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Chapter one
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Once an all-male nudist bathing place located on the outskirts of Dublin City at the sea near Dunlaoighre, the forty-foot had fallen prey to the modern world and now was open to all genders and bathing costumes were 'de-rigueur.' 

Which was interesting, because the corpse was naked.

It was one of those Irish early summer days, a bit wild and wind-blown and the sky was cloud laden. The east wind was providing a chill factor against the struggling spring-into-summer temperature and the rain was soft and plentiful, pushed in sheets by the gusts of wind. 

The group of police officers on the dock at the forty-foot were well dressed for the weather, but the rain was a major irritant.

The Technical Bureau guys had taken over the scene. Dr Maura Burke was in command, ably abetted by Conor Denver, her number two. Alice O'Reilly, the young science graduate, was being trained-in on the job and followed orders.

Detective Madeline Curtis stood nearby, her jacket collar turned up against the weather and waited patiently to get a better look at the deceased. 

Her partner, Dwyer, marshalled the curious spectators with the help of two local police and held them below the slope in the road that led up to the forty-foot so they could not see the corpse.

––––––––
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The witnesses were sitting close together in a bunch along the concrete seating that lined the inner part of the open-air bathing area. A concrete overhang helped to keep off most of the rain and they all had towels draped across their knees.

They all looked frozen. Maddie wondered should she let the witnesses get dressed.

"Got them all?" she asked Kelly, the police photographer.

"What Maddie?"

"The witnesses, did you photo them all?"

"Am I allowed? You know, the new data privacy legislation?"

"Use your distance lenses and don’t get caught. We can work out legal niceties later."

"Ok."

Maddie gave him five minutes, then she went down to the witnesses and told them to get dressed before they caught a cold.

There were four, teenage to early twenties, young women, who had been trying out the forty-foot for a bit of fun. They looked great in their bikinis, other than their straggly rain and sea water wet hair, but were getting goose pimples from the rain and cold air. 

The remaining twelve could all be considered regulars, old hands at the forty-foot and members of the small members club who kept the area clean and orderly. Maddie had decided that they were all over sixty and some maybe as old as eighty. There were four women and eight men.

Maddie had interviewed them all and in summary, nobody had noticed anything before the alarm was raised. 

She had all their details and she had informed them that they would be required to sign a statement as part of the enquiry and that they might be called to the inquest.

Gratefully they used their rain wet towels to get a bit drier and then began to dress. The women had long towelling coats that covered their dressing activity. Except of course, the four young women, who struggled with their towels under the watchful eyes of the older group, who tried not to watch but couldn't help their eyes being drawn to the girls as they giggled and dressed under the cover of their damp towels.

Maddie left them to it and following the concrete track further inside the bathing area, she went around the corner at the far left side. 

This part of the bathing area faced out to sea and was not visible either from the front area or from the nearby small Sandymount beach.

Around the corner, seated where she had left them, four men sat in silence. These were nude bathers who in defiance of modernity, continued to bathe nude, albeit, around the discrete corner and out of sight from the entrance area of the forty-foot, and the further away shoreline stretching back towards Dunlaoighre from Sandycove.

They cheered up when they saw her.

"Can we get dressed?" one of the men asked, hands covering his privates.

"Sure," Madeline said.

She stood with her back to them, looking out to sea, so as to respect their privacy.

"Terrible business," one of them remarked.

"My keys, my towel!" a man, who Maddie put in his forties, exclaimed.

This caused uproarious mocking laughter. 

Maddie felt she had to turn to see what was up. 

To her relief she found that they were dressed to a level of modesty in damp underwear and some were struggling into vests. All except one.

"My towel and my keys have been stolen, detective," he explained, uncomfortable in his nude.

"Get dressed!" Maddie instructed, allowing impatience into her tone.

"My clothes are in my car! I changed in the car. I'm parked a hundred yards away. I walked here, just in my spandex, with towel and keys. Then I wrapped my keys in my togs and jumped into the sea. They are all gone."

This was followed by more uproarious laughter.

Maddie sighed. "Can anyone lend him clothes?" she asked.

They did a whip around and came up with a pair of rugby shorts and a jumper.

Kelly arrived to take their photos. They protested loudly. 

