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Dedication and Gratitude




DEDICATION 

This book is dedicated to all nudists and naturists around the world. I hope that more people will learn that nudity in itself is not something bad or even evil.



GRATITUDE

Thank to all the people who supported me in the creation of this story.

One for the family background and the image on the cover, the other for picking out the many stupids I tried to hide in the story.







General Notice




GENERAL NOTICE. 

This is a work of fiction, and as a work of fiction, any resemblance to people, places or things is entirely accidental. The creation of certain buildings and locations is entirely the work of the author to avoid conflict and comparison with existing structures.

This work of fiction deals with nudism and will mention nudity. It's sad that this has to be mentioned, as nudity should not be the shocking state that a person can be in that's it considered these days. Note that this means nudity, not sex.

~ P.Z. Walker








Chapter one

Chapter 1





“Well, that’s spring for you,” Jeff said. He stood in front of the big, glass door, looking out at the garden. Rain was lashing down, while a strong wind tried to move heavy plant pots away. The pots resisted, but the plants inside them had given up the fight weeks ago. 

Emma looked at him from the safety of the kitchen table. “I feel cold just watching you standing there, Jeff.” Despite the very comfortable temperature in the house, she rubbed her arms. The sound of the rain hitting the big window wasn’t doing her any good. She’d caught the flu a few months before, which had gotten to her badly. She was still battling the aftermath of it, though, which didn’t want to leave her.

Jeff returned to the table and sat down. “I say we go to the spa tonight. Warm you up again.”

“That’s a wonderful idea,” Emma agreed, “but isn’t going there almost every evening a bit silly?”

He reminded her of the fall weather. “Having a swim here in the garden is also an option, but even Bennett and Lori would call you crazy.” As he spoke, his phone bleeped. “What… Oh. A message from the neighbors. If we want to come over tonight to discuss something.”

“Let them come over to the hot tub and we’ll think about it,” Emma said, winking.

The response, after Jeff’s typing, was a simple, ‘Sure! 7:30pm’. “Looks like we got a hot tub date tonight.”

“Sometimes we get so lucky, don’t we?” Emma said as she sipped her coffee. “Like this.” She waved a hand around. “Who’d have thought we could get into a place like this, and almost for free too?”

The couple had had a few conversations with Lori and Bennett concerning some form of rent. The owners of the house hadn’t wanted to hear about it at first, but Emma and Jeff had insisted to the point of moving out again. This house was far too much to live here for free, so in the end they had agreed on a monthly fee. It still was a ridiculously small amount, but it made the police couple feel better.

“Indeed. And this evening we’ll have a night out at the big spa.” Jeff winked at Emma. “Without any worries.”

Emma nodded and thought back to those bad moments they’d spent there, when the place was still owned and run by a porn boss. “Indeed. And before that happens, we get to play traffic warden.”

Their boss, Lou, had already informed them about that the previous day. Since there was no big or special case where Emma’s abilities would come in handy, they’d have to be on the road like all the others, and spend their day that way.

“Nothing wrong with that,” Jeff said. “Who knows what will happen. It’s a big world out there, with lots of weirdos. We might run into some.”

“I can’t wait,” Emma said. Again she looked at the large glass door. “Looks like it’s getting better out there. And it’s time to get dressed. You do know that this is the moment of the morning that I hate most, don’t you?”

“Yes. You tell me so quite often.”

“Just want you to know.”

*

On the way to the precinct, Emma kept hoping for something interesting to come up, but roll-call handed them a squad car and an area in town to patrol. Lou winked at Emma as she thanked him a bit too loudly and warned them to be careful with the car.

“I wonder why Joe and Bob got the better deal,” Emma huffed as they sat down in the car. Rain had started pouring down again, and they hadn’t made it to the car entirely dry.

“Better? Their turf is much larger,” Jeff said.

“But a better neighborhood too. Less mess, wider roads, nicer people. Oh well. Let’s save the day and make our part of the world a better place.”

*

Towards the end of their shift, Jeff had to admit that Emma had been right. Their day had been filled with minor problems, but too many of them. It had been a rough day, with people complaining, neighbors fighting, a few stolen cars and several accidents to top things off.

