enough," Jeff said, "and I accidentally heard about this one so I made reservations quickly. Apparently it sold out in mere days, so we're lucky." The first few naked people already passed them, wishing them a nice day.

It didn't take them long to find a changing area. The signs for male and female were covered for the day, which Emma liked a lot. That should be normal, she thought as they took off their clothes. Jeff pulled a few large towels from the bag and shoved that into a locker. Their clothing went into another one.

"I hope I packed the right bikini," he teased her.

"You did. You're a good man, Jeff." Emma kissed him on the cheek. "Now come, I want to see all this!"

First they had an obligatory shower, which was nice and warm, and they felt wonderful already after just that. They walked around the spa, locating saunas, whirlpools, a big swimming pool that also gave access to the outside, and a garden where they could sit and lie down.

"What should we do first?" Jeff asked, who enjoyed the surprised and happy looks on Emma's face.

"A sauna. No, a coffee. No, a swim, outside!" Emma looked puzzled. "Hell, I don't know. I want to do it all."

"Let's first have that swim then, and get soaked for a sauna," Jeff suggested.

They headed for the big indoor pool and found the water to be very nice. Not too cold but also not feeling like lukewarm soup. After swimming a few laps inside, they went outside through a small tunnel and swam around there for a while.

"It's just right," Emma said as they were sitting on the side of the pool. "Not too many people, but we're also not the only ones. I like this a lot. Jeff, you're wonderful."

"Are you having fun?" A somewhat heavy-set man with a mere crown of white hair stopped walking as he passed them. With him was a lady who in his age range.

"Oh, it's gorgeous," Emma cheered, "I wish we could do this every week!"

"So do we," the man said. "Let me introduce myself. Bennett Tanner, and this is my wife, Lori. We're kind of running the local nudist club."

"There's a nudist club here?" Emma looked at Jeff.

"I wasn't sure," he said. "I never heard of an actual one."

"See, that's our problem. We're lacking publicity. No one seems able or willing to do something like promotion, so no one knows about us."

"That is contrary to how fast the tickets for this event vanish," Jeff said. "I have tried a few times already and only this time I was lucky."

"The people who come here all inform each other," Bennett said. "It's a close, tight-knit circle."

"And that's probably the problem," Emma said. "If they all want to stay among themselves, there will never be an opening for others. Simply because no one lets out the news about events."

Lori laughed. "Events. That sounds huge. This is the only event we have and that's only once every three of four months."

"But it's quite popular," Emma pointed out. "I'm sure, with the right publicity, this could be a lot bigger."

Bennett explained that this was one of the issues they faced. This spa was the only one that was willing to allow nude days once in a while, so getting more people in would make it a very cramped experience.

"That's too bad. There are several other places, bigger than this, that would be perfect," Emma said. Bennett agreed, but he detailed how he had tried to get a foot in the door there and how each attempt had failed.

Jeff gave that some thought. "What was their main concern?" he asked. "Was it something difficult? About hygiene? About kids being there?"

Emma nodded. She'd heard that having children at nude venues often was a point of discussion; a discussion that more often than not would spiral down into accusations of child abuse and other bad stuff.

Lori shook her head. "Children haven't even been mentioned," she said. "They're mostly worried about their image. Imagine having nude people over." The woman played as if she was shocked. "Isn't that just insane? As if we're worse than other people."

Jeff nodded. "And often the opposite is true, especially with things like this. Naturists and nudists are very good at cleaning up behind themselves. When you sometimes see a clothed beach after a busy day..."
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