"Head shots only," Kelly offered to mollify them.

"We are not criminals!" a grumpy one protested.

"Please," Maddie asked. "There are too many of you. I need an aide memoir, if you don't mind."

"It's a simple accident," another added.

Maddie sensed that the agitation, caused by Kelly's arrival with his camera, was spreading.

"As I have explained, there will be an inquest and you guys will need to make formal statements. You are witnesses not criminals and I respect this. Your cooperation with a photo would be appreciated."

"Not in our underwear."

"Of course not." 

Maddie looked at her notebook. The man who had lost his clothes and keys was called Coulson, James Coulson. "I'll need a statement about the lost clothing. As a separate matter," she offered.

This distracted them and Kelly went about his business with a smile and shrug as they allowed him to take their head shots.

Maura Burke approached in full white forensic gear including face mask. The nudist group anxiously got dressed and one by one took their leave.

"Ask Garda Dwyer to take your statement," Maddie instructed Coulson as he lingered to make a report on his stolen car keys, towel and spandex shorts.

"Maddie, have you ever swum here?" Maura asked as she took off her forensic mask and shook out her hair. 

Maddie smiled, "no, have you?"

"Once. With a group of friends, for a dare. It looks cold but when you are in the water it's not too bad."

"Swim-suited?"

"Of course Maddie."

"Apparently these guys are holding out. Nudie swimmers."

"Matter of principle maybe? It used to be nude and exclusive for men," Maura offered.

"Whatever. Any preliminary views on the deceased?"

"Maddie, it's clear that he drowned. The inquest will undoubtedly confirm."

"Ok."

"Suggest you release the body. I have other pressing issues. I need to get on. We have all the detail."

"Ok, Maura, just give me a minute."

They walked back to the corpse together.

"There was a similar case a few years ago," Maura added conversationally as they walked. "A scuba diver went in off the front end of the bathing area and would you believe, he got tangled underwater in a fishing net. Apparently the net had come off a fishing boat and had drifted into the bathing area and settled around the bottom. He couldn't get free."

"No rescue?"

"No Maddie, he drowned before they got to him. Sad case. This looks the same. There'll be uproar when the press get it. I imagine the District Council will be upbraided and tasked to keep the waterway clear for swimmers."

"His name is Gerry Campbell," Maddie said as they stood and looked at the body, adding, "The guys say he is in his fifties. Hard to tell precisely with the effect of the water."

"Will I close his eyes?" Maura suggested.

He was nude and wrapped in fishing netting. There was a look on his face reminiscent of a scream. It appeared he had died struggling to get free. His fingers were bloody and his eyes were staring.

"Can you turn him over?" Maddie asked.

Maura signalled Conor, her number two. With the help of a grunting Alice, he flipped the body and stood back, his face unreadable behind the forensic face mask.

There were marks on the skin where the body had struggled against the netting.

"Hmm," Maddie said in acknowledgement but noncommittal.

"Fairly straight forward?" Maura suggested. "Will I call up the ambulance?"

"Yes Maura, let's get him to the morgue. But leave him in the netting until the post mortem. I want a forensics report on the netting."

"Fishing nets are fishing nets?"

"Please Maura, you know, net type, possible suppliers. Whatever you can give me."

"Ok. And Maddie, will you talk to the next of kin?"

Maddie stopped in her tracks. "Damn!" she said.

"What?"

"I forgot to tell the witnesses to allow me time to inform the next of kin. They've all dispersed. Some idiot is bound to ring the wife." 

"You better get on it Maddie."

"Yeah, but I want this area roped off as a crime scene."

"Why Maddie? He drowned. It happens."

"The fishing net."

"What about it, Maddie?"

"It's not a fishing net used by Irish Trawlers."

"Of course it has to be a lost net."

"Look at it, Maura."

"Yes?"

"It's like those nets you see on nature programmes. You know, the fisherman stands in a rowing boat and throws the net into the river. It lands in a circle and sinks to catch fish."

"And?"

"And Maura, this net is small and circular, not the sort you'd find on a trawler. So I'm treating this as a possible murder."

"Maddie!"

Maddie signalled Dwyer. Dwyer nodded to James Coulson and closed his notebook.