“Next time Lou gives us that one, I’m going to protest,” Jeff said, after they’d dropped off the squad car. On the way home they called Bennett and Lori, asking if they could pick up some food for the evening.

“No way,” Bennett said. “Lori’s in the kitchen, making her famous lasagna. Don’t you dare bring food in, otherwise I’ll be having lasagna for the rest of the week. I count on you two to save me from that fate!”

Emma promised they would rescue him.

It didn’t take them long to get home. The weather had changed a lot; it was actually becoming a bit warmer now. Emma and Jeff were happy about that, although it was still a bit too chilly to be naked outside. Inside the house it was wonderful, and after getting out of their clothes, they made their way to the neighbors for dinner.

“Oh, good. Honey, they’re here!” Bennett got up and pointed at one of the tables near a huge glass wall that gave them a nice view of the garden. “We’ll eat there. The sun’s still hitting the chairs, which will feel nice.”

Lori, from the kitchen, called out that they should get ready to eat, she’d be out soon.

Emma still couldn’t really grasp this reality. They actually lived here, with nice naturist people, and they could be undressed whenever they wanted, without anyone batting an eye. She expressed her thoughts, after which Bennett winked at her.

“Sometimes things happen,” the man said. “We’re glad they did. Don’t question how this got to be, just enjoy it while it lasts. And may it last a long time.”

Jeff and Emma claimed a chair, while Bennett walked off to open a bottle of Italian red wine that, according to him, was a perfect match for the lasagna.

Emma called out to Lori if she needed any help, knowing that the answer would be ‘no’, but she felt she had to ask. These people were so kind, and never seemed to want anything in return.

Lori came out of the kitchen, pushing a trolley with a few large dishes. “Careful, they’re hot,” she warned the others as she put on thick mittens before placing the dishes on the table. “Any burns are your own doing.”

As they sat eating, they exchanged a few events from their workdays. Bennett and Lori didn’t have much to say; they’d been at their electronics company doing executive work. Paperwork and phone calls, as Bennett said. The couple loved hearing the things that Emma and Jeff had to tell them. Even without specific details, the two had enough to talk about.

The lasagna was amazing, so was the wine, and after cleaning up, which Emma and Jeff insisted on doing, they headed to the spa.

*

“It’s still a bit unnerving,” Emma said as they got out of the car. This was not the first time Jeff and she had come here, but for some odd reason it got to her. Even though the previous owner of the establishment, Ricky Petrunich, had been locked up, suddenly the sight of the building made her feel uneasy. Bennett and Lori had changed the entire entrance and the colors were different too, but the shape was the same.

“You’ll get over it,” Bennett said as he wrapped an arm encouragingly around her for a moment. “Come, let’s go inside. Drinks are on me.”

They walked to the entrance. Emma stopped just before going inside. Her heart beat fast now and she knew why. She hated that she was so influenced by this, because there was no more danger, but her basic instinct wasn’t that easily convinced.

“Are you okay?” Jeff stopped also and looked at her.

“No.” Emma shook her head. “I’m scared. I know, it’s crazy, but…”

Bennett and Lori, who’d already gone inside, came back out to the couple and asked what the matter was. Jeff explained Emma’s issue.

“I understand, girl,” Bennett said, putting an arm around Emma’s shoulders. “Come. Let Uncle Bennett handle this. Jeff, you and Lori go on, we’ll catch you later.”

Emma was a bit stunned about the man’s action and words, but she let him walk her off, away from the building.

“Do you want to talk,” Bennett asked, “or do you want me to shut up?”

Emma grinned. “Sorry, but ‘Uncle Bennett’ sounded a bit too cute.” Now they were away from the building, she felt better. “And thank you for rescuing me. I hadn’t thought this would get to me this much.”

“That’s okay, Emma. You had a traumatic experience there. I get it.” They walked along in silence for a minute. “We did a good job at cleaning the place up, didn’t we?”

