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I’d been invited to a party in ‘South Chelsea’, as the locals called Battersea. Not that I had been directly invited. Annie, a girl that I’d been sort of hanging out with and sort of been on the point of sleeping with at college, had been invited. It is June, that slack period at any university, exams over and a couple of weeks to go before the results are published. I ride my bike up to town, I stop in Bromley, where Annie lives, and pick her up from her parents’ house. Then we drive deeper into London.

I find a parking space for my motorbike under a street lamp, a couple of hundred yards from the address we had been given for the party. I lock the bike, putting our helmets into the top box, along with my spare waterproof jacket, which Annie has been wearing to keep the flies and fag butts thrown from passing cars off her party clothes. Then we walk to the front door, I know we have the right place, Purple Haze is being pumped out of the stereo and through the open window into the night air, that is heavy with the scent of the many joints being passed around. 

I should realise that I am now surplus to requirements from our welcome. The host has his tongue down the back of Annie’s throat as she wriggles her hips with delight. I am directed to the kitchen with the bottle and cans we had brought. 

The kitchen is crowded with people, but there is nobody I know in the melee. Eventually, I find somewhere to put my load down in amongst all the other offerings. I took one of the cans of Newcastle Brown for myself and a glass of Blue Nun for Annie and start to work my way through the crowd to the living room, stepping carefully over a copulating couple on the way. I eventually spot Annie, dancing, with the host. I suppose you could call it dancing, they are swaying to Angel and I noticed that Annie has her hand down the front of his trousers.  

It is obvious that I am not going to be leaving with Annie, time for me to be somewhere else. I put my can of beer on the floor near the sofa, so it was unlikely to be noticed or knocked over. Mind you, it is upside down, I admit I do have a slightly vengeful streak. I find my leather jacket, underneath a couple of nearly naked teenagers, on the stairs and leave the house. 

I am back at the bike, getting ready, carburettors primed, ignition on, gloves on the tank and my crash helmet ready to be put on. I put my foot on the kick starter, ready to deliver the two kicks it takes to start my bike, when I hear that soft “bot-bot” of Airwair boots running towards me. 

I whirl around, putting an arm up defensively, as I did my crash helmet strikes an arm and a cosh drops to the floor with a thud. A curse and heavy boot lashes towards me, I put a foot out to block the kick. The reinforced sole of my biking boot crunches against the shin of my assailant. The perfect over-the-ball tackle. My attacker falls and hits his head on the wall.  

“Get out of here!” It’s a Skinhead girl, she is pointing up the road to where a gang of maybe twenty people are heading my way, fast.

The second kick starts the bike, reliable as usual. As I snick the machine into gear, the girl hops onto the pillion behind me. “Find a phone box as soon as you can!” She shouts into my ear.

A mile away, I pull the bike to a stop by a phone box. The girl leaps off the pillion and dashes to the phone and dials. A short number, no money, it must be a reverse charge call, or I suppose it could be 999. I am shaking, my knees won’t lock properly, so I sit on the curb, listening to the slow ticking of the Trident’s engine cooling next to me. That had been a close call, if it wasn’t for the girl’s shout and my Triumph Triple’s reliability in starting, I would have been lying in a gutter badly beaten or maybe even dead. I hear the sound of the phone box door closing and the female Skinhead comes and sits next to me in companionable silence for a few minutes. Then, above the dull roar of the streaming traffic, I hear the sound of sirens, several of them, passing along a nearby road.

“Well, that’s that lot sorted out!” The girl announces as she breathes out. The silence returns. Gradually my racing heart resumes its normal rhythm.

“I need to get out of town for a bit,” she informs me. “Where are you going?” 

“Home.” Maybe I still need a little while to get my head back together...

“Where is home?” 

“Hythe, Kent,” I reply.  

“Great! I love the seaside take me with you.” 

“Yeah, OK, I owe you that much!” That was it, we were going to Hythe, sixty miles away at nearly eleven o’clock at night. Me, the long-haired, student, biker and this Skinhead chick, who I had hardly looked at and whose name I didn’t even know. 

