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The main hotel on St Henrietta was named for the island, thus St Henrietta's. It had been built in New Town in 1913 after the abandoning of the island’s original capital. Henton had become almost inaccessible from the sea following a landslide at the start of the twentieth century, and a new location was needed to encourage tourists to still visit the island which depended on such travellers.

St Henrietta was a thriving destination at that time for the smart set - young literary or artistic aspirants - who found the beauty and seclusion of the island supposedly conducive to writing and painting, but really, according to the memoirs and diaries which survived, to lying in the sun, bathing in the clear blue waters, drinking to excess, partying all night and rising just before lunch to do it all again. A true jewel, the island was uninhabited when the English first landed there. It had sparse flora and fauna, yet responded well to the early settlers’ efforts to replicate the environment they were familiar with, the coastal areas of south-west England. Rabbits were introduced, as were foxes for the huntin’, shootin’ & fishin’ aficionados; rodents were present, so members of the mustelidae family were brought over. Willow was considered essential for its myriad uses and took to the island vigorously. Pines were planted, both from England and Scotland, but also from the mainland United States, and other slower-growing trees such as oak and magnolias. Beech and birch were planted, and bushes and flowers spread across the island. Hardy grasses such as marram grew happily on the coastal areas while meadow grass was cultivated for the fodder of the imported sheep, cows and goats. Chickens and ducks were welcomed for a variety of food sources and within fifty years, aside from the location, an Englishman could convince himself he was still at home enjoying fine weather.

The hotel, intended as the main attraction in the new capital, was built in the art deco style by its original owner, George Peabody. The son of an English industrialist, he had settled on the island when his father died early and left him literally a small fortune. He was determined to create a new life on the island, but a successful one, too. If that meant spending money to make it, he was ready to do so. And the modern design not only appealed to him, but would attract the attention of the aforementioned smart set.

Built of white stucco over a metal frame and fronted with a three-bay entrance-way with curved steps on its approach to two glazed double doors, St Henrietta's had thirty rooms - two full suites per floor - spread over four stories plus six attic rooms for staff. On the first floor there was a sumptuous dining room and ballroom divided by glazed folding doors allowing for a huge space for special events, plus two sitting rooms for guests - one smaller one designated for peaceful activities, such as reading and writing letters - situated behind the reception area. Both of these rooms were outfitted with leather Chesterfield sofas and upholstered bucket chairs clustered around coffee tables; large heavy sideboards and ornate buffets sat against the walls, and in the smaller room two bureaux furnished with headed note paper, pen and ink. The reception had more of the bucket chairs and low tables.

The bedrooms were in good order, but much of the furniture was dated, with heavy walnut suites comprising wardrobes, highboys and armoires to match the vast beds - all rooms were 'doubles' although some favoured single beds. The back of the building looked over terraced landscaped gardens, and a conservatory furnished with wicker furniture including original Lloyd Loom chairs - bought in the infancy of that company - which also had folding glazed doors at one side leading to the ballroom. 

The hotel’s frontage was on Peabody Square, a vast space with a small park in its centre. Named for its founder, it was known now as just the Square, and was virtually the centre of New Town. It also boasted the island's cathedral dedicated, like the island, to St Henrietta, a deeply religious nun who was never actually beatified. As the church was not Roman Catholic, but still, bizarrely, part of the Church of England, this omission did not concern it or the islanders, and the name remained.

Olivia Hartwood had loved the hotel from the moment she had been dropped off at its side entrance by the kind driver of the delivery truck which had collected the orders from the docks for the department store. Dawson and Sons - which was to the left of the hotel on the Square - was a delightfully old-fashioned style store; the driver had seen her on the prow of the boat as it approached the island, and her obvious excitement prompted him to speak to her as she disembarked. When he found out where she was headed, he offered his services, which she gratefully accepted. As the truck manoeuvred into the small road which ran alongside the hotel, she fell in love. She adored the period features, the faded luxury, its sense of history. That she now owned it was - aside from the sad reason she’d inherited it - a cause of constant joy, and she was determined to maintain its integrity while she had it renovated.

