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Foreword
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Chapter 1

"Unit 7, come in."

Emma, not driving that day, grabbed the microphone. "Unit 7 here." The police dispatcher told her and Jeff about a car accident not far from where they were. "We'll be right there."

"Great," said Jeff as he switched on the lights and the siren. "And here I was, thinking the day would end quietly." He swerved through traffic faster than Emma would ever dare. She admired how calm he was while 'speeding' and she felt safe at the same time.

"Oh god," Emma said as they pulled into the street where the accident had happened. A car had rammed a fire hydrant and water was spraying from under the car, nearly flooding the street. "I'll call the water services."

Jeff parked the car and got out, ready to get wet, while Emma got on the phone to have someone from water services come over to stop the insane flow of water. "Didn't anyone tell you what happened?" she asked the man after calling in the problem.

"No, we just heard about the accident. Someone's on the phone with a repair crew as we speak. Please stay there until they've arrived and salvaged the situation." He sounded adequate and dealt with the situation quickly.

"Will do, and thanks." Emma saw how Jeff was talking to the accident-prone driver. Both of them were soaking wet. Good thing it's not cold, she thought. After that she pondered for a moment if it would be wise to go outside as well and get equally wet. As a truck drove by, throwing a wave over the police car, she decided against that. Jeff was wet already so for him it wouldn't make a difference. Not much later Jeff came to the squad car, opened the door and asked what she had arranged with dispatch, so she told him that someone was on the way.

"Great, thanks. Best to stay here," Jeff said, "you don't need to get wet as well."

"I'm glad we think alike," Emma said. Jeff closed the door and went back to the disaster area. She felt sorry for him, slouching there in his wet uniform.

It was almost half an hour later when the water department people showed up to take charge of the situation. Emma radioed in to ask for backup as Jeff was soaking wet and desperately needed to get into dry and warm clothes. The dispatcher promised to send someone over as fast as possible. Miraculously there was a patrol car near, so five minutes later Emma could take Jeff home.

"I'm glad you were there with me," he said as he stripped off his wet gear. "Now I can persuade you to join me in the shower."

"But I didn't get wet," Emma said, immediately regretting her comment. Jeff fixed that by splashing a little water on her pants. "Okay, you convinced me."

*

By the time they returned to the precinct, to report about the watery incident in the street, someone told the two that the boss wanted to see them pronto. "Lou was looking for you," the officer said.

"Looking for us? In a good way?" Emma asked.

"In a Lou way. You know how his face can be like hewn in stone, right? Well, that way."

None the wiser, Emma and Jeff exchanged glances, then walked to the office of their superior. The door was open and Lou was on the telephone. He saw them and gestured they should come in and close the door. Emma tried hard not to listen to what Lou said on the phone but, as usual, that resulted in an incredible curiosity to know every word.

"Glad you could come in. How was the water-thing?" Lou asked after ending the call. He listened to the report Emma and Jeff had already completed. "Great. Now. Question. Do you like museums and exhibitions?" They weren't prepared for that question. "There's a reason I ask this. A group of expensive people are putting up a lot of expensive things in an expensive building and they want to be certain their stuff is safe. That's where you two come in."

Emma wondered where this was going. She wasn't exactly a museum-goer but she kept up with local news and she couldn't recall anything about a big exhibit in town. As she asked about it, Lou explained the event wasn't a local one.

"It's in Dallas."

"Dallas as in Dallas, Texas?" Jeff sat up as he asked.

"If you know of another Dallas and it's not a girl, tell me about it. You're right. That one." Lou typed on the keyboard of his computer and read out some information about the event, including some of the security measures that would be taken. "It's an old building with lots of passageways," he said at the end of the list. "Places where they're not allowed to go with x-ray machines, or where they can't take one, so we have to send in our x-ray cop."

"How flattering," Emma huffed. Still, she was a bit excited to hear all this. Dallas. She'd never been there. And to go there for work. Her special work even.

"But how do we explain our presence there?" Jeff wanted to know. "We can't just waltz in there as if we belong there. Especially when Emma has to undress for specific checks. That would look odd."

Lou agreed. "We have that covered. You will have special passes. Highest clearance, no questions asked, access to places without supervision. The passes will be waiting for you at the reception of the hotel where you will stay during the assignment." He reached into a drawer of his desk and took a large envelope from it "Here's a whole stack of information on the museum including blueprints, access codes and so on. Take a few days off to study things and get back to me if you think anything's missing. We want you to be up to speed quickly since you will be going there next Saturday."

"Saturday? But that's in three days."

"Which is why you have two days to study this." Lou patted the envelope and put it on his desk. "Pick it up, study your hearts out and have fun. But not too much." He winked.