I fish the gear Annie had worn on the way to the party out of the top box. It might be June, and very warm, even for an English June night, but we were going to travel sixty miles on a motorbike. Which would take about an hour, according to the biker’s rule of thumb, ‘one mile one minute’. On a bike, it will get cold. 

“Have you ever ridden on a bike before?” I ask, as we put on our skid lids. 

“Apart from just now? No!”

“Right, just hold tight and don’t try to steer, I’ll do it all.” I kick the starter once, twice, the engine roars back to life. I move the bike forward, off the stand and the girl climbs onto the pillion seat behind me. “Hold tight!”

We roar off into the night. 

The Triumph Trident T150, one of the finest creations of the once-great British motorcycle industry. A motorcycle with good handling and a smooth, powerful, 750 cc engine. A bike built for this type of journey. 

With a young lady pressing herself up against my back, on dry and almost empty roads we made great time. We dashed down the A20 at a generous 70 mph. I wind it up to a slightly illegal ton as we thunder around the Maidstone bypass. Then on into the Kent countryside. 

We are dropping down the hill into Hythe, the Skinhead must have seen the sign, “To The Sea.” She taps me firmly on the shoulder and points. Shouting under my helmet, “I love the beach! Take me to the sea!”

I park the bike on West Parade and we secure the helmets. I hold out a hand to steady my passenger as we jump over the sea wall onto the shingle beach. It is still warm. The moon, nearly full, is high in the sky as we scrunch our way along, heading west, with the waves breaking on the strand to our left. After the high speed run from London, it is almost silent. 

In a flurry of old fashioned manners, I gesture across the width of the horizon, “Welcome to my home town, the ancient Cinque Port of Hythe, my Lady of the Cropped Hair!”

“Thank you for delivering me hence on your sturdy charger, my champion Lord, I’m sorry I don’t know your name!” The BBC series the Lance of Honour is top of the viewing figures, and obviously, we both watch it.

“Lady of the Cropped Hair, please accept the services of the sword of Michael James Crooke, Freeman of the Cinque  Port of Hythe, in defence of your honour.”

“After what I did tonight, Michael James Crooke, I would be careful of offering to defend me!” She looked down at the stones around her feet.

“I owe you for saving me from a lot of pain and maybe worse,” I pause for a second, recalling the gang charging towards me. “Surely, that isn’t going to cause huge problems?”

“That alone would get me huge grief. You don’t understand that gang.”

“Tell me about them then, we have all night if necessary.” I gesture for us to continue walking westward along Fisherman’s Beach. I sense she is struggling with opening up, so I continue to talk, “A good starting point might be to tell me your name, so I don’t have to call you Lady of the Cropped Hair all the time!”

“I’m Sam, Samantha Loch.” Her voice was clear and somehow musical, not what I expected from a London gang member. “WPC Samantha Loch.”

She paused, my mind raced, had she seen the speedo as we passed Maidstone? Oh, please not, please! 

“In that get-up?” I ask, leading the conversation away from our recent charge through the night.

“Yes, I am, sorry, was, an undercover policewoman with the Football Violence Team.” Sam goes on to tell me that they often use female officers to infiltrate the gangs. Apparently, it was safer for a WPC to get closer than a male officer. The skinhead girls are not required to get stuck in with the aggro. While the male cops give themselves away by not getting involved, or compromised their position by being a party to a vicious beating. 

Sam had gotten herself accepted as a hanger-on to one of South London’s hardest crews. After the end of the season, there were no rival football team supporters to be kicked and beaten. This meant the gang had to look for other groups of ‘them’ to be on the receiving end of a gratuitous beating.  

This Saturday, they were out to smash up a hippy party and inflict a bit of pain on harmless students and party-goers. That, apparently, is where I came in. I’d been seen leaving the party and the only thing the skinheads hated more than greasers (motorcyclists) were foreigners and Manchester United fans.

“So, why did you give yourself away, to save me?” 