Coulson wandered down to the roadway to see if he could cadge a lift home. But his comrades had all disappeared in the time he had taken to give his statement. 

With a sigh he began to thumb a lift.

He was tall and handsome but looked odd in his jumper and rugby shorts. A woman driver smiled in passing, stopped, and following a bit of banter, she offered him a lift.

"Your man Coulson, he went to his car to find it gone." Dwyer explained, adding, "That's a bit more serious than a towel and a spandex."

"What? His car is stolen?"

"Whoever took the keys, took the car. A Mercedes," 

Maddie smiled and shrugged. Dwyer raised an eyebrow.

"Give it to the local cops," she instructed. "They can do the follow up. We stay with the murder." 

"Murder?' Are you serious Maddie?"

"We need to set a crime scene," Maddie instructed.

"Close the forty-foot?" Dwyer checked.

"Yes please, and put a police guard in place," Maddie instructed firmly.

"Did he not just drown in a fishing net?" Dwyer asked with a puzzled frown.

"Wrong sort of net."

"Ok, I'll get it organised."

Maddie cursed under her breath. She wanted to get home and be warm and cosy. But needs must. 

She had to stay and make sure everything was looked after. Corpses did not respect the nine to five timetable.

She turned to walk back through the swimming area, the better to fix its geography in her memory. Then she'd go and talk to the widow. She sighed, this was the worst part of the job.

Then she paused, a penny had dropped.

What had happened to the drowned man's clothes? Where were they?
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Chapter two
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The woman who gave Coulson a lift turned out to be Lilly Mahon. 

"Thanks for the lift," he said as they drove along.

"Unusual gear, were you at a rugby match?" she asked with a smile.

"That's it. That's how you know me."

Lilly laughed. "I wouldn't pick up a stranger."

"We've seen each other at schools rugby matches," James suggested.

"Lilly Mahon," she said. "My son Bill was on the senior cup squad."

"And my son, Jimmy. I'm James Coulson."

"They both played well. Pity they got beaten in the final at Old Belvedere," Lilly commented.

"Great match. And I love the way the school kids come along to cheer their team."

"Yeah, great atmosphere," Lilly agreed.

"Were you there, Lilly?"

"Of course, and you, I presume?"

"Right."

"A big crowd," Lilly remarked with a smile.

"Yes, a great crowd from both schools and great fun and excitement," Coulson agreed, adding, "Especially for the kids who came to support their sides. Afterwards, we went for a Chinese meal."

"You better give me directions, James, where to in Carrickmines?"

"Just follow the road and take a left at the lights."

"Where's your car James?"

"Long story. But a sad story."

"Do tell," Lilly encouraged with a warm smile.

"Sorry, it's serious. My pal Gerry Campbell has just drowned by accident in the forty-foot."

"Jesus! I'm so sorry for your loss. I wondered what the kafuffle was about. You know, the ambulance and police and all that. The traffic was awful."

"He got caught up in a fishing net in the forty-foot."

"Is that a second time? I think I heard..." Lilly began.

"You're right," James interjected, "a scuba diver was drowned in a net about a year ago. But Gerry was just swimming. He was a good swimmer."

"Was there an attempt to rescue him?"

James looked out the window. He took a breath. It was beginning to hit him.

Lilly glanced over. James was good looking, slim and fit. The rugby shorts suited his strong legs with their fair hairs catching the sunlight. 

"Sorry, didn't mean to upset you," she apologised.

"No, no. It's complicated. You see, there were four young ones, teenage girls, I'd guess, over eighteen, leaving cert or first year University I'd guess. They were messers."

"Newcomers to the forty-foot?"

"Definitely."

"Ok, but it's open to the public is it not?"

"We swim, that is a small group of us guys, we swim nude like in the old days, but around the corner out of sight."

"The girls saw you all?" Lilly guessed.

"They were messing and they came around the corner to where we were in the nude. Well, they shrieked. One of them grabbed my towel and they ran off with it, laughing their heads off."

"At least they weren't upset," Lilly remarked with a grin.

"We couldn't chase them in our nude and they ran and dived into the water at the other side."

"Just your towel was gone?"

"My car keys were in the towel and my clothes were in the car."

"The keys went into the water when the girls dived in?"