Jeff took the envelope. "Let's get to it, partner," he said, looking at Emma. She grinned for a moment. This was going to be exciting!

Emma and Jeff used all the time they had to study the information Lou had handed them. Emma also called her parents to let them know that they wouldn't show up for the regular Sunday visit. Again. Her mother had complained about that before, so Emma knew she would be moaned at one more time, but the prospect of going to Dallas was worth it.

"You know," she said to Jeff, "it feels good not having to have that obligation."

"Then you should stop going there," he replied. "Do it because you like it, or don't go. You have your life, remember?"

Emma looked at him over the table with maps and charts. "You're right. As usual. And I am such a wimp for not having the guts to tell my mother." She rubbed her bare arms even though it wasn't cold in the room. "I wonder what she would think if she knew we are sitting here in the nude."

"You don't want to know that. Knowing your mother you and I both would be accused of the most horrific things and we should be kicked out of the police force, trust me."

Emma sighed. She knew he was right. "Yeah. Let me get some more coffee. Do you think we have this covered by now? My head is spinning from all these fact and figures." She waved her hand at the table and the paperwork.

"We don't, but we can take it with us tomorrow morning. They're still setting up so we have time to get to know the actual building and find our way around." Jeff got up as she passed him, and put his arms around her. "Hey. Are you sure you're up to this? This is not going to be like that house of the drug-dealer a few weeks ago, where you found all that junk inside the walls."

"I'll be fine." Emma smiled, enjoying the intimate feeling of skin against skin. "But thanks for asking."

Despite having enough of the maps and plans, they spent another few hours looking at the information...

*

The two police officers were relieved their flight to Dallas didn't leave early in the morning. They could relax a little at the airport, and the flight turned out to be quite pleasant. They talked about lots of things but avoided their assignment. No one had to know about that, and they had gone over that so much that it was time to entertain some 'human-being'-talk, as Jeff called it.

After leaving the plane, they looked for the officer who would be their guide as long as they were in town. The plain-clothes detective, a woman named Rosita Valdez, was holding up a sign with just their first names. It was so inconspicuous that they both missed her the first time they passed the woman. Only when they retraced their steps did they notice that "Jeff and Emma" was for them.

"We're so sorry!" Emma said after greeting Rosita.

"That's okay, not to worry. Welcome to Dallas. First time here?" Rosita led them to the exit and from there to the parking lot.

"Yes, first time for both of us," Jeff said. "It's quite something to look at from the plane."

"You will see more of it from the ground," Rosita said. "I am assigned to assist you with anything you need, so tell me what you need."

Their first concern was to get to their hotel and change into clothes that were more suited for the heat of Dallas. Rosita laughed and agreed with that.

Dallas turned out to be huge. The drive to the hotel took them through a dazzling amount of streets. Emma was glad they had Rosita as a guide, as she seemed to know her way around perfectly.

"Here is your hotel. It's a nice one, but don't expect Hilton or Ritz," Rosita said as she pulled the car in the underground parking. "Do you need a hand with your bags?"

They didn't and so they checked in and dumped their suitcases on the shelf that was made for it. Emma was impressed with the hotel and the room. Rosita's words had made her worry they were going to be in a tiny room but they had lots of space and a beautiful bathroom too.

"Right, you guys," Rosita said, "the exhibition building is down the street, that way. Four blocks. You can walk there if you're up to it but most people get a cab, because walking isn't air conditioned." She handed them a card. "This is my number so you can always reach me. Call me if you need help, any time day or night, okay? Don't hold back; it's my job."

"Thank you very much, Rosita." Emma was grateful for the wonderful help from the start. "Is there a specific plan for us or for you or for all of us?"

Rosita told them there was not a real plan. She would be in the hotel lobby to pick them up every morning at 8:30, take them to the exhibition halls until they knew their way around, and she'd hang around in case she was needed. That sounded rather boring to Emma but Rosita said she had plenty of things to do there. "Nothing that requires me on the job full-time though, so if you need me, I'm there for you. And lots of other folks are there. You can ask them as well if you can't find me."

"I'm sure things will be fine," Jeff said. "So far it all went swimmingly. Thank you for the good care, Rosita."

"No problem at all. If there's anything I can do for you, just let me know. Otherwise I'll leave you alone for now so you can get settled and maybe stretch your legs a bit." Rosita wished them a great stay in Dallas and left.

"Well, that went well." Emma let herself fall backwards on the bed. "What's next?"

"If you are there like that, I could think of a number of things," Jeff replied, "but what do you want?"