“You flatter yourself there Michael, I did it to get the gang busted before they do too much damage. As much as to save an innocent looking guy who looked like he had just had a shit time at a party!” I must have made some sort of noise or movement. She stopped and looked me straight in the eye, “I am really glad I did though, Michael James Crooke, I get the feeling you are one of life’s good guys.”

That was nice to hear from someone who hardly knew me from Adam. Someone, that on the other hand, I was getting to like too. Time to be honest. 

“I’m not always nice, in fact, I had just deliberately knocked over a can of beer on the carpet at that party!”

“What did you do that for?”

I must admit to feeling somewhat childish as I told the story about the party’s host and Annie. Sam, on the other hand, found it extremely funny.

“If you had seen half the shit, I have seen over the past few weeks ...” She shook her head. “Anyway, the beer stain will come out of the carpet much easier than the blood!”

“Blood?” 

“Even after you got me to a phone so quickly, I doubt my colleagues would have arrived in time to stop the aggro starting.”

“I thought you were phoning for an ambulance for the guy who came at me?”

“No, Knapper was back on his feet by the time you started the bike. He’d never get in the ‘Fookin Meat Wagin’ any way. He’s much too hard for that, or so he thinks. Then none of them understands that one day they are going to come up against someone harder, dirtier, or just plain luckier (like you were) than them. When that happens, they are going to get hurt, very badly hurt.”

“I hope everyone at the party was alright.” 

“You see Michael, you are one of the good guys in reality., Let's walk on while you tell me more about Michael James Crooke, Knight Errant.”

So, as we continued towards the second Martello Tower, I told the WPC my life story. At least I wasn’t under caution so none of it could be used in evidence against me! 

“As you know, I’m Mick Crooke, not Mike, there were three Michaels in my class, to avoid confusion the teacher called us Michael, Mike and Mick and the name stuck. I am 23 years old and a computing student at the University of Kent. Yeah, I’m older than most students but I had to get my entry qualifications at night school.”

“Why didn’t you do them at school?” Sam asked.

“My Grandad died suddenly, during the summer after my ‘O’ levels. I used to work alongside him during the summer holidays, so I took over the business for Grandma. That meant leaving school. On the flip side, it is because of the business that I am at uni now.”

“Tell me more, what sort of business was it?” I could tell she had been on an interviewing techniques course.

“It still is, it’s an Amusement Arcade Machines repair business. We, or rather I, repair one arm bandits, roulette slots and pinball tables. It keeps me busy over the long vacation when the Arcades are busy, and I can manage the out of season stuff over the weekends. It pays enough for the bike and covers my living costs. Unlike most students, I am solvent. Like the guys on sponsored places from the military and industry, we are older, richer and less inclined to get involved in politics, so we work harder too.”

“Pinball machines and alike to computers? Why not electro-mechanical engineering like my brother does in the Navy?” 

Another snippet about WPC Sam to follow up on later, but I’m telling my tale now, so I answer, openly and honestly. So that nothing, ‘nothing not mentioned when questioned’ that could be used against me.

“It’s the technology of the past. Mind you, it was my original idea when I started studying, for an Ordinary National Diploma in electrical engineering, the whole repair industry is becoming more professional like that. Then I did a Higher, just because I enjoyed college. Then at a careers’ evening, we were shown a film of a demonstration of a game called ‘pong’, played on a TV hooked up to a box of electrical tricks. That changed everything, suddenly I could see all sorts of ways these electrical boxes could be used to create new Amusement Arcade Games and maybe even have real-world uses.

“Most of the other guys missed all this stuff, but I wrote to the people who had made the film and discovered computers. Now, I am twelve months from graduating, with the most important skill set in the world.”  

“I’d love to hear you when you get passionate about something!” Sam laughed, and we walked on in silence for a few minutes. 

“How come,” Sam suddenly spoke up, “A passionate, solvent guy like you isn’t taken? I mean, you told me about the girl you had taken to the party, the actions of a bachelor, so if I’m any judge of character, there is no Mrs Mick?”

Astute, very astute and direct.