"No, Lilly. They'd thrown them on to the front bench area."

"Ok?"

"While the girls were in the water. Dermot Cody, one of my gang, put his pants back on and retrieved them, including my car keys. But then later, the keys went missing again."

"The girls?"

"Listen Lilly, all hell broke loose when Gerry surfaced face down."

"I can imagine. But who took your clothes?"

"My spandex, towel and keys. My clothes were in my car. There were some local kids, gurriers, who came in off the Sandymount beach when the fuss started. And there was more fuss and confusion when the police and the ambulance first arrived. The swimmers ran off the kids, but some purses were snatched and it might have been them who took my things."

"Sounds like a shit-storm."

"What gets me is, if there were no distractions we might have seen that Gerry was in trouble. By the time we got him out, he was dead."

"Stuff happens, James, don't go blaming yourself."

James guided Lilly towards his house. She was impressed with what she saw.

"What do you work at?" she asked.

"Corporate finance, you know, mergers and takeovers."

"Fine house, there must be good money in your job."

"Yes, I guess. And my granddad left me a few bob to get started. Things have gone well."

"Apparently so, James," she said cheerfully as she pulled into the kerb. "This ok?"

"Thanks again Lilly."

"No bother."

"Maybe I could buy you a lunch to say thanks?" James suggested tentatively, but with a wicked smile and a gleam in his eye.

Their eyes met, they clicked.

"Sure," Lilly said with a smile and a casual shrug.

"Text me your number Lilly and I'll set it up."

"You got a mobile phone number?"

"Ah hell, I left my mobile in the car."

"Here," Lilly said, and taking a notebook from her purse she wrote her mobile number. She tore off the page and handed it to him.

"Ok thanks, I'll ring soon."

"Do, it would be nice to say hello properly."

Lilly watched him as he put the code into the iron gate and let himself into his front garden.

She felt a tingle of excitement. It was the way he might have been looking at her. Not that she'd do anything... But it would be a break from her normal routine. 

Just a lunch and a chat with a charming handsome man. What could be the harm in that? She smiled as she pulled away. James turned and gave her a wave and a smile.

He walked to his front door and felt a rage as he realised he no longer had a key. He pressed the bell and held it. 

Inside in the kitchen Marie jumped in fright. The doorbell was ringing off the wall. It had to be him. To get to the door you had to get through the gate and know the gate code. The bell on the gate had a difference tone. 

She took off her apron and had a quick look in the mirror. Then she hurried to the door.

"What took you so long!" he hissed. He stepped quickly into the hall and closed the door behind him.

"James," she exclaimed, "what are you doing in that get-up?"

Her tone was enquiring but warm and friendly. She ducked as he tried to give her a backhand across her face. She was used to his moves.

He smiled realising she had anticipated his move.

"Sorry, no offense," she offered hurriedly and in abject apologetic tones, not meeting his penetrating gaze and half holding her shaky hands up to protect her face.

"Dinner?" he snapped.

"About half an hour."

"Right, get everything ship shape. I'm going to have a shower and change."

"Your togs and towel, will I put them in the wash basket?"

James sighed, he was in no humour for explanations. He reached and grabbed the side of her neck. He liked the way she stiffened in fright, her eyes widening. 

Taking her head in his two hands he kissed her passionately on the mouth. 

When he let her go she staggered back against the wall of the stairs, breathing deeply.

"Do you wish to have it off with me?" she asked in a low voice, without meeting his gaze.

"No Marie. I wish to shower and have me dinner," he replied using his imitation of a rough Dublin accent and with a smile on his face at his own humour.

James came close and pulled her nearer, and then he felt her breasts through her dress.

"Well, well," he said with a smile, his anger seemingly evaporated.

"You said, no knickers or bra," she replied meekly.

"Right, and a good bare ass for a smacking," he added cheerfully and turning her he pulled up her dress and smacked her bare ass.

She smiled demurely, without looking at him and he smiled and struck again. He liked the sound of a hand on bare ass.

"Get into the kitchen woman," he instructed and left her in the hall, going double steps up the stairs for his shower.

Marie needed a moment to get her breath and recover her composure. His dominance always excited her. The worry about how far he might go always made her tremble inside.