Olivia was familiar with life as a chambermaid and waitress. During her three months prior to the invasion of the island by a hostile nation which had spuriously claimed the land as rightfully theirs, she had fully learned the job; she was a quick study, and the chef - who had taken a shine to the shy youngster who was always willing to help out and who accepted his mercurial temper as normal - had even had her help rearrange the kitchen to suit his needs and had explained to her how to plan menus and order the food back then; now that she was the owner, though, she wanted to learn the rest of the business. She had explained to Marty, the manager and her former employer, that she wanted to know what he knew in order that she could support him, not, she emphasised, replace him. He knew she now owned the hotel, although he hadn't known Esther - from whom Olivia had inherited it - had owned it; but this was going to be Olivia's life now, and he had quickly accepted that she wasn't trying to replace him or interfere with his work. He understood why she needed to know how the hotel operated, both as the owner and because of her character. He had been impressed with her when he had employed her; within a fortnight she had sorted out the linen store to make it more efficient, restructured the stock of complimentary toiletries and made useful suggestions regarding working practices and stock supplies which, after checking, he had adopted. And these were while she was just getting to know Esther and the hotel, so he was confident that she hadn't been fed the ideas by her predecessor. She had a flair for organisation and a driven work ethic, so he hadn’t been surprised when she also co-founded the resistance.

When Marty had chastised Olivia in her early days working at the hotel, for what he described as 'bothering' Esther, after he had noticed how much time she spent with the older woman asking about her Hollywood heyday, she hadn't told the older woman, but had heeded his orders and made excuses, only spending time with Esther during her free hours. Marty had known Esther had been a huge star at one time, but believed that she no longer wanted to talk about those days. Then, one day, someone had come into the hotel with instructions (via the lawyers) from the 'owners' to audit the staff and their work. Marty had co-operated with the auditor, happy to ensure the hotel was running efficiently, and it was through this that he had discovered that Olivia was very popular with his guests. It seemed that nothing was too much trouble for the teenager, and that the rest of the staff had all come in some way to rely upon her, whether for cover if they felt unwell, help in completing a time-consuming task, or dealing successfully with an unhappy guest - something that with her positive attitude and sunny, yet self-effacing nature, she always managed to do. By invitation, he accompanied the auditor to the interviews with the hotel’s five resident guests, and heard for himself just how much Esther valued Olivia's company. He realised that she was not only doing all of her work methodically, and patiently caring for all of the guests, but was spending a good deal of her spare time entertaining his most enduring resident. He apologised to them both, and, when they were alone, told Esther what he had done and why. He then asked Olivia to let him know in future if she worked more than her paid hours, and watched her to make sure she did. From that moment on, Esther and Olivia would spend each of Olivia's lunch and dinner times together, and, once a fortnight would go out on Olivia's free day to shop or explore, or to just enjoy the sunshine. These days cemented the bond between the teen and the octogenarian, leading to a deep and loving friendship which lasted until death separated them. 

Now Olivia was the owner, and between them, she and Marty had designed a programme which would familiarise her with every aspect of running the business, but which would fit in with work she was doing elsewhere on the island. Since this ‘course’ included bookings and reception, she took her turn on reception a few hours each week, which also allowed her the chance to meet their guests and carefully learn what the hotel was getting right or wrong.
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EARLIER

July 12th

[image: ]




"Come on minx, we need to eat. Marty's saved us a table." 

In response to Mac’s call, Olivia walked out of the bathroom where she had been cleaning herself up following what Mac described as (some very satisfying) make-up sex. They had had their first row about him keeping things from her, and then he had proposed to her. Her mind was in a whirl, and her body still prickling from the stimulation he had delivered.

As there were very few visitors to the hotel, she knew the comment about a table being held for them was a joke, but still, she was hungry and felt that eating now would be a good idea. The truth was that she was not fully recovered from being shot, or the attempted strangulation she had endured afterwards, and the nervous energy she'd expended on the final push for liberation had left her exhausted. Yet, reunited, she and Mac hadn't been able to keep their hands off one another. It was such a relief to be back together that even her extreme tiredness had not stopped her desire for him, his touch, his kisses and the feeling of him inside her, and now she needed food to keep her going.