“There nearly was...” An inquisitive look. “Yeah, I had a live-in girlfriend. Then, while I was at college doing night classes, she started an affair with another guy. Not that I knew anything about it until she tells me she is leaving. Going to America with a guy who had been on an exchange with the British Army. Two weeks later, I heard she had flown off to Texas to get married.”

“Bummer!”

“Yes, but better that it was then, rather than a couple of weeks later.”

“Why’s that?” 

“I didn’t tell you that bit, well, a few months after my Grandad died, Grandma won a big prize on the football pools. Nearly a quarter of a million. She used it to help the family and when I was looking to move out of the family home, she bought a house for me to rent off of her. It cost her eight grand, but she only charged me a hundred a month for it.” I could see that Sam understood that I was getting a good deal here. “Then on my twenty-first birthday, she hands me an envelope with the title deeds to the house, with my name on it.”

“Wow!”

“Yeah, very wow! It turns out that she had actually lent me the money to buy the house, for tax and death duty purposes. The rent I had paid her was to repay the loan, plus she gave me a couple of generous Christmas and birthday presents that were applied to the loan. It was all done legally according to her accountant and the Tax-man seems happy with it. I bet if Jo’ had known I owned the house, she would have wanted a share!”

We were nearing the tumbledown Martello Tower at the back of the rifle ranges now, and the sun was starting to tinge the eastern horizon.

“I think it is my turn to ask the questions now, Miss Lock?” I paused for a second, full of internal panic, “I assume it is Miss Lock?”

“It depends how you are spelling it, I’m not a lock and key. That they used to call me ‘Nessie’ at school should tell you something!”

I am confused for a few seconds, but I am a Southerner, born and bred south of the Thames. Lock ... Nessie ... Then it hit me, “Oh, Loch, like the Scottish Lakes?”

“Bright boy!” She laughed again, “It’s a long story, let’s sit down and watch the sunrise and I’ll tell you some of it.”

I spread my jacket on the shingle, Sam slipped my spare off her shoulders and I spread that alongside, so we could both sit facing the east. The horizon was much lighter now, out in the Channel the navigation lights of the ships were starting to fade.  I needed a good question to open with, conversational, but not too intrusive.

“You mentioned a brother in the Navy, what about the rest of your family?”

“My, you were paying attention, yes my brother, Gary, is in the Navy, joined straight out of school and is now an Engineering Artificer, a Petty Officer, on a Destroyer somewhere out there.” She made a wide sweeping gesture towards the sea in front of them. “He is my only sibling, five years older than me, they call him my mother’s Peace Dividend. There were no other children until I came along, so no other brothers or sisters. I grew up further down the coast, a place called Selsey, until my teens, when Dad got a new job that meant we moved to Boreham Wood, where I lived until I moved into a flat in Town last year. What about you?”

“I’m a local born and bred of local stock, even though I’m the last of the family still in Hythe.” While I am really happy for my family, having Grandma, my parents and my Uncle and Aunt all living in Gibraltar is rather lonely at times, so I changed the topic. “Did you always want to join the police?”

“Hell no! No, I wanted to be Lulu or maybe Cilla Black, but there was one problem, I can sort of sing and I have a powerful voice. However, I can’t sing loudly, in tune and with a nice tone all at once. For example, we formed a Group at school, it was great in the early rehearsals when there was only the one acoustic guitar and he played it quietly. Once the whole Group had instruments and I had to shout to be heard, it all went to pot.

“I chalked that up to experience. I tried nursing, I just couldn’t cope with the bedpans and vomit. Joining the Met was way down the list, but here I am.” She is smiling and I realise I can see the details of her face for the first time. The dawn was breaking. We sit in silence for a minute watching the sunrise.

“God. I nee,d to get clean. I need to get out of these filthy clothes. I need to swim. I need to wash the dirt of that gang off of me and that will take an ocean of water.” She looks along the beach in both directions, it was empty. “Is it safe to swim off this beach, Mick?”

“Yes, it's pretty safe but ...”

“Great!”

Before I can say any more, she is pulling off her shoes and undoing her trouser belt.

“We have no towels and what are you going to wear?” I remind her of a few practicalities.