In the kitchen she opened the saucepan press. She took out a slip of paper and looked at the number she kept hidden. It was the number her friend Pauline had given her. The number of a woman to ring if she felt she was being subject to coercive control.

Today's episode was minor compared with others, but one day she might call and report James. But of course she'd need a phone to do that and he had banned her mobile. And Pauline hadn't called to the house since he'd been rude to her. And then, afterwards, he'd insisted, "you don't need friends, we've got each other."

She put the slip of paper back into its hiding place and then she took the chicken breasts out of the micro wave, where she had left them after they'd thawed out. 

While she cooked the dinner her thoughts raced. She'd need to put her thoughts in order. He'd want a detailed account of her day. 

Mustn’t say anything that might trigger his anger...

She shouldn't have grinned when he arrived in that ridiculous gear. 

It was partly her fault he was angry, she reasoned. 

His blood pressure, she knew she mustn't upset him. He was on the tablets.

She tightened her fist and then let it go, feeling the tension ease with letting go. 

She checked the kitchen mirror. Still looking good. It was time to get on with her day. And to get him talking about his day, his ups and downs, his big victories and his little defeats.

It was just a question of managing. She was his slut, or so he'd said often enough. She just needed to be his slut and he'd stay calm. Deep down he loved her, she was sure of that. Why else would he stay with a slut like her?

She jumped as he came silently into the kitchen and grabbed her from behind.

"Sorry darling," he said. "I was so upset over the accident at the forty-foot, I just lashed out. Please forgive me."

Marie turned to him with a nervous smile. His eyes were soft and repentant.

She let him kiss her. 

He always apologised and made up.
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Lilly still had a half smile on her lips as she turned into her driveway. She was still thinking about James Coulson, and his wicked look and smile and how the sun shining on the fair hair of his bare legs had stirred her.

Sophie, her daughter, was in the living room with her friends Lucy and Mia, having coffee.

"Hi," Lilly said cheerfully, as she came in. "I thought you ladies said you were going bathing in the forty-foot. Did you go? Are you back?"

"Been there, done that," Sophie offered. She didn't need to introduce her friends as her mother knew them from way back and their mutual school days.

"Did Emily not come back with you three?"

"Emily works part time," Mia explained.

"At work," Sophie added.

"I drove by the forty-foot, thinking I might be able to give you girls a lift, but there was a traffic jam."

"Yes, a man drowned," Lucy explained. She was wide eyed and corn blonde and her innocent look belied a mischievous spirit. "It caused chaos."

"A man had his togs stolen," Lilly said, looking sharply at the three.

"What!" How did you know?" Sophie asked astonished.

"It was you four, wasn't it?" Lilly demanded.

The girls looked at each other, beginning to blush and look guilty.

"It was just a bit of fun," Sophie began.

"Respectable girls like ye. I'm disgusted," Lilly interjected. 

"The police took our names," Mia added.

"As possible witnesses to the accident," Lucy explained quickly. "But we saw nothing."

"Please don't tell our parents, we were only messing," Mia pleaded.

"For heaven’s sake why? A bunch of naked old fellows. What were ye thinking?"

"Marty, you know Marty's shop where Emily works? He goes swimming there. We wanted to take his togs," Mia said.

"Why? What's got into you girls?"

"He's a messer," Sophie spat. "He talks dirty to Emily. And he tells her all about how he swims in the nude up in the forty-foot."

"She should tell her mother."

"She wanted to get her own back, teach him a lesson," Sophie explained.

"Emily is nineteen, she can take care of herself. If Marty tries anything serious she'll talk to his wife," Mia added.

"Ok, but please behave."

"How did you know about the swimming togs?" Sophie persisted.

"I gave a man a lift home. He was dressed in rugby shorts and seemed stranded. I recognised him from the schools rugby matches. James Coulson is his name. So I gave him a lift home. He explained everything. Nice man, his son was on his school senior cup team."

"Not Jimmy Coulson?" Lucy asked with a giggle and a pink colour at her neck.

"You know him?"

"He goes to the rugby dances, we all know him. He went to Wesley College. He's doing pre-med in Trinity College."

The other two girls nodded in acknowledgement. 

Middle class Dublin is a small parish and certain schools knew their contemporaries from sport and dances and parties.