Emma wasn’t certain what he was referring to. She’d seen pictures of the renovation and she’d been here while the remodelling was going on, they’d even been in there a few times, but today she felt as if the events from before were jumping her. “Yes,” she just said. Because the clean-up Jeff and she had done had been a good job, and also what the Tanners had done was great. So why was this affecting her so much?

Bennett steered her around a few conifers and opened a door for her. “Come, let’s go in here.”

Emma had no idea where they were as she looked at the white-painted corridor. There were a few closed doors and she smelled fresh paint. “What is this?” She had an idea, but…

“Here, look at this,” Bennett said as he opened a door, ignoring her. In the room she saw a few racks with boxes. “Storage space. Harmless and well used.”

“You rat,” Emma said, understanding that he’d simply made her enter the spa through the back door. She grinned and he grinned back.

“Gotcha, huh? Now, look at this wealth,” he said, pointing at the boxes. “Cloth napkins. Cups. Glasses. All with the spa logo.”

“Cloth napkins?“ She hadn’t expected that.

“Yep.” Without ceremony he ripped a box open and handed her one of the napkins. “Ain’t that pretty?”

Emma was impressed with that. “You don’t see that a lot.”

“Indeed,” Bennet said, “and I hate that. So we’re trying to be the change we want to see, as some smart person once said. This looks like a good start.”

“How many have been stolen so far?” Emma grinned and handed back the napkin.

“I don’t want to know,” Bennett said. He put the napkin back into the box and closed that as well as possible. “Now, do you want to see more storage space? Or the heating room?”

Emma stuck out her tongue. “As we’re here, we might as well go into the spa, huh?” Her words made her heart jump a bit, but then it calmed down. This man had a particular way of making her feel at peace in a special way.

“That’s my girl,” Bennett said as he winked. “This way!” He opened another door, which took them through a back corridor, around the actual spa area, and into the dressing room. “Allow me to say that you just saved yourself the entrance fee,” he joked. That made Emma laugh loudly. With the Tanners with them, they’d never have to pay to get in here.

After ‘dressing’ for the spa, they walked off with their towels at the ready.

Jeff almost ran up to them when he saw Emma. “Hey, good to see you.”

“Good to see you too.” She pointed at Bennett. “Watch out for this man. He makes you go places.” She leaned over to Jeff. “We saw storage spaces,” she whispered, just loud enough for Bennett to hear it.

“Hush, don’t tell others!” the man said. He winked and asked if they first wanted something to drink, or if they wanted to go enjoy the facilities first.

Emma opted for a swim first, and a soak in one of the hot tubs. Jeff agreed, and off they went.

As they were in the tub, Jeff asked if she was okay now.

“Yes. All fine, thanks. It just…” Emma shrugged. “But that’s over now.”

“Okay. But if you ever need to talk about it…”

“Sure. Then I’ll know where Bennett is,” she teased him, then leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. “I’m surrounded by wonderful people and I know it.”

“That makes me happy, woman,” Jeff replied. He looked over at the spot where the private cabins had been. Those had been removed and replaced by non-private ones. The walls of those cabins were transparent, so no one could get into ‘funny things’. People could still go in there and enjoy some silence, a fragrance and temperature they preferred, but the rest wasn’t ‘optional’. That had been a smart idea from Lori. He squeezed her arm for a moment. “I think you’re well-cooked now. Let’s get something to drink.”

At the bar, they looked out over the spa area.

“Amazing, how many people showed up,” Emma said. “And there are so many I’ve never seen before. As if the word is spreading. Maybe we should have a corner at the reception where people can sign up to become naturist club members.”

“Oh! That’s a clever idea,” Lori said, who immediately reached for a small notepad and a pen to write that down. She’d walked up to the two without them seeing her. “Got more of those?”

Emma laughed. “I’ll let you know if something pops up.”

Lori sat down with them. “Bennett was right to ask you to help run the club. You have ideas. Have you had a chance to think about something to do with a group, apart from this?”

“Definitely.” Emma turned to Jeff. “Remember that peak we went up to a while ago? I think that might be a great thing to do with more people.” She recalled the sheer joy of walking up and down that mountain without their clothes on. Everyone who was able to go up there should be able to enjoy that the same way.