"A shower. With you. And then we should have a look at our new workplace, right?" Emma sat up. "You know... I have no clue whether or not we're expected to work on Sunday as well..."

*

"Maybe we should have taken a taxi," Emma said as they finally arrived at the huge building where they had to do their security work. "I'm ready for another shower."

"It should be legal to walk around naked," Jeff said, offering an alternative they would both appreciate. Unfortunately they would be the only two in a busy street, so it wasn't a viable alternative. They climbed up the stairs to the entrance and showed their ID-cards to the man who kept people from going inside.

"Okay. You're clear," the man said after studying the cards for a long time. Emma suspected it was the first thing he was actually doing that day. "Report to the desk so we know who's inside." He opened the door, which made a wave of cold air wash over the two heated-up people.

"Walking around naked, right?" Emma said quietly after the door had closed behind him. "This place requires a winter coat." She shivered and rubbed her arms.

"Desk, over there," Jeff pointed. "Let's find out if we can see our breath here while we walk around in this freezer." They reached the desk without that.

"Hello," said a lady who wore a wool sweater. Emma felt like taking it from her. "How can I help you?"

Jeff introduced them and again they showed their IDs.

"Ah, yes, I have your names here." The lady put checkboxes on the list. "You're clear to go about your business, and you don't need to report next time, just hold your ID in front of the reader there when you come in and when you leave. Do you need someone to show you around?"

"We should have someone named Rosita Valdez," Emma said. "Would you know if she's in, and where we can get some coats?"

The lady laughed and was sorry they had no coats available. "Ah, yes, Rosita Valdez. She's here," she decided after checking her laptop screen.

"Great. We'll give her a call and let her know we made it."


Chapter 2

Rosita quickly came to meet the two. "How wonderful that you're here already," she said. "I had expected you to take the rest of the day to relax and explore Dallas a bit."

Jeff laughed. "This strikes me as a town you can't explore a bit. And we don't know our way around, so we thought we'd first come and check out this place. We'll be spending quite some time here, won't we?"

Rosita nodded and offered to give them a tour, so they knew what they were here for.

Emma was almost shocked to find how immense the building was. She also wondered why they were here. So far she hadn't seen anything that might give reason for her to peek through walls. Ever since she had gained that ability, she was paying attention to the thickness of walls, to estimate if anything could be hidden inside, or even contain a secret passage.

After several hours, Rosita said they would stop for now. "There are a few more floors," she explained, "but I can tell you're getting tired. I understand, with the flight to come here. You should take the day off tomorrow and we'll see more on Monday."

"My feet are grateful," Emma told Jeff and Rosita. "I didn't know we would be climbing so many stairs."

"The worst is behind you for the start," Rosita said, who then admitted she felt her feet as well. "Is there something special you would like to see or do for the rest of the weekend? I could give you some tips perhaps as I have lived here most of my life."

Emma had to give that some thought but Jeff seemed prepared for that question. "Would you know of a naturist or nudist resort in the area?" Emma stared at him for a moment. She hadn't expected him to be this upfront about their nude preferences towards a stranger.

Rosita stared at him too, and longer than Emma did. "Nudist..." It was as if her brain had a hard time coping with the word and the concept.

"Yes. You must have heard of nudism," Jeff said.

"Uh-huh. I have. But..." Under her tanned skin, Rosita blushed visibly. She giggled nervously. "I've never met naturists before."

"I am sure you have," Jeff said, "you just don't know they are."

Rosita smiled uncomfortably. "Perhaps. Ehm. I think there is a place up near Decatur. At least that's what I've heard."

"That is helpful already." Emma felt confident to say that now, since Jeff had paved the way. "I'm sure we can find something via the Internet."

"And we should get a car then," Jeff said. "To get around." That made sense.

Rosita was much more at ease with that part of the talk. Her brother ran a car rental service and she said she would be able to get them a great deal on a nice car. She immediately took her phone and made a call. That ended with her promising to take Emma and Jeff to Ramon, her brother, who would see to it that there was a car waiting for them.

*

Ramon was a kind guy. Much older than Rosita, which gave Emma the impression they had different mothers. He had also set them up with a very nice, luxurious car for an unbelievable price.

"I don't need to get rich on the people Rosita brings," he explained by way of the ridiculously low rental fee. "Just be careful with the car, it is almost new."

Jeff insisted on getting the best insurance because he didn't like to take risks. Even that proved to be a bit of a struggle with Ramon, who almost seemed to be scared to take Jeff's money. Only when Rosita had unleashed a stream of Spanish, did he agree and did he finalise the contract.