"Sophie, you and your friends stop your nonsense," Lilly insisted firmly. "No more messing at the forty-foot. Go swimming by all means but stay away from the nudie old men. Better still swim up on the other side of Dunlaoighre, at Seapoint. Good open bathing there."

"Sure Mom," Sophie promised.

Lilly wondered if she meant it.

"But please don't tell our moms," Mia pleaded.

"Don't eat too many biscuits," Lilly replied. "I'm going to make the dinner. Any of you girls staying?"

"Just me mom," Sophie said with a wan smile.

Lilly left them to it and went into the kitchen. Her two boys would be home soon and as always, starving.

"Lucy!" Sophie hissed with a grin, in a low voice.

"You dated Jimmy Coulson," Mia added.

"It's over."

"He's gorgeous," Sophie offered.

"He's rough," Lucy replied.

"Wow!" Mia said with a giggle.

"No Mia, not good," Lucy insisted, "He didn't wait for me. He just..."

Lucy paused, embarrassed.

"Rape?" Sophie asked, eyebrows shooting up and her excited glance meeting Mia's.

"No, don't be silly. He just grabbed me. Pushed me roughly against some high bushes along the pathway. I didn't like it."

"A rugby tackle?" Mia laughed.

"Mia, I can't explain. I got scared."

"So, he just pushed you?" 

"He didn't speak or smile. He just put his hand down my blouse and into my bra."

"So?"

"It was too soon."

"What do you mean, Lucy?" Sophie asked.

"It was our third date. Our first evening date," Lucy explained.

"What did you do?"

"Mia, I couldn't push him away. He's so strong. He was hurting me when I tried to pull away. And he seemed to feel entitled. So I told him to piss off. I shouted at him. I was scared. I said I'd scream."

"Did he piss off?" Mia asked.

"He didn't apologise. He just fecked off. Stormed off."

"Where were you?" Sophie asked.

"We walked up the Metals."

"That's a bit of a dark walk in the evening," Sophie threw in.

"I was going to have let him have a snog. It's discreet up there."

"So you didn't like the snog. He's big and..." Mia began.

"Stop Mia. I expect respect. It was to be a romantic first date type snog, not a grab and grope."

"Ok."

"And I got scared. It was even more scary coming back down the Metals by myself. The path isn't well lit. I was scared he'd jump out. I got down to the People’s Park and got a taxi home."

"And that was it?" Sophie asked.

"I expected an apology, but next time our paths crossed he couldn't look at me, bastard."

"Better off without him so. I thought he was nice, he's very popular," Sophie said sympathetically.

"Let's talk about something else," Lucy said.

Sophie passed around the Kimberly biscuits.

"Do you think the Marty guy spotted Emily?" she asked.

"Jesus," I hope not," Lucy said. "She'll meet him at work."

"I'd hate to see him with his clothes off, but I think he was in the water," Mia joked and they all laughed at the thought.

"We didn't plan the raid very well," Mia suggested.

"It was Emily. She put us up to it," Sophie agreed.

"She peeped around the corner and signalled that they were all in the water, she's a devil." Lucy added. 

"Yeah, but they had started getting out, or some of them were already out," Sophie added.

"We panicked," Lucy confessed.

"Done and dusted," Sophie threw out.

"Done and dusted," they repeated.

"Just like Jimmy Coulson," Lucy threw in. 

They smiled but they sensed her pain. They sensed that she still fancied him.

Emily was sorry to turn down the invite to Sophies place. It was a palace there compared with the third floor social housing flat where she lived with her mother. And she loved the times with her girly friends. 

"Sorry, I have to go to work," she'd said.

They understood. Emily was one of their tribe from way back, but they knew she came from a poor background.

Unlike Sophie, Mia and Lucy, Emily was a scholarship student. 

With her mother pushing, Emily had been a scholarship student at the same school as her other three friends. She was with them but not of them.

Emily lived in the flats adjacent to St James hospital, which was a huge sprawling enterprise dominating the area close to the city centre.

To get to the forty-foot she'd taken the train from Dublin.

Emily's plan was to get home, get lunch and then study and then at four she would go to Marty's shop where she worked to get her pocket money.