Pulling the towel she was wrapped in a little tighter, her heart sank at the thought of putting on the same clothes she had not only worn at the celebration the night before, but also earlier in the day. She should have asked Marty to get them washed for her, but she was uncomfortable making requests on people's time. She’d thought she would find time to launder her clothes herself, but here she was, and she hadn't done it.

Mac had seen her face, the faint look of disgust when she surveyed her outfit and asked:

"Have you looked in these wardrobes yet?"

The room had been Esther Gould's, former film star Esther Kennedy, and there were three huge wardrobes in the room. More, Mac had thought, than an octogenarian would need.

"Maybe Esther has some things that would fit." Olivia gave him a look which was somewhere between surprise, disbelief and a hint of grief, but she went over to one of the pair at the far side of the room and opened the door. This was one of two she hadn’t looked in when Esther was alive; the third, she knew, was filled with the floral blouses and skirts which Esther had favoured later in her life, but these two she had had no cause to examine before now.

"Oh! Mac, Look at these!" He knew next to nothing about clothes, especially for women, but nonetheless walked over to peer over her shoulder. The cupboard was full of dresses which to him looked like the type Doris Day would have worn in the 1950s. Olivia fingered the frocks, and he watched her face transform from delight to excitement to anxiety. He reached over her and pulled out a black sleeveless dress with a full skirt and a loose tie belt.

"Try this on." 

"Mac, Esther was more shapely than I am. She had more..." and she gestured to her bust, "and less here." indicating her waist.

Olivia was conscious that she didn't have a large bust or a well-defined waist, although, to be fair, Mac had always said he liked her the way she was. She knew Mac thought she was beautiful, but she had no illusions about her flaws - her lack of a waist, her regular-sized breasts and the - normal - length of her legs meant she was not model material. She had a lovely face, but she still had breakouts of spots - one reason Mac had thought she was only in her mid-teens when they first met. Esther, divining her lack of amour-propre which she felt was misplaced, had made Olivia look at pictures of film stars from the thirties and forties. She pointed out that the only thing they had in common were good hairstyles and Max Factor, 'yet they were all deemed beauties, ‘Liv' she told her young friend, 'It really is in the eye of the beholder'. Not vain, her remarks had nonetheless improved Olivia’s faith in herself. Mac could have had his pick of a range of young women all vying for his favours when they were holed up in the mine, and at first Olivia had put his interest down to simple lust, although she would have been hard-pressed to explain how that was different to any other kind of attraction. Now, however, she knew he loved her and, in her mind, that coloured his view of her, by which she felt his love meant that he thought her more beautiful than she was. 

"Will trying it on hurt?" He asked. "These are all yours now, aren't they?"

She fingered the satin of the skirt, loving the sensation of the well-made and clearly expensive fabric, and nodded, slipping it off the hanger and moving back away from the wardrobe. She unzipped the dress and stepped into it. It fitted her, gliding up her body with ease. Mac moved her long hair out of the way and zipped her up. It was a little tight around the waist and a little loose on the bodice, but she didn't feel too uncomfortable in it. She looked in the mirror on the inside of the wardrobe door before twirling and looking at him for his opinion.

"You look gorgeous," he said, his voice rough with desire, "and the dress suits you. I'll enjoy unzipping that later."

"It does look nice. Now I need help to take it off again." He looked at her quizzically. "I've no underwear on." she explained.

"We're only going downstairs," he said, his voice low, growly, exciting her, "why bother?"

All through the meal he had looked at her knowingly. Smiling furtively, and raising his eyebrows when she caught his eye. She had barely been able to concentrate on the food because she knew what he was thinking, and it was making her warm everywhere. When the waiter asked about dessert, to her surprise, Mac asked what was available, although Olivia had been about to say 'no, thank you' so that they could get back upstairs. He ordered chocolate cake with hot chocolate sauce and fresh cream, but then he asked for it to be delivered to their room, which made her think that he was planning something before they had dessert. 

Once that was arranged, Mac stood and helped her from her chair, and, taking her arm, walked her to the elevator. The waiter arrived just as the doors were about to close and Mac held the door, allowing the waiter to ride up with them. The elevator was from the days of luxurious early twentieth century hotels and had copper-coloured mirrored walls bearing a bevelled design. During the ascent, Mac watched Olivia, and she watched him, but neither moved, nor spoke, nor gave any intimation of their plans in front of the waiter.