“I do, of course. Good idea,” Jeff said. He explained to Lori where that peak was. “It’s not far away, so it should be possible for many people to get there. Car-pooling is definitely necessary, there’s not much parking space.”

Lori kept writing things down and asked if the two could send her some more details about that idea.

“And there’s something else I’ve been thinking of, but I don’t know if we can get that done,” Emma then said. Even Jeff was surprised about that. She told Lori about the golf clinic they’d done with some of their police colleagues. “I think it would be awesome to do a nude golf clinic. It just came up, but I haven’t given that more thought.”

“Now that is a great idea!” Lori beamed. “Lots of older naturists would be up for that!” She looked around, trying to locate her husband. “I’m sure Bennett knows some of those people. He might be able to get something started. Great idea, Emma, thank you.”

Emma was flabbergasted how quickly that idea was picked up. She’d enjoyed that first time playing golf. Doing it nude would be even better, she was convinced of that. She took a sip from her drink and looked at Jeff, who grinned.

“You’re amazing, Miss Nelson,” he said, and winked.

“I know, Mr Connors.” She winked back and leaned over for a kiss.

“You two have some more fun,” Lori said. “I’m going to look for Bennett and talk to him about that golf idea. That’s really neat, Emma.” She slipped off the bar stool, slung her towel over a shoulder and walked off with the notepad.

Emma looked at Jeff again. “Let’s try one of those cabins. I wonder if they have pineapple smell in there.”

“What?” Jeff stared at her.

She doubled over with laughter.








Chapter two

Chapter 2





The next morning was much nicer for the world. The rain had left for other places, which meant that Emma and Jeff had breakfast outside in the early sunshine. It was still a bit on the chilly side so they both had a towel over their shoulders, but that was no problem. Real clothes could wait, and so they did. 

By the time the two had to get dressed and head to work, Bennett and Lori appeared.

“That was a nice evening, wasn’t it?” Bennett looked at Emma. “Even for you, I heard.”

“Yes.” Emma got up and gave the man a quick hug. “Thanks for dragging me in through the back door, Bennett. I really had it bad for a bit.”

He patted her on the shoulder. “No problem at all. I understand. Leave things like that to good old Bennett.” He winked. “You had breakfast already?”

“Yes. Duty calls, you know, so we have to go out, to protect and serve,” Emma said.

“Well, you go have fun then. We’re taking it easy today after such a strenuous evening at the spa. And thanks for the golf clinic idea, I’ll make a few calls today,” Bennett said.

“Awesome!”

*

On the way to the precinct, Emma kept talking about the idea of having a nude golf day. So much even that Jeff at some point asked her to calm down a bit, as she was already practicing her swings in the car, almost hitting him.

“I can’t help being excited,” she said. “I bet you like the idea too. Right?”

Jeff laughed. “At least it will be naked. Remember, I wasn’t much good at it that first time.”

“I’ll hold your hand if Bennett makes this happen,” she promised. “Or you can be my helper to collect the balls.”

“Yeah. I don’t think so,” Jeff said, shaking his head. “Okay, here we are. Let’s see what joy is waiting for us today.”

During roll-call, Lou was looking at them more often than usual, which was a sign there was something special for them. For that reason, it wasn’t a surprise that they were asked to come to his office after the official first part of the day. Emma wondered if the other officers found that remarkable. They hardly ever were called in with Lou. No one had ever commented on that, though, which suited her just fine. To her surprise, Jo-Anne was there as well.

Lou asked them to sit down. “We got word from a visitor,” he said. “About a chest that’s been found.”

“A chest.” Jeff frowned. “What’s in it?”

“The person who reported it didn’t know,” Lou said. “This is a bit of a strange situation. The chest was found on some farmland. Quite a lot of the family lives on that property and they hadn’t used that land for a while. Now they started developing it and found the chest.”

The three officers hadn’t expected that. Jo-Anne asked if anyone knew what was inside the chest, and if it was a big one.

