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Wendy Thomas was worried. Now, the Senior Partner in the law firm that she had joined as a junior more years ago than she thought possible, she didn’t take many cases. Instead, she made a more than fair stipend from the earnings of her juniors from cases that she secured. Her role was to be the established face of the Practice, the long-term associate of the leaders of the local community. She had taken this case as a favour to a personal friend. It was going to be an awkward beast to manage. Politics, the press and the threat of a messy court action. She was going to need help from an expert.

It had all started with a phone call from a former member of the local council, someone she had met on holiday and had become firm friends with. The fact that both Wendy and Elaine Harper had met while staying at their mutual acquaintance’s holiday resort in the South of France gave them a deeper bond than most. 

“Hi, Wendy! I'm glad I caught you.” It was unusual for her friend to fight her way past the switchboard and Samantha, her PA. It was always easier to get through on the home phone. “I have a colleague who would like to discuss a very sensitive matter with a solicitor. I recommended you, on the basis of the work you did for the Naturist Resort on that planning application.”

“Ah, what is your colleague's name, so I know who it is when he, I assume he is a man, turns up.”

“He is a ‘he’ all right, David Hutton.”

“He knows I no longer do criminal cases?”

“Yes, this is a civil matter, but I’ll let him tell you. He said he would drop in to make an appointment. He is very agitated, so expect him sooner rather than later.” 

“Is it urgent?”

“He thinks it is a matter of life and death, but look, I should allow him to tell you all about it.”

“That’s fine. Are you going to the Rotary this weekend?”

“No, I’m going to the reunion party for your ex-Pupil and Rags at the Resort. You really ought to come along one of these days.”

There was a knock on Wendy’s door.

“I have to get on, but I’ll come along with you one day soon, I promise, Elaine.” She put the phone back on its cradle before calling out, “Come in!”

It was Samantha, her long-standing PA. “There is a Mr Hutton outside. He wants to see you. He seems to think it is an urgent matter and wondered if you were free today?” She paused for a moment before adding, “He says that Mrs Harper had suggested he come to see you in particular. In other news, is it alright if I duck off early on Friday to help with the party preparations?”

“It sounds like Mr Hutton is a very worried man. Cancel my meeting with James, tell him I am with a client. Oh, and yes to Friday.”

A few minutes later, there was a tap on her door. This time, it was opened without a pause. “David Hutton, Mrs Thomas.” Samantha stepped aside and let a tall man with dark, well-groomed hair. He looked very smart, dressed in a grey suit with an open-collared pale-yellow shirt. Wendy thought she half recognised him, but couldn’t place where or how she knew him. Familiar, but not a proper acquaintance.

“Good afternoon, Mrs Thomas, I’m David Hutton, the prospective MP for the town, or I was, unless you can help me.” That enabled Wendy to identify the man. He was also the Practice Manager at the Health Centre she used. 

Over the next fifteen minutes, David Hutton explained why he had decided to go into politics. Citing the state of the NHS, the closure of the local library and the huge social inequalities in the country, That was the top three on his list. However, all this was at risk, the local paper had a photograph that he was sure would lose him the election. He wanted to find a way of stopping them from publishing it.

“How did you find out about this?” Wendy asked.

“They phoned me this morning and asked if I wanted to comment. I asked for a bit of time to prepare a statement, and they said I had until they put Tuesday’s edition to bed around mid-afternoon Monday.”

“And what does the picture show you doing, exactly?”

“I don’t know. It will be one or several stills from a TV Documentary “Investigating Lives – The Nudist” I was one of the people from the club they interviewed. I thought it was gone forever ... it seems nothing is, except my political career and my job. That is, unless we can stop them from publishing.”