Mac opened the door to their suite, and the waiter walked in after Olivia, placing the desserts on the table as indicated by Mac, who tipped him before following him and closing and locking the door.

"Come here." he said to her, and she walked over to him obediently, if uncertain. "Turn around." She did so, and she felt him unzip then push the dress off her shoulders; the satin smoothly slid down her body until it pooled around her feet on the floor. She felt his hands on her shoulders and his warm breath on her neck, and then he was kissing her ears, her neck, running his tongue along her shoulder and down her backbone. She tried to turn, but he wouldn't let her. She had learned that sometimes he wanted to be in total control, and him being so excited her too. She trusted him completely. He had promised long before they ever made love - even before they had even had sex - never to do anything she wasn't happy about in bed, and he never had. Her trust in him was absolute, and when he took control like this, she found it exhilarating, just as she imagined he did when she, rarely, took the initiative.

His hands slid down her arms and then around her body, taking her breasts, one in each hand and squeezing the nipples just hard enough, rolling them in his fingers, so that she couldn’t help but gasp and lean towards his hands. He released them and used one arm to pull her back against him - she could feel the buttons on his shirt against her back, and his belt buckle pressing into the small of her back, and her hair cascaded over his shoulder - while his other hand travelled down and between her legs, stroking her before slipping his fingers into her, all the while kissing the place behind her ear, nibbling her lobe, licking her shoulder. This continued until she was moaning and pressing against him, breathing hard. Gently, he released her, and moved his hands back up to her neck; she was now so relaxed, she didn’t flinch. She had worn the dress’ slender black silk tie belt around her neck to hide the bruises. They were unsightly, and she felt absurdly ashamed of them, although Mac said she shouldn’t be. He untied the silk, and softly placed it over her eyes, before tying it again. She started slightly at being blindfolded, but he kissed her head again, and squeezed her shoulders lightly.

"Don't move." He whispered in her ear. Making sure she was standing firmly first, she heard and felt him move away. She could hear him walking but didn't know what he was doing before she felt herself being lifted and put down on the bed. Beneath her as she stretched, she felt something unusual like a towel - not the cotton sheets she expected - and then heard him move away from her again. There was a familiar sound like a swish noise, and she felt her hands being lifted above her head and something - his belt she realised - was being put loosely around her wrists. 

He left her again. 

She resisted the urge to peek, but she was already aroused from the anticipation, and being blindfolded, her other senses were heightened. Suddenly, she gasped, sucking in her breath. Something hot was being poured all over her breasts. It wasn't hot enough to burn, but it was still very hot, and it wasn't water; it was too thick and travelled too slowly. The liquid was then poured slowly down the centre of her body - she felt it pool in her navel - and down to the top of her legs. Her gasp was covered by his kiss, and she tasted decadently rich chocolate on his lips; then he was licking her nipples, his tongue moving above and below her breasts and describing circles around them before he was back to nipping and sucking each nipple. Every now and then, his mouth moved back to hers, and she tasted the chocolate sauce again. But one hand had strayed between her legs, fingers moving in time with the lazy licking and his thumb was pushing against her clitoris. She was moaning and writhing when suddenly he stopped, and she heard him move away once more. A mixture of relief and disappointment had her sigh, before she struggled for breath as what she now assumed was the ice cream was gently dropped onto her breasts. The contrast between the heat and the cold was exhilarating, and she felt herself respond between her legs, bucking mindlessly, even before his hand restarted its ministrations. 

His mouth resumed the licking, nibbling, nipping and kissing, and now she tasted the vanilla ice cream mixed with the chocolate sauce in her mouth. He moved back onto her body, and it felt as if his tongue was scooping the foodstuff from her rather than just licking it off. Soon she felt the coolness between her legs, up her thighs and further, and then a contrast as his tongue warmed up and began exploring her thoroughly. She had almost arrived at the point of no return and tried to reach for him, but he dodged from her grasp, pushing her trussed arms back over her head. He continued licking her and sucking at her until she came with a massive shudder and a squeal of joy, her arms stretched out over her head, her hands wrapped tightly around the bedclothes.