The car had the latest in navigation, which Emma liked a lot. They were strangers in a strange state, and getting around would be so much easier this way. They would be able to park the car under the hotel, which was even better as it would be out of the sun.

After thanking the Valdez siblings, they got into the car.

"You drive," Emma decided. "Dallas is a few sizes too large for me."

Jeff laughed as he worked the navigation system to enter the hotel's address. "No problem. I think you'll be okay to drive soon enough. The streets are wide enough."

"Hey, do you think I'm scared to drive here?" Now they both laughed. "I'm surprised you brought up the naturist resort," she said as they were on their way.

"Why? There's nothing to it," Jeff said. "Just approach it as a normal thing and people won't make too big a deal of it. And if they do, they'll have at least heard of it and maybe they will give it another thought. It did get us the name of that resort near Decatur."

As the day had progressed quite far already, they decided to find a place to have dinner and crash early. They were going to "explore Texas" the next day.

*

"This is a fun assignment," Emma said as the landscape rolled past them. They had slept in, enjoyed a huge breakfast and now they were on their way to the Wildwood naturist resort. They had called the resort as per request on the website and the person they had talked to had assured them there would be someone to open the gate for them. "Do you think Lou would have thought this could be part of the plan?"

"I don't know, sweetie, and I honestly don't care. I'm enjoying the heck out of this day already and it will only get better," Jeff said as he rested a hand on her knee. There wasn't much traffic, the car ran on cruise-control, so he thought he could take that liberty.

Emma put her hand over his. "So am I, Jeff. This is a great start of the day." She lifted her arms over her head and stretched her back.

They talked about the huge building they had seen the day before and how they had a week to find anything that might give burglars an opportunity to come in and leave without being noticed. Emma had suggested taking Lou's paperwork with them but Jeff had disagreed. This was their day off and they shouldn't muddy that with things about work. Of course, talking about work was work as well, but somehow that felt different.

They arrived at Wildwood shortly after ten o'clock and getting in was a breeze. They were welcomed by a kind man named Walter, who showed them around as soon as they had gotten out of their clothes.

"You picked a great day to come over," Walter said, "the weather's glorious, the pool is waiting and it's always nice to meet new people." Emma and Jeff understood that he meant that both ways, for the local nude community as well as for them.

"We agree, Walter," Emma said, "and we're very glad you could arrange for us to come over on such short notice. We arrived only yesterday, had a busy afternoon and so we couldn't call earlier."

"That's all right, Emma." Walter grinned. "Glad you called." They finished the tour around the grounds and ended up at a table outside, in the sun, enjoying a cold drink. "So what brought you here?"

"A plane and a car," Jeff joked. "We're here for work, actually." He talked about inspections, not wanting to give away that they were, in fact, police officers. As they sat chatting, a few more people arrived at the resort and joined the three after introductions. Soon enough there were over a dozen nude people of every shape, colour and kind sitting there, sharing stories and having fun.

Emma had never been at a resort like this before but she knew why Jeff had suggested it. This was so much fun, the people were all very nice and laid-back, and there didn't seem to be any social differences. Everyone was just there, nude and being friendly.

There was time to swim, to lie around and just be lazy, and there were ample opportunities to eat and drink.

"This is such a gorgeous day," Emma said as the afternoon was close to getting to an end. "I wish we could do this again."

"Of course you can," said the lady next to her who caught Emma's words. "When the weather's nice, Wildwood is open every day so just give us a ring and come whenever you want."

"Whenever work permits." Emma laughed. "Maybe I should switch careers and work at a place like this." Suddenly the idea appealed to her. Being nude around Jeff and people on the local nude beach had already become normal for her, but this place was something else. Something that felt ever so relaxing.

"There you go, bringing up work again," Jeff said, jokingly poking Emma in the side. "I do think we should head back, Em. We need to be up and ready tomorrow."

Emma sighed. He was right. The two got up and said goodbye to everyone around them. They located Walter and thanked him for the welcome and for showing them around. Emma promised they would come back as soon as possible, if possible, and Walter told them to try hard.

"We're here for nice people like you guys, so just call or send an e-mail and you're all set," the man said. "We're a family-oriented club. Good folks are always welcome."

With Walter's private phone number on a piece of paper, Emma and Jeff drove off and noticed they were tired when they returned to their hotel room.

"Bedtime," Emma said. "I didn't know doing nothing was such hard work..."

"Really. Tomorrow will probably be less strenuous," Jeff joked.

*

"Did you say 'less strenuous'?" Emma shook her head as they walked along the street to the building where their work was waiting for them. "We're halfway there and I'm already sweaty. Why can't we just walk around nude?"