“I’m afraid that would be very difficult, censoring the free press and all that. You can’t even make a case that you are being libelled; they will be publishing the truth. You can’t claim invasion of privacy; the pictures have been aired on TV. Any suggestion of a court case would attract lots of interest from the national press. I can see headlines ‘Candidate seeks to silence the Press!’ Then there is the risk that whoever found the film will leak it to another paper, the TV or even just put it on the internet. At that point, you have lost all control.” She paused and looked at the broken man opposite. “My advice: do not seek to stop, block or delay the publication of this story. It is best not to do anything just yet. If the paper comes back to you for a comment, tell them you still plan to have a statement and possibly an interview for them on Monday.”

“You still think you can do something to help, Mrs Thomas?”

“Let’s remember the positives in this. One, what the pictures will show you doing is not illegal. Two, it doesn’t include cruelty to animals. Three, you haven’t lied about anything, yet.”

“I suppose,” he sighed.

“Oh, a couple of quick points, are you still an active naturist?”

“No, my wife was less keen. When we moved here for my job, I stopped going. Why?”

“Just for background. The second question is, how can I contact you over the weekend? I might want you to meet an ‘advisor’ possibly Saturday afternoon or Sunday, do I have your permission to discuss your case with my advisor before then?”

“If it might help, of course. The worst that can happen is the story leaks a day early.” He sounded resigned to his fate.

“Yes, that is the very worst thing. If it leaks early, I doubt my ‘advisor’ will be able to do a thing to help!” She sought out eye contact. “Go out and win yourself some votes, stay on your campaign until you hear from me. That will be all, for now, Mr Hutton, good luck.” She showed him out of the door and returned to her desk and buried her face in her hands. ‘What have I got myself into!’

Another tap at the door and Samantha entered with a cup of hot coffee and a plate of chocolate biscuits. “Sorry, but we are out of gin.”

“Thank you, Samantha. I’ll have to make do. Oh, what time is the ‘do’ on Friday?”
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Rags and Bea had flown in from Toulouse early that afternoon. Bea was, by this time, very obviously under the weather, and the weather was pretty low. Grey drizzle fell the six or so feet from the base of the clouds to form pools on every surface that wasn’t absolutely vertical. The Scots have a word for it, dreich, but sadly the English don’t, so it was just miserable weather. They had taken a late lunch at Rags’ mother’s house. After their shared meal, Bea had gone to lie down and gather her energy for the evening. She left Rags with his mother, Rosie, and his stepfather, Jeremy, catching up by the fire, until it was time to head out to Eden Gardens.  

Eden Gardens Naturist Resort was all set up to welcome its favourite daughter home. Well, her Grandparents had been founder members, her parents had been members all their lives. Then Bea and her siblings had grown up running around the grounds with other kids, naked as the day they were born. It wasn’t that often that Bea had visited over the past few years; her life in France had kept her away. Now she was ill and paying a visit, people were worried about her and had pushed out the boat.

Refreshed by her nap, Bea accepted the well-wishes from her friends with smiles and bonhomie. Only the closest friends noticed that Rags kept moving them through the well-wishers, avoiding prolonged conversation. Eventually, when the flesh had been pressed, the cheeks kissed, and Bea was sitting down in a corner surrounded by her family, acting as gatekeepers. Rags was now free to circulate.

Armed with a pint of best British beer in his hand, he moved around glad-handing and exchanging banter with friends old and new. Suddenly, his jaw dropped in amazement. “Wendy! I never thought we would see you here. I thought you were a confirmed holiday naturist, not for clubbing.”

“I still am, but I had a bit of a problem case I wanted to discuss with one of you. Since Bea is not up to it, I am loath to ask, but could we have a chat tomorrow?”

“I think that might be possible, Bea likes to nap after lunch to recharge her batteries, so how about two-ish? Here at the club? I’ll ask if we can use Grandma’s.” Grandma’s was the chalet that Bea’s forebears had bought when Eden Gardens had first opened.

“Two would be good. Do you want to know a little about the case now? Or might it spoil the party?”

“Tell me tomorrow, I will approach it with a
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