“The sun is coming up and we will soon dry once the rays get a bit stronger and I promise not to look if you don’t!”

“Knickers and bra, then?” I take a guess and start unbuckling my boots, “Ah, make that just knickers.” I see her unhitching her pink bra as I pull my rugby shirt over my head. “Oh!” Suddenly, there are two pale, naked buttocks making their way across the shingle to the breakers.

Oh well, she promised not to look, I drop my jeans and underpants onto the pile of clothes and with my hands strategically placed for a quick cover-up, I pick my way gingerly to the water’s edge.

“Come on, slow coach!” I look up from my path through the stones in time to see Sam turn and dive into an oncoming wave. 

I run into deeper water and crouch down to hide my embarrassment. “You looked!” I shout as Sam swims powerfully away from me. 

No response, I suppose there was water in her ears. I push off the bottom as a wave comes towards me and I’m swimming. It feels quite nice swimming without trunks I decide. 

A few minutes later, I am floating on my back, drifting up and down with the passing waves when “That was just what I needed, I’m going in now. Are you coming too?” I start to answer, get a faceful of water and splutter before I regain my composure. I look around and there is Sam, smiling at me, just her head and shoulders above the water.

“Sorry, what did you just say?” Trying to win a little bit of time. This is the second time she has caught me unawares. 

“I’m going to get out, are you coming?” She repeats.

“Tricky, you said something about promising not to look!”

“I still won’t look, I might see, but I won’t look. Like hearing people talking in a pub but not listening.” She’s smiling again, daring me. OK, I’ll take the dare.

“I’m coming, let's go.” We swim and wade to the shore. Then we make our way back to the pile of clothes. Acting cool, I walk slowly, following behind Sam as we try to avoid the sharp bits on the beach. Actually, she has a very nice bum, I realise as I watch it flexing and moving with each step. Well, she had promised, I hadn’t! 

Another thing she was right about, it was warming up very quickly now the sun was over the horizon. I decided to be gallant and offer her my shirt to dry the worst off.  While she is towelling herself on it, I sit on my jacket. She tosses the shirt back to me and starts to dress. 

Soon, I am back in my clothes, the damp shirt clinging to me smells faintly of ‘other’. 

“I have a spare room; unless you have somewhere else to sleep?”

“That is very kind of you, it is rather early for checking in at a hotel!” She smiled again. I was getting to like that smile. As we walked back towards the bike, I asked her if skinny dipping was something she did often. That brought another laugh. 

“I’ve done it once or twice before.” 

I looked at her, “Tell me more,” I say.

“While I was living in Selsey, I had a friend who had a pool in the back garden of her house. One day after school, three of us went to her place to work on a project. We discovered we were locked out; her Mum had gone out, so we sat around the pool, chatting.” She paused as we climbed over a breakwater.

“So, there we were, Julie Anderson, Helen Oaks and me. Suddenly, Helen is telling us how she and her brother had gone up to the nude beach just outside town and seen the naked people sunbathing and swimming. I said something about swimming without a cossie being weird. Julie, the girl whose house it was, whispered, ‘We do it most of the time.’ Helen and I were amazed. ‘Yes, me, Mum, Dad and my little sister hardly ever wear a cossie in the pool. It sort of went from there.” A wistful look crossed Sam’s face. It must have been a good memory. 

Sam continued the tale. Describing how she and Helen had gone from disbelief, to prove it and then Julie had returned, ‘I will if you will,’ and started to undress and challenged the other two again. The three of them had jumped into the water together and played around for a few minutes. Then Helen had panicked and got out and dried herself and got dressed. Sam and Julie had reluctantly got dressed in solidarity with their friend. 

The second time Julie and Sam had been by themselves and, after being invited for a swim, Sam had jumped straight in. She and Julie had been having fun, chasing each other and doing handstands in the water, when Julie’s Mum appeared. As if nothing unusual was occurring, she called out to remind Julie she had a piano lesson in half an hour. Then adding “Nice to see you, Samantha!” Mrs Anderson had walked back to the house as if nothing had happened.