She called Jamo, her boyfriend, on her mobile and asked him to pick her up from the train station in Dublin.

Emily's mother was in the church choir with Jane, wife of Marty of the Shop, and also with Mary-Lou White, a well-known local woman. They were neighbours and pals from the flats going back decades. Emily's mother had got her the job working in Marty's shop.

Emily detested Marty, considering him old, unkempt, and seedy. But the shop was only a short stop from her home and pay was reasonable. 

Marty was very picky about who he hired but the women had fixed it up and Marty had gone along for peace. 

But he was happy, Emily was clever-bright as well as beautiful and she lifted the atmosphere of the seedy shop with its pawn broker business and its second-hand clothes and goods trade. 

When she was there, he found it hard to take his eyes off of her.

She had dreamed up the scheme to create a diversion at the forty-foot. The plan was to steal his clothes, having had an earful from Marty at work about his nude swimming. She smiled, it nearly came off. It had been fun and exciting. Not that they'd ever go back to the forty-foot.
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Chapter four
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"Hi," Emily called.

Jamo was sat on his bike outside Connelly Station waiting for her. They had been an item for six months now.

Emily gave him a kiss and he handed her the spare helmet.

"Enjoy your swim?" he asked.

'Yeah, it was exciting in the forty-foot. A man drowned, caught up in a fishing net."

"Jasus Emily, you be careful. You should go to Seapoint, or Blackrock, it's much safer."

"I doubt I'll be back to the forty-foot again," Emily said with a laugh. "We played a trick on my boss Marty."

"Marty, that fecker, don't mess with him Emily. He's a bit weird."

"Jamo, did you know that some men still bathe there in the nude?"

"You serious?"

"Saw them, a lot of auld-fellows."

"Emily if you want to see a naked male body, I'm available." 

"Feck off Jamo, you're always messing. Let's get going, I have to lots to do."

"Lunch," he offered.

"No messing Jamo, lunch ok but that’s it. I have to study and I have to get to work by four."

"You'll be on time, let's have lunch together.

"Ok," Emily agreed. She was delighted.

James's Street had seen brighter days. The world renowned Guinness Brewery occupied a long impressive frontage, however, down towards the rambling St. James’s hospital where the light rail 'Luas line' joined the street, the shopfronts were in a sad state, all needing a refreshing coat of paint. 

This was a poor area of the inner city and boasted numerous social housing flats. The shops, in their own way reflected the lack of prosperity in the area.

Marty's second-hand clothing and pawn shop was well-known to the locals but discreet in its signage with the single word 'Marty's' in faded paint on the board set on the shopfront above the window.

Outside the window there was a rail of jackets and dresses bearing the legend, 'Sale'. The rail was secured by a chain to a bolt in the concrete to avoid the local children running off with the entire rail. 

Inside the shop, there was a large dark wooden counter at the rear, which ran the width of the shop. A reinforced glass cage protected Marty's office, which was built in behind one side of the counter.

Emily was master of all she surveyed. The neat rails of dresses and coats, together with the glass fronted presses where unredeemed pawned items were displayed for sale with their prices clearly stated on yellow tags.

It was a quiet afternoon. To keep busy, Emily helped Jane, Marty's wife, to tidy the shelves where the customers had moved items as they perused the clothes on display.

Most of the pawned items came in on the Monday and redemptions tended to be concentrated on the Fridays and Saturdays, after the social welfare payments were made in the area.

Marty's wife Jane, did most of the trading in second-hand items and Marty handled the pawn shop end of the business. Emily was instructed by both and was the part time shop assistant.

Emily, in her first year at University, had been accepted by Trinity College on a scholarship and was studying to become an Actuary. 

Like many of her contemporaries, she needed a part time job to supplement her income. 

She had taken the job because it was different from working in a Supermarket. And because her mother knew Jane from the church choir and had been able to arrange the job for Emily.

It was nearing closing time when Marty arrived, having taken the Luas tram from town. Jane, gave him a smile and took his arrival as a signal, after a brief handover, to depart for home and prepare the dinner. 

Marty would take over, balance the books and close up in due course. Emily would stay until closing and then be allowed off. Marty would be sure to close up before it got dark as the dull streets in the area made him nervous. 
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