“I have no idea about the size, and they don’t know what's in it. And that’s where Emma comes in. Maybe she can see through the cover, and give us an idea what's inside. Kind of a bomb prevention, so to speak, although there probably is no bomb in there.”

“Did they move the chest?” Emma asked. The bomb bit didn't make her feel happy.

“Not that I know of. It might still be in the ground. The family left the place as they found it and sent someone over to warn us.”

Jeff asked why they hadn’t called.

“The man who reported it was in town, and he thought it better to come over in person,” Lou said. “This is where things get crazy, and it'll fit Emma and Jeff very well. It seems that the entire family lives there in the nude.”

Again, it was something none of the officers had expected to hear. Emma and Jeff exchanged a quick glance. This was right up their alley. Emma did wonder how Jo-Anne would handle that. Her next thought was: would Jeff and she be allowed to be nude there too? After all, they would go there on official business.

“Do you think you can take on this case?” Lou looked at the three in front of him.

Jo-Anne raised a hand. “Why do you want me in on this as well? Isn’t two enough?”

Lou explained that this was a very peculiar case in a peculiar setting. “I want an extra pair of eyes there. There’s a lot of land to be covered, and you know stuff about bombs and so on. Inspect that chest, make sure it’s safe, see if you can open it to find out what’s in there. And be careful.” He pushed a note over his desk. “This is the address. I told them to expect you this morning, so grab a car and head over there.”

Emma then asked her question about being naked at that farm. “Is that an option? Or do we have to stay in uniform?”

Lou smiled. “That’s why I said this is up your alley. I know you and Jeff are nudists, so that works. I also know that your special trick only works when you’re nude, so that works even better.”

“And me?” Jo-Anne asked. “I’m not a nudist.”

“I’m leaving that up to you, Jo-Anne. Go with your feeling.”

“Okay…” Jo-Anne sounded a bit worried as she took the note with the address. “Let’s get going then…”

*

“I hope this isn’t going to be weird,” Jo-Anne said, who was driving the car.

“Don’t worry. If you feel better in your clothes, keep them on,” Jeff said. “We’ll stay in uniform for a while as well, so they know we’re real cops.” That made everyone laugh.

Emma, in the back of the car, had the note and dialed the number on it. They had agreed to call, so the family at the farm knew they were coming.

A woman’s voice answered. “Hello, you reached the Gevorgyan farm.”

“Hello, Mrs Gevorgyan. This is Officer Emma Nelson. My colleagues and I are assigned to your call about the chest. I just wanted to let you know we’re on our way over to you.”

“Oh, that’s so kind of you,” Mrs Gevorgyan said. “You were told we’re not clothed, right?”

“We know, ma’am. My partner and I are naturists, so no surprises there.”

“That’s wonderful, glad there are police people with their head screwed on right,” the woman said. “If you get to the gate, just open it and drive up to the main house. I’d ask Dean to run over and open it for you, but he’s out on the tractor right now. And please close the gate again when you’re through.”

“Of course, Mrs Gevorgyan. Thank you, we’ll be there in about twenty minutes.”

Jo-Anne raised her thumb to indicate that Emma’s time assumption was correct.

“Thanks, Officer Nelson, we’ll be seeing you.”

Emma ended the call. “They’re expecting us.”

“Naturists…” Jo-Anne said. “Me and my big mouth. This is definitely going to be weird.”

Jeff and Emma did their best to make Jo-Anne feel safe about this first visit. Emma knew that the second one would be easier. She remembered being insecure about her own body too, long ago. Before she’d met Amarika and discovered that strange ability by accident.

They arrived at the Gevorgyan farm. Jeff took care of the gate and soon they were on their way to the farmhouse. That was quite a distance from the gate, they all noticed.

“At least no one is going to get an eyeful of naked people as soon as they arrive here,” Jo-Anne said, sounding somewhat relieved. She pulled the car into what looked like a parking area, next to a few other vehicles.

The three left the car and had a good look at the house. It looked old. The large yellow front was adorned with a large front porch under a roof. In the center, a kind of tower rose up which seemed to have rooms inside it. Large bushes with flowers made the entire place look cheerful and inviting.