That was the last time. Term finished the next week and Julie was going on a family holiday to the South of France, “Where nobody ever wears clothes,” she had confided to Sam.  

“That was the summer Dad got his new job and we moved to Boreham,” Sam reached the end of her tale. “So, you are the first boy I have ever done this with! I hope you feel privileged!”

“I,” I was staggered, this is all so new to me. “I am honoured that you trusted me enough to.”

“As I said earlier, I think you are one of the good guys, Mick.” She took my hand in hers. “I trust you. You drove very sensibly to bring me here. You made no unwelcome advances as we walked along here. You didn’t leer at me as I got undressed. You have been a perfect gentleman. That is why I am going to stay in your spare room tonight, or is it this morning?”

“Thank you, Sam, I said that I owed you my life, for that alone, I trusted you with my modesty. You see, it was my first time. I have never done that before, I’ve never swum naked alone, let alone with someone else!” 

I got another of those smiles from Sam as she squeezed my hand again. Then letting it drop, she turned and continued to walk along the beach. 

As we climbed over the sea wall, I told her we would leave the bike until the morning, my house was only a few hundred yards back. So we walked.

Indoors, I gave her a quick guided tour of the house, “Lounge, kitchen and upstairs, the bathroom, I’ll put an extra towel in there for you. And your room. Mine’s the one at the front.”

“Thank you, I’ll just use the loo and get to bed. Good night Mick!” She disappeared into the bathroom, I heard the bolt slide across, then went to fetch a towel from the airing cupboard. 

“Towel’s outside the door!” I called. I walked down the corridor and into my room. I glance at the clock, “Half four.” I undress, quickly dumping my clothes on the floor, pull back the sheet and fall asleep before my head hit the pillow.   
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A car, its engine revving as it drove past the house, woke me from my slumber. It was morning, just. Eleven thirty-seven, according to my digital alarm clock. I thanked the powers that it was Sunday, and I had no work this weekend. I got out of bed and, after a trip to the bathroom, I went down to the kitchen to put the kettle on for a cup of tea. I was standing there, scratching myself, waiting for the water to boil, when I heard the noise of the loo flushing upstairs. 

The events of the night before crashed out of my slumbering memory. Sam, WPC Loch, was awake. I looked around for something to put on, and my sports bag caught my eye. I grabbed my football shorts and pulled them on, just in time. The kettle clicked off, and the door from the hallway opened. There was Sam, with the towel I found her last night, earlier this morning, wrapped around her chest. 

“I was just making a cup of tea, would you like one?”

“Yes, please, white, no sugar, thank you.”

“Grab a stool, I’ll bring it over.” I pointed at the breakfast table by the glass doors to the garden while I reached for another mug from the wall cupboard. I made the tea and carried the two cups over to the table. Sam was smiling broadly.

“Dressed in a hurry, did you?” She reached out for the leg of my shorts. I panicked. Then with a gentle tug that made an interesting sensation inside my shorts, she pulled one of my sweaty football socks out of the leg hole. Damn, she’s observant this one.

“Well, yes, I did.” I took the sock and tossed it back onto my kit bag. “I was still half asleep when I came down to make the tea.” I decided to get the explanation out there: “I sleep naked.”

“So did I last night!” Sam laughed into her cup. She has really nice blue eyes, I realise, it was the first time I had been able to see their colour. 

“I do every night, just so you know if you bump into me on the landing. In fact, I normally have breakfast before I dress too.”

“Oh?”

“I suppose it is a revolt against my ex-girlfriend. She was forever telling me to ‘put it away’ or ‘put some clothes on,’” I explain. “She wouldn’t come down the stairs without being dressed and in full war paint. Unlike you!” I gestured with my cup. I have got one back for the sock!

“I do normally get dressed first when I am a guest in somebody’s house, but I have a slight problem with clothes this morning. I have only got what I was wearing yesterday, and they are all rather sandy.”