Mac hadn't spoken since telling Olivia not to move, and once more he moved silently away, and helplessly she wondered what delight he had in store now. She heard what sounded like his clothes being shed, then felt him pressing against her, his hardness pushing for access. She arched her back, lifting her legs and felt him slide in, and he joined her sighing in contentment. His lips came down on hers, his tongue entering her mouth and she tasted the chocolate, the ice cream and her. His lovemaking was slow and sensual. She wondered at his ability to control himself when, despite her orgasm, she was gasping for him to drive into her. Eventually he increased his thrusts, and she met him with the same rhythm until she climaxed again just before he did. He stayed atop of her, releasing her arms then easing his weight onto his forearms; she could feel his breath on her face as he nipped her lower lip. 

"Take off the scarf." He murmured, "I want to see your eyes." 

Mac had never been into sex games - neither the literal nor the metaphorical kind. He enjoyed sex but liked it on equal terms and had not felt the need to talk a woman into bed with sweet lies since he turned twenty. He had no problem finding willing partners and was honest and upfront about his intentions - as he had been with Olivia the first time he had asked her to bed - which normally were that it would be a one-off event.

He had willingly lost his virginity when he was fifteen to the precocious nineteen-year-old daughter of his father's then CO. He was already over six feet - a tall and striking figure - and girls found him very appealing. He never had any trouble attracting girls, but what set him apart was the way he treated them. Judie was attracted to him, but although she accepted his flirting and overtures, she saw him as a curiosity rather than a boyfriend. She had heard he had dated quite a few of the girls on base, but unlike most of the guys, he had been careful when he dumped them; she asked around: they all reported he had been kind, had done it when they were alone, and had given them flowers as an apology. All bar one had accepted the ending of the relationship with shocked equanimity accompanied by sorrow. The ‘one’ had tried to rekindle the romance amidst tears and recriminations, and was now too embarrassed to talk about it.

For Mac's part, his father's unpleasantness and belligerence with his mother at that time had made him determined to be the exact opposite in behaviour. That was why he had asked his mother’s advice the first time he had ended a relationship. She had told him to be kind, thoughtful and to give the girl something nice to remember him by - something he took literally. It took courage the first time he had finished with a girl, but she had been so touched by the way he did it, and he had seen his friends handle it badly with tears and name-calling, that he found it easier to do on each subsequent occasion.

When Judie had invited him to share her bed, he knew it wasn't an ongoing thing, so once he'd done the deed - and since was his first time, it hadn't taken that long - he thanked her and was ready to leave, but she had stopped him. Realising what type of nascent man he was, she had explained her needs, and then had taught him about controlling himself and pleasing his partner. Over several wonderful hours one hot July day, he had learned how much better sex was if the woman enjoyed herself too, and how much more willing she was to repeat the experience if she had found it satisfying. It was a lesson he had always been grateful to Judie for.

Now his confidence and ability and good looks guaranteed him all he needed even though his relationships had all been short-term; he’d had a girlfriend before he joined up, but once he was deployed, and ended the relationship as gently as he could, he gladly switched to getting what he needed wherever he was. His longest relationship since had been with a female soldier who was part of a NATO peacekeeping force in Europe. They had enjoyed around eight weeks of bedded bliss before she had left with a kiss on his cheek and a salute. She'd been as happy as him that it was casual, and although he'd missed her in his bed when she left, that had been all there was to their relationship.

But now there was Olivia, and tonight, looking at her over dinner and planning to make love to her as soon as they got back upstairs, thinking about how pretty she was in the black dress and knowing she wasn't wearing underwear, had made him unbelievably hard. He was intending on being the only man she would ever make love with, but he didn't plan on this meaning she had restricted experiences. He would do for her what she might have had with other lovers; it was important to him that he gave her as much pleasure as he could, and allowed her to learn what excited her, what turned her on. Eager to get her back to their room, he was going to say no to dessert, but then he saw the chocolate cake with the sauce and ice-cream, he recalled one of his men regaling the team about a titillating night he’d had with his latest girlfriend involving melted chocolate, and so Mac was inspired to try something new for Olivia, and for himself.