"Because that is rude and dirty," a passerby snapped at her. The man had caught her words. "Although I wouldn't mind seeing you naked." His tone changed, as did Jeff's attitude.

"This lady is with me, sir," he said, "and we are both with the police. If you want to get into trouble, please continue to speak in that manner to an officer."

"What... Oh. I'm sorry." The stranger blushed and walked off.

"Idiot," Jeff muttered as they walked on as well, wanting nothing more than to get out of the already warm morning sun. Clothing-optional wasn't in the cards, unfortunately.

Inside the building, the icy cold met them again. Emma was glad she had brought a sweater, which she quickly slipped on. "Does it have to be this cold all the time?" she asked the lady at the desk, as they scanned their passes.

"No, but it's so much nicer this way," the woman said. "You're clear, thank you."

Emma and Jeff walked on and looked around in the main hall.

"I wonder what we should do now," Emma said. "We can walk around and look left and right, but someone clearly forgot to hand us an outline of where we should start."

"Then we can do only one thing," Jeff said as he took his phone. "We call Rosita. Maybe she has information on how to take this on."

Rosita was in the building already and joined them as quickly as she could. "Nice to see you here," she said. As the two told her about their issue, she frowned. "No one told me anything about it either. I guess you have free reign in that respect. If I can help you draw up a plan then I'll gladly help you, though."

They retreated to a restaurant in the building where the air conditioning was set to more human temperatures. There Jeff spread out the plans of the building and together they looked at the most logical places to start.

"Would either of you be able and willing to tell me what exactly you are here for?" Rosita looked curious. "Lots of people ran around already, concerned with the security."

Jeff explained that they were specialised in locating places that could pose a threat in areas where X-ray equipment couldn't fit or where it wasn't allowed. "Sorry, we can't be more specific about it. It's all need-to-know, you know."

"I guess," Rosita said, "and I hope you don't think I'm prying. I just wondered."

They finished their drinks and then Jeff and Emma found the stairs to the basement of the building. The place was so enormous that there were two levels of basements and they decided to start with the lowest one, only to find there was no electric light. This meant a trip back upstairs and finding someone who could get them a few flashlights. Armed with those, they started their first inspection.

"God, it's dusty here," Emma said, "and it stinks too. I wonder how many dead bodies we'll find here."

Jeff laughed, which produced an eerie echo in the long, deserted corridor. "I wouldn't worry about that, Em." He looked at the walls and the ground, which he thought were remarkably clean apart from the thin layer of dust and the occasional cobweb. "We'll need plenty of time to go through all this. I hadn't expected this."

Emma nodded as she wondered if she would be able to see through these thick walls. So far she hadn't encountered impenetrable walls yet but this building was old and very sturdy. Built for eternity, so it seemed. After some thought she told Jeff about it.

"That would be a bummer, Em," he said. "Do you think there is an opportunity to give it a try?"

"Hmm." Emma had already prepared for that question as it was the only way to find out. If she couldn't see through this wall, the purpose of their visit here would evaporate.

Jeff understood what her hmm was all about. "Let me help out a bit," he said as he took his handkerchief and wiped away the dust from the floor. It surprised him to find something that looked like marble there. "Wow, expensive stuff if it's the real thing."

Emma pointed her light to where he was looking. "It still looks dirty. Ish."

"Ish indeed. You've seen and done worse, Emma, but if you don't feel like it, we can come back another time." Jeff didn't want to push her into anything.

"Yeah. Damn." Emma wondered if she should risk it. "And now your hanky is dirty, so you can't use that to clean my feet, can you?" She was just stalling for time and she knew it. In her heart she had already decided to take off her clothes and give this big old wall a look, and hopefully a see-through. When Jeff offered to use his t-shirt for her feet, she had to laugh and said she didn't want to make him walk through the building with big foot-prints on it.

Jeff couldn't stop laughing. "Big feet? You?" With those words he won her over. Emma made him promise to keep her clothes off the ground. He agreed to do so and she started to undress.

Emma shivered. Not because it was cold; the insane cooling system didn't reach this far down, but the environment was spooky. The lack of light made her feel enclosed in a way she didn't recognise. "Okay, here we go," she said after handing her last bit of clothing over. The floor felt cold beneath her feet. She watched where Jeff pointed the beam of light, stepped close to the wall and put her hand against it. She knew the wall opened up to her. It was hard to see anything in this darkness, so she asked Jeff to point the light away from her. "Maybe I can see something in the reflection."

It took a while before her eyes had adjusted to the new darkness. Jeff asked if she could recognise anything.

"Nothing detailed," she reported. "It's as if there are pipes behind this wall. Metal pipes of some sort, but it's just too dark to be sure."
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