“I might be able to help a bit, the ‘ex’ left some stuff in the laundry basket. I washed it all in case she came back for it.” I looked at the clock, nearly midday. “I have an idea, you go and shower. I will fish out those bits of clothing, then we can go out and find some lunch. I don’t know about you, but I’m starving!” 

“That sounds good to me, as long as we can get me looking relatively presentable.” She stood up, adjusted the towel, and went off to have her shower. I followed a little later. 

In the wardrobe, I found the small pile of abandoned women’s clothing. A couple of pairs of knickers, a bra (too big), a cheesecloth blouse and a pair of jeans (almost certainly too big). Out on the landing, I could hear the shower running. I carried the clothes into the spare room and put them on the bed. Then I made my way back to my room. I had just closed the door when Sam came out of the bathroom.

“The shower’s free!” She called, and I heard her bedroom door shut.

I went for my shower and shave. Feeling much fresher, I went to get dressed.

“Mick!” I half turned.

“In a second, Sam, I’ll just get some trousers on.” Nearly caught again!

“I’ll come down to you.” 

I dive into my bedroom and grab a clean pair of underpants, and pull them on before Sam appears in the doorway.

“I have a bit of a problem with my look. The top half is good, but my jeans and shoes look wrong with it. I can’t get the other jeans on.”

She was right, even with the savagely short hair, she looked stunning until you get to her legs. The cheesecloth blouse brought out the colour of her eyes and hung nicely to her hips. Her half-mast jeans might have worked too, apart from the big heavy shoes.  On the other hand, I had an idea. 

“It will do for a few minutes, let me get dressed, and we’ll go out!”

*****
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We attracted some funny looks as we walked down the High Street, the long-haired biker and the hippy-skinhead girl with her kicking shoes sending up sparks every time she caught a stone or an uneven bit of the footpath. Still, it was only for the couple of minutes it took to reach The Beach Store. 

One of the joys of living in a ‘resort’ town is that the gift shops are open on a Sunday. The Beach Store, run by my Mum’s school friend, Mrs Duncan and her daughter Wendy, was such a place. Wendy’s sphere of influence in the shop was the beachwear collection, OK, the flip-flops and sun hats. 

Five minutes later, we emerged with Sam now looking like a slightly eccentric holidaymaker. She was sporting a floppy denim sun hat and a pair of leather sandals, the effect of which was to change her half-mast jeans into a pair of denim cut-offs suitable for her to go paddling in the sea.

I decided to push the boat out, we had lunch at a Bernie Inn. We both ordered the prawn cocktail, I had the roast beef and Sam went for chicken for our roast dinners. We both decided on Peach Melba for our desserts. I had a pint of shandy, I would have to move the bike later and Sam had a glass of white wine. 

“Sometime tomorrow, I need to phone my boss to find out what is going on and what I have to do next,” Sam said, after we had both commented on how nice and creamy the sauce on the prawns was. “The last thing I was told was to lay low until Monday, by which time they hope to have an idea of how safe it will be for me to go back to work. I’m not sure if I should go back home tonight or spend another...”

“No problem, stay at mine again tonight and phone your boss from the house tomorrow. I have to go into college in the morning, so you can make the call in private. Then I’ll stop and get us some fish and chips for lunch on the way back and we can sort out what you are going to do after that!” I had a plan, one that worked for me. Part one was to keep WPC Loch from getting too far away from me before I got to find out if she likes me as much as I like her. 

“Are you sure it won’t be any trouble?” She took hold of my hand again. Her blue eyes were staring straight at me, her mouth in a half-smile. “I could find a hotel for the night?”

“No, I would be upset if you did, we got on alright last night, didn’t we?”

The main courses arrived. That ended that part of the conversation for us. Sam was staying at mine. At least until tomorrow lunchtime!

After we had finished our very cold Peach Melbas, I pushed my chair back. “That was a bit of a blowout, wasn’t it?” I observed.

“Rather! Thanks, Mick, now I need a walk to work some of it off.”

I glanced at my watch, nearly three. “How about we pop home to get a couple of towels and lose those heavy shoes of yours, then stroll along the beach so you can have a paddle in the sea?”
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