He was pleased she had worn the scarf around her neck to hide the bruises from the strangulation attempt, even though he didn’t like the insecurity which led to it. He hadn't thought ahead on any of this; his behaviour was done by instinct - a trait which served him well in his trade - so the blindfold was not planned, nor was the towel he laid her on, yet she responded well to his impulses. It moved him that she trusted him so much after everything she had been through, both with Carlos and him. He found it was more exciting than he’d anticipated that she allowed him to do those things to her, but now he wanted to see in her eyes what he had felt in her body, heard in her breaths and in her voice when she said his name in the way she always did when she came. He wanted to see the love, the adoration, the respect, and yes, the astonishment he hadn't seen in any woman's eyes until he took Olivia to bed.
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PRESENT DAY – somewhere on US mainland

September 15th
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“Home, sweet, home.” Josh murmured ironically, as both men hefted their bags ready to deplane.

Mac took a moment to mentally commiserate with his friend. Josh had hoped to resign in absentia.  Typically, the military had nixed that, insisting that he return to active duty as soon as their R&R was over. Before they left St Henrietta, Josh had asked Annie to marry him, which only added to his reluctance to be back on the mainland.

Josh had tried to quit before Mac returned to active duty, hoping against hope that he would be allowed to leave immediately and not return to the camp which was, to all intents and purposes, Mac’s and his home. His hopes were dashed, and he had to explain the predicament to Annie. Both men had been instructed to take two months R&R, and Josh had been told to wait to return to base until the end of that period, at which time his application to step away would be reviewed. Between them, he and Mac thought their bosses were hoping he would change his mind, or that Mac would change it for him, but Mac now knew what falling in love could do to a man, and understood, if he didn’t quite share, Josh’s desire to leave the forces. 

Annie had actually just been the final impetus that Josh needed. He had already been claiming he was ‘too old for this kind of thing’ before the assignment on St Henrietta, and losing Petey, the team’s sniper and their long-time friend and colleague in a freak accident, had hit him hard. Notwithstanding he was the same age as Mac, an injury a few years previously had left him with a permanent reminder of active duty, and he had found it caused him pain at the start of each day, something he had hidden from his unit for years, although Mac had discerned it after sharing accommodation with him a few times. This meant that Josh felt less invincible than in the past. He put in his written resignation while on leave, then turned up to report for duty - and push for his retirement - as soon as ordered. 

As he and Josh stepped down onto the tarmac, something hit Mac with a jolt. He had spent most of his life living on a ‘base’ all over the world. Aside from his pre-school years and the occasional holiday, ‘home’ had meant a military base, whichever, wherever. The current base was the one where he had served the longest, and it was the place his brain had identified most as home, except now. Astonished, he realised with startling clarity, that home was with Liv on St Henrietta. His empathy for Josh’ situation rose with every step.

The two men made it to their barracks, aware that they had just twenty minutes to ready themselves for a debrief. The flight had been delayed, but no sympathy would be accorded them for that. Their CO had ordered their presence at eleven hundred hours and that was when they had to be there. A quick change into uniform, and Mac was glad he had shaved prior to embarking, although a swift run of his hand across his chin revealed he’d need to shave again soon. He met Josh at the door, and they made their way to the Colonel’s office.

Both had submitted written reports as soon as the situation on the island was resolved, but the military believed in oral accounts, ones they could discuss and analyse and query. Mac and Josh stood easy as their CO did just that, before being invited to sit. Petey’s death was a matter of concern, since it had occurred during their ingress and not as part of ‘necessary action’ against the intruders. Disregarding the likelihood that both men may be grieving for a man with whom they had worked closely for several years, the colonel picked apart the events which led to Petey’s death, asking the same questions in different ways over and over until he reached some indiscernible point of satisfaction. Then he dismissed them. Josh tried to ask about his demission, but the officer emphasised his dismissal.

They made their way to the mess hall, both starving after a long flight and an hour-long debrief.

“There’s no point in bellyaching about it, man. You know the wheels here turn slow.”

“Easy for you to say, Mac.  You’re happy to be back.”

