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To 

Mrs Bun

and

Everybody who shared time with me at the University of Kent Canterbury 1974 - 1977

This is a story is completely fictitious. 

The characters are not intended to reflect any living person. 

I hope you enjoy the story...

Ted
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Prologue
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It was deliberate. 

The car had slammed sideways into my motorbike on a perfectly straight, almost deserted, bit of motorway, on a clear dry summer’s evening. After the brief impact, it had eased back into the outside lane and sped away.

I had been happily riding along on a warm evening. Then, in an instant, I am sliding along the tarmac at some sixty miles an hour. I can hear my bike tumbling somewhere ahead of me on the road. 

I slither to a halt; I am aware of my knees and elbows being painful as I hobble to the hard shoulder. I’m living proof that it isn’t the falling off that kills you but colliding with the scenery is likely to.

A lorry and a couple of cars come to a stop behind me. The truck driver hurries towards me, a first aid kit in his hands. He insists on checking me over, which is incredibly brave of him. I might have been on the point of death, but he is rushing to help a stranger.

Further up the road, a couple of men appear and between them, they move my battered Triumph to the side of the road. 

“I saw what happened, it looked like that bastard was trying to kill you!” The Truckie has completed checking me over. “What is more, I’ll tell the scuffers that when they get here.”

As he said it, the distant wail of a siren could be heard. 

First on the scene, the police officers emerged from their car, breathalyser and notebooks in hand, demanding I blew up a balloon for the Police Summer Ball. It was, of course, negative. They were just starting on the, “What speed were you doing this time, sonny?” questions when the truck driver intervened. 

“He was barely doing sixty Officer; I was gaining on him just before it happened.” They turned to face my saviour. “My old truck will manage about sixty-five down-hill with a following wind. So, it was a bit different to be closing in on a biker.  Then, this black car, a new style Cortina or that sporty one that looks like one of them, comes past me at some sort of illegal speed, and it pulls left into the young man here.” 

Just then an ambulance pulls up and I am whisked off to be assessed. By the time I am allowed out of A&E, it is late. I have had enough time to think about what had led to this moment and this has just become personal.
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Chapter 1
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Dressed in her jeans and a rugby shirt, Sam had arrived at the front door, taking me by surprise, I thought she would phone me from Maidstone after the interview. “How did it go?” I ask as our kiss ends.

“It went well, everything considered!”

The day before, she had spent the night at a small B&B close to Kent Police Head Quarters. We had decided that it would be best. Her interview for the post as Crimes Against Women and Children Coordinator had been first thing this morning. In order for her to arrive fresh and crisply pressed in her best uniform, we had agreed that she should stay as close as possible. It was important to Sam’s self-esteem that she got this job, which meant it was important to me too.

The Metropolitan Police, the Met, had decided to facilitate the transfer of WPC Samantha Loch to another force. It seemed to me to be the least they could do. It was the force that had allowed confidential information about where we had been on holiday to leak.  This was after we had got entangled in something that resulted in a major drugs-bust. 

The leak had led to a lot of teasing, harassment and some bullying. 

When you bear in mind, we were on holiday hiding from the consequences of an earlier leak. I think they are getting off lightly helping Sam to move, rather than addressing their internal problems. Then, I am just a twenty-three-year-old computing student at the, rather radical, University of Kent, established just six years ago. Why would the Metropolitan Police Force, established in 1829, listen to my opinion? 

As Sam and I have been virtually living together, in my house in Hythe since we met back at the start of June; Kent seemed to be the logical force to request. All that Kent Police had to offer, at the time, was as a Beat Officer in nearby Folkstone. There was also a Women and Children’s role, starting in September, subject to competitive interview. That was the position she felt she deserved and had just been assessed for. 

I press her for more details as I make her a cup of tea. “Not everything went to plan then?” 

“Not quite, we got into more detail about our trip to France than I had hoped.” Sam took the cup from me and set it down in front of her.