Then the door to the farmhouse opened and several people came outside.

“Oh my god,” Jo-Anne whispered. “There are kids too.”

“Ehm, yes. Kids happen,” Emma said. “You’ve seen your son naked, haven’t you?”

“Yes, but…”

Before that talk could progress, a woman and a few curious children walked up to them. “Hello,” she said, “I’m Carol Gevorgyan.”

Jeff introduced himself, Emma and Jo-Anne.

“Good to meet you. I’m glad the police is taking this seriously,” Carol said. “We’re a bit different, as you see.” She seemed to study the three. “And Emma said you’re naturists, so if you feel like getting out of them clothes, by all means do so.”

Emma looked at Jeff. She wanted to, but she hadn’t expected this invitation, and definitely not so soon. Jeff just nodded and started undressing. Emma followed. Jo-Anne hesitated, then looked away. Emma found that a bit odd, because the woman had seen her naked before on several occasions, and those had also been police business. Just not so out in the open, she realized, and that might make the difference.

Carol didn’t seem to mind. She waited for the two to undress and put their clothes in the car. After that, Carol invited all of them into the house. “There’s coffee, tea, milk, water and orange juice,” she said as she led the way. “Find yourself a seat, make yourself at home and then I’ll tell you what happened.”

Emma was pleased to see a pile of towels on a shelf. They were faded and often-used, but clean. She took one and draped it over a chair next to the kitchen table before sitting down. Jeff did so too, and because of that, Jo-Anne took one as well.

Carol didn’t laugh, she simply pointed out that the towels were for nude people. “No naked butts on the chair, you know,” she said. “Your butt is already wrapped so you don’t need one. Unless you think the chairs ain’t clean.”

“Oh, certainly not,” Jo-Anne said, who folded the towel and put it back. She still blushed as she sat down.

Carol poured something to drink for everyone, then sat down too. “So, a few days ago the boys were out in a far end of the farm, making sure the fences are all good. Lots of folks around here are crazy, you know, they like to come over and tear down the fences, because we’re different from them.” She shook her head. “They should live like us for a few days and they’d know what they’d been missin’ all their dressed-up lives.” Carol took a sip from her cup.

“Dean, he's my son, told the others to go around the fence with the Jeep, to have a quick look, and he was walking to check on Lord knows what. He’s always doing stuff like that. He told us he was deciding if the land was ready to be used again. Overusing the land is abusing it, and we hadn’t touched that part in a bit. So he got down on all fours and did some digging, which is the best way to see if the soil is good. Well, he saw the soil is good, but then he almost broke a finger because he hit something hard. And that was the chest.”

Jeff looked up from his notes. “What kind of chest was that?”

“A big one!” Carol held her hand high over the table. “At least that’s what he made it sound like. He left it where it is and came back to tell us about it. We dunno what it is or who put it there, so we’re mighty careful with it. I told you, the neighbors are whackjobs and we don’t know what weird stuff they get into.”

Emma wrote down to have a look at who the neighbors of these people were. She couldn’t imagine people to be so rigid in their mindset that they didn’t want this family to live their life in peace.

“Can we see that chest?” Jo-Anne asked.

“Sure, no problem,” Carol replied. “I’ll call Dean over. He’s out on the tractor but this is important, when three police people show up for that chest.” She frowned. “Do you already have an idea what might be in there?”

“None at all, Mrs Gevorgyan,” said Jeff.

“Oh, please, call me Carol,” the older woman said, waving the Mrs away. She got up and picked up an ancient cell phone from a shelf. After a while of fussing with it, to get the dinosaur to work, she spoke with Dean. She almost yelled into the device.

Emma covered her mouth to hide her grin. The older woman shouted loud enough for Dean to hear her without a phone, she thought.

“Dean’s on his way,” Carol said after the call. She carefully put the phone back on its shelf. “Be about ten minutes or so, he said, so I’ll keep you folks entertained. Y’all want to have a look around the house?”

All the officers felt up for that, so the group went outside.