Josh was putting together his sandwich, so missed the pained look which passed across Mac’s face. By the time Josh’s head came back up, he had schooled his features back into his usual impassive expression. The truth was, he needed a job, and he enjoyed his work, but being apart from Liv was far more difficult that he would have ever thought possible.

“I’ve got your back, Josh. You know I do.” Josh nodded. “I’ll campaign for you to be allowed to retire any chance I get, but in the meantime, I suggest you speak to legal.”

A few days later, having taken Mac’s advice, Josh told his friend that patience was apparently the key to success. Having been made aware that the military could be very slow in granting demission, sometimes even drawing it out for a full twelve months, Josh pushed not to be assigned for any more active missions, and, after various assessments, many complaints and innumerable exhortations, he was reassigned to clerical duties. 

Mac laughed wryly when he found him holding a clipboard and counting the number of pencils on the base, and comparing the figures with previous requisitions in order to streamline allocations. Despite the frustration that went hand in hand with the knowledge that he was wasting his time and the military was deliberately squandering his expertise - there were tasks more suited to his skill set even without him leaving the base - he laughed with Mac and accepted the ribbing as due. 

“Don’t sweat it brother,” he told Mac, “If any of this stationery turns rogue, I’ve got it covered!”

They went for a beer and Josh confessed how much he was missing Annie. At one time, not so long ago, Mac would have mocked the confession, but now he didn’t.  Mac felt the pain of missing Olivia himself; he had thought it would be easy getting back to focussing on work, but it wasn’t. She was a constant thought, a constant itch, just as she had been before they got together. He hadn’t believed he was capable of such emotion, but he would find himself picturing her, and feel his whole body suffused with the knowledge that he loved her at the strangest - and often most inconvenient - times.
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PRESENT DAY – St Henrietta
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Olivia sat on the small bench at the side of Esther's grave and poured out her heart. The graveyard was new, but Esther had been buried there before it was even consecrated. It was in a small copse two miles outside of New Town, surrounded by cedar trees.

Olivia had discovered she now owned the plot of land where Esther had been buried - Esther's late husband had owned a lot of land on the island including the mine where the resistance had hidden and until Olivia inherited it, no one had known - not even Esther. When she found out, Olivia had offered this plot to the Jewish community on St Henrietta as a graveyard. They had graciously accepted it. Olivia hadn't wanted her friend exhumed, and since there was no other Jewish cemetery on the island, this had seemed the ideal answer. Esther's husband, Paul, had been cremated following his death many years ago, and his ashes had been kept in an urn in Esther's room. These had now been buried with her.

At the age of 83, Esther's death had not been tragic as such, and the way of her death had been peaceful, but her loss still hit Olivia hard; but then Esther's loss had been keenly felt by all who knew her, such was her loving and kindly nature.

Once the liberation was successful decisions had to be made about those who had lost their lives defending the island, but for Olivia, preserving her friend's grave was paramount, and she used some of the money she had inherited to landscape this area, have it fenced and have a pathway constructed so that it could be used by anyone who wanted to. Her one selfish concession had been that she had put the bench beside Esther's grave so that she could come and speak to her as often as she needed.

Esther's headstone bore the marks of Olivia's frequent visits. She had been told of the tradition of putting a stone on or near the marker each time she visited, and now the grave was strewn with them. They weren't all from Olivia, although the majority were; others were from those who came to pay their respects to the former Hollywood and Broadway star who, with Olivia, had masterminded the resistance on the island.

"I'm so lonely, Est." 

There was no one alive to hear her, and she felt able to be honest, rather than put on the brave face she wore each day. 

"I miss Mac so much. I know I have to accept him being away, just as you told me Paul had to when you were away filming, but it's so hard. Mom and dad," Mac's parents had insisted she call them that which touched her deeply considering she and Mac were yet to wed, "are sweethearts, but I can't tell them this. How can I complain to mom - even though she asked me to - when it's her own son, and she must miss him terribly too, and worry just as I do? And I know his dad worries about him, but he won't talk about it - you know what men are like? Annie is always ready to listen, but she is missing Josh, too. Of course, she is expecting him back soon; he’s resigned for her, and they are so much in love, and speak on the phone all of the time, and so, try as she might, she can't really understand how I feel - and why should she? I'm the one being a fool."
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