“Oh yes? Does that mean that the Met had passed on the story about our holiday after all?” I am more than a little disappointed after what had been said by some very senior officers.

“I don’t know. The Deputy Chief Constable asked me why I wanted to make the move. I thought it best to be honest, in case there were things hidden in the paperwork. I told him that I was being undermined by other officers in the Met because I had been staying in the ‘Nudist City’.”

“What was his reaction to that?” It can’t have been that bad, Sam seems quite relaxed about the way things went.

“He asked why I was at a nudist colony in the first place, so I explained about the skinheads and the criminals targeting me. That we had decided that we needed to be somewhere where they couldn’t creep up on us.” Sam paused, a smile flickering across her face. “The DCC said it was a clever idea, ‘bovver boots and weapons would be a bit obvious in that setting’, was his only comment.” 

“So, what happens now?”

“We go to bed and make love until you can’t, then we go to sleep.”

“After that, silly woman!” She was pulling me towards the stairs.

“We wake up and do it all over again.”

“A celebration then?”

“You bet Mick; all I need is an address in the Kent Constabulary area to complete the paperwork. A few checks to make sure I’m not living with a member of the Margate Mass Murder Mob and I start the new job on September the first.”

*****
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When I ask her, several hours later, about what the next stages would be, she informed me that after a handover with the Football Violence Unit in London, The Met would put her on ‘gardening leave’ until her induction into the Kent force in September.
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Chapter 2
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Sam phoned her Mum and Dad later that evening to tell them the news. It is an edited version; they knew nothing about the real dangers and hurtful circumstance behind the move. She has sold them the ‘great opportunity to get off the beat’ story. 

They didn’t know about her living with me either. We hadn’t told either set of parents yet. There is no particular reason for it, just that life has been so full-on we hadn’t really had time to work out what we were going to say to them.

I suspect my Mum might have found some ‘evidence’ of ‘a new lady in my life’ when she and my Dad had business sat for me. Besides being a student, I continued to run the family business, repairing the pinball and other machines in the local arcades. Ok, so it wasn’t a big operation like Ford, for example, but it kept me solvent, unlike most students. When Sam and I had to go into hiding, I asked my Dad to come back from Gibraltar to keep an eye on things. Mum, of course, came too.

I stayed in the kitchen, washing up, quietly so as not to give the game away, while Sam talked to her Mum. Everything was clean, dry and put away by the time the call ended. Sam came through from the lounge to join me. I looked up as she entered, the expression on her face was confused.

“Isn’t your Mum pleased about your new job?”

“Oh, that! Yes, she is delighted, she says it will be much kinder on my feet.” A smile flickers across Sam’s lips. I don’t think Sam had ever explained about her role in the Football Violence Unit and even less about our encounter with a gun-carrying criminal in the South of France! 

“No, it is something else, can we take this on the rug?”

The ‘rug’, it can be any mat but normally it referred to the one in the lounge. We used it as our safe space. We would sit naked on the small rug facing each other. Naked, to symbolically show we have nothing to hide. Then we could talk about subjects that had the potential to cause our partner trouble. Like when I found out about the protection racket and needed to tell my lover, Sam, but I had promised not to tell the Police. Which would, of course, include WPC Samantha Loch. What we say on the rug, stays on the rug. 

Now, I hadn’t been expecting this.

“Do I bring tea?” I asked, trying to hide my anxiety.

“Not unless the kettle has already boiled.” That was a good sign, I relaxed a little as we went to the lounge, slipping off our dressing gowns on the way. I always enjoy the view of Sam’s naked body in motion.

“We have a slight problem with my family.” Sam starts the story almost as soon as we are sat on the mat. 

“Oh?” 

‘At least it is only a small problem and it is ‘we’ who have it.’ I thought but allowed Sam to continue. 

“I, or we, me and my old folks, have a chance to spend a couple of weeks in Hong Kong. My brother’s ship will be in the dockyard, it will be there to support some trade mission or other. He will get some leave, while the ship is in harbour before it joins the Far East Squadron for the next two years. Mum said seeing as I have all this time off, she and Dad want us to have one last holiday as a family.”