Jo-Anne looked more and more uncomfortable, with several people and especially children running around naked, doing things that, in her world, required clothes. The people, a few younger women who probably were the mothers of the screaming and running youths, only glanced at the newcomers and went about their business.

Emma hoped that her friend wouldn’t freak out over all the nudity. She took Jo-Anne by an arm and steered her away from Carol and Jeff. “Hey, woman. Are you okay with this?”

Jo-Anne sighed. “Basically yes. This is just a case and we’re on it. It’s just a bit overwhelming to see nude people. I mean, I’ve seen you, but that was for a reason. These people are naked for no reason at all.”

“We’ll talk about that later, okay?” Emma was glad Jo-Anne was serious about the assignment. “Come on.”

They joined Carol and Jeff. Carol was talking about the way they had erected some of the buildings Amish style, without the use of hammers and nails, and all hand-work.

“It’s an art-form,” the woman said, “and they last forever if you do it right.”

“Are you Amish?” Jo-Anne asked, glad she could put something into the conversation.

Carol laughed. “Oh dear, no, we’re simply people who learn the good tricks. There was a former Amish couple here for a few months, and they showed us how it was done. Sweet people, you know.”

“Amish?” Emma hadn’t expected that. “And did they keep their clothes on?” She knew it might be an inappropriate question, but she had to know.

“Only the first day,” Carol said and winked. “You’d be surprised how quickly comfort can take the place of a more ‘restrictive’ way of life.” As she spoke, a van came driving down one of the several lanes that spread out over the farmland. “Ah, there’s Dean.”

*

The van stopped at a distance, and a very tanned man hopped out. Emma liked how he looked, muscled and healthy. She also noticed the van hardly made a sound.

“Hey, sorry for the delay,” the man said as he walked up to the group. “Got here as quickly as I could. Hi, I’m Dean. Call me Dean, please.”

Carol took care of the introductions and asked him to get the officers to the spot where he’d found the chest.

Dean nodded and invited everyone into the van. “Plenty of towels to sit on, and hang on for a bumpy ride,” he warned them as they walked to the van. “Road’s not all flat and nice everywhere, but I know where to go slow.”

Emma noticed that he didn’t blink at, nor made a comment about Jo-Anne being in her clothes.

The van was cleaner than she’d expected, for a farm vehicle, and Dean proved to be a very safe driver. The bumpy ride he’d warned them about didn’t really hold many surprises .

“Dean, what kind of car is this?’ Emma asked. “I don’t hear an engine. Do you have rabbits underneath?"

Dean laughed and explained that he had the van changed. “It’s an electric car now. Much nicer to drive, cheaper and better for the air we all breathe. I have to drive around a lot, so this was the most sensible solution for me.”

The police officers were impressed.

The drive took about ten minutes. Dean helped everyone out of the back of the van. “Here we are,” he said, as he pointed at a group of three trees. “It’s in there. Let me show you.” He led the way to the trees, where everyone saw a patch of sand that had clearly been dug up and refilled very recently.

Dean dropped to his knees and started scooping the soil away. In a burst of solidarity, Jeff joined him, and quickly the two men had removed enough sand to reveal the chest. It was about three by two feet. The outside was covered in remains of leather, held in place by metal strips. Where the leather had given up the fight, they saw bits of wood.

“There it is,” Dean said, patting the lid. “It looks old.”

Emma knelt down too, and Jo-Anne came closer, bending over, to have a good look at the thing.

“And you haven’t opened it yet?” Jeff asked.

“Nope. No way to open it from this end,” Dean said, “and I decided to leave it in there until you guys were here. Well, the police, anyway. Having you here is a bonus.”

Emma knew he referred to Jeff and her being nude. This was going to be a very strange and interesting assignment, she knew that already.

Jo-Anne then surprised everyone by asking Dean to step away with her. “I have a few questions. We can do that while Jeff and Emma have another look at the trunk.”

“Sure, let’s do that. Walk on and ask away.” Dean was very easy-going.

When Jo-Anne and Dean had walked off, Emma put a hand on the lid of the chest.

“Can you see anything?” Jeff asked.

“I can. I’m just not sure what I’m looking at…”