“When would this happen?”

“In a couple of weeks.”

“Oh!” I could see the problem.

“I could ask them if you could come with me. It would be a way for them to get to know you. Mind you, I don’t think we would be allowed to sleep together. Mum is a little old fashioned in that respect.”

“I have a problem though,” it was time to lay my cards out on the table. “I can’t be away again this summer. I have a business to run.”

“I was worried about that; it is why I hadn’t sounded them out about bringing a ‘friend’ along.” Sam looked dejected. 

‘Damn it,’ I had thought, ‘this is the last chance for Sam to see her brother for years, for her to spend time with parents and to see something of the Far East.’

“You must go, take lots of pictures to share with me when you get back!” 

“Thank you for being so ... you,” Sam uttered what seemed like an age later when she finally broke off from kissing me! “The best of the good guys!” 
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Chapter 3
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It had been a tough couple of weeks for me. Sam had been chasing around like an excited puppy, shopping and packing for her trip. I had discovered that I was about to lose a big chunk of my business. 

The Hudson’s had completed the sale of their arcade, Syn’s Palace to the owners of the adjacent Italian ice cream parlour. Since the resolution of the troubles with the protection racket, Cyn and Dave have become good friends of both me and Sam, as well as customers. I knew I was going to miss them when they left for Spain and semi-retirement at the end of this year’s summer season. 

“You need to do something special for Sam, ready for when she gets back. It’ll take your mind off things and show her how much you missed her,” Cyn suggested, as we have a coffee after I had reset one of the machines. Cyn is quite a smart cookie.

That night, Sam said something about her early life that gave me a prompt. I had an idea, which I kept to myself, it was to be a surprise for Sam when she got back from the Far East. I decided I would try to locate her old school friend, Julie. Julie who had introduced the young Samantha to the joys of swimming naked. Julie whose family went on holiday to places ‘where nobody wears clothes to swim.’ ‘Nice to see you, Samantha’ - Mrs Anderson had said when she found the girls playing in the pool.  The memory of Sam’s explanation drifted across my mind. I grabbed at the name ‘Anderson’, Julie Anderson, and there had been a ‘Helen’. I had jotted the names down on a piece of paper so as not to lose them.

All too suddenly, it was Thursday, it was time for a tearful goodbye. I’m sure I saw a single tear in Sam’s eyes too. I stood by the gate and waved until her car turned the corner and disappeared from view. 

Only sixteen days to wait. Then she would be back. Mr Snuggles, the teddy bear, was sat on her pillow, symbolising the promise that Sam would return.
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Friday 15 Days To Go 


[image: ]


Sam phoned me from the airport the following morning. A few minutes later and I’d have missed the call. I was just about to head off to the library to do a little research.

“Mick,” she got straight to the purpose of the call, “While I am away, I am going to tell my folks about you and us. Are you OK with that?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Dad will want to meet you as soon as we get back to give you the, ‘hurt my daughter at your peril’, speech.”

“I will look forward to it.”

“You’ll what?”

“I’ll look forward to it because it will mean you are back!”

“Funny!” The pips sounded, “I’m out of change, got to go, love you!”

“I lo ...” the line went dead. “ve you too, Have fun!” I whispered to the silence.

*****
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The visit to the library was profitable. I had been able to track down three Andersons in the 1967 phone book with Selsey addresses. A trip to Chichester and beyond was on the cards. When I got home, I phoned my Aunty Jean and arranged to stay with her on Saturday night. 

Aunty Jean is not a real aunt, but she was my mother’s best friend from their school days and a near neighbour while I was growing up. At least, until her husband was forced to move with his job. They now live in Horsham, a much shorter distance from Selsey than Hythe is. The location that would provide me with a base while I searched for the Anderson family. As well as enabling me to catch up with my second mum.
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