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PRAISE FOR THE LOCATION SHOOT

“Each character is more charming than the next . . . the intellectual discussions throughout the book prove fresh and engaging and will keep the pages turning. A quick-witted depiction of moviemaking best suited for contemplative romantics.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“The Location Shoot, penned by Patricia Leavy, is an enlightening exploration of art, philosophy, and life’s profound queries. . . . The narrative’s charm isn’t solely defined by the romantic entanglement of a central couple but also by its well-sketched ensemble cast . . . the story reaches a fulfilling conclusion, brimming with a sense of humanity and personal transformation.”

—Literary Titan, 5-star review

“A tour de force! Much more than a romance, this novel celebrates the romance of life itself. Set on an exotic film location with a fabulous cast of characters that comes to life on the page, this book grabs hold of your heart and mind. The Location Shoot poses big questions about the meaning of life and love, and the answers are profoundly satisfying. Leavy’s voice in fiction is singular. She brings her laser-like wit, intelligence, and hopefulness to this enchanting and truly unforgettable love story.”

—Laurel Richardson, author of Lone Twin

“The Location Shoot is a stunning exploration of love, hope, dreams, and art bundled together in sheets of romance and laughter overheard from characters you just want to spend more and more time with. A truly joyous read!”

—J. E. Sumerau, author of Scarecrow

“The Location Shoot by Patricia Leavy is a fun and light summer escape for romance fans. A perfect book to take to the pool.”

—Sarahlyn Bruck, author of Light of the Fire

“The Location Shoot is a masterpiece. Leavy’s astonishing talent for exploring the human condition through light and escapist reading is on full display in this gorgeously written novel. Sexy celebrity romance meets rom-com meets literary fiction. This profoundly engaging book gave me all the feelings, from laughter to happy tears. I fell completely in love with the characters through Leavy’s masterful dialogue. This book was so captivating that I read it in one sitting, unable to put it down. The ending is pure perfection.”

—U. Melissa Anyiwo, editor of Gender Warriors

“An intelligent, thought-provoking romance set in a gorgeous location in the endlessly riveting world of filmmaking. The Location Shoot is absolutely spellbinding. The atmospheric details are exquisite, the characters finely drawn, and the story captivating. This book is a celebration of love, friendship, and the magic of art. Completely immersive; I could not put it down! The ending is unforgettable and deeply satisfying. A must-read!”

—Jessica Smartt Gullion, author of October Birds

“Wow! Leavy has written a gorgeous novel about the meaning of life and how art is woven into the fabric of human existence. The characters show us that the biggest question is best answered through art and love. Life, like art, is about improvisation, taking chances, and pushing through our fear. I devoured this book.”

—Sandra L. Faulkner, author of Poetic Inquiry: Craft, Method and Practice



“Leavy’s latest novel is less about the film world as a place of make believe and more about the real questions of life. Get the book, get on location, enjoy!”

—Mary E. Weems, Cleveland Arts Prize winner and author of Blackeyed

“Quaint romance gives way to a deeper allegory about human development. Leavy illustrates how a lifetime of intense publicity and relentless exposure can trap people in an eternal childhood of the heart, from which they must break free. I expect—and hope—to see Finn Forrester and Ella Sinclair in the news again.”

—Alexandra “Xan” Nowakowski, coauthor of Other People’s Oysters

“Life imitates art in this wildly romantic novel. Leavy’s unique talent for weaving a thoughtful meditation on the arts into a sexy beach read is on full display in this triumphant page-turner of a book that follows the personal lives of a group making a film about the meaning of life. You will fall in love with the characters, but more than anything, The Location Shoot makes you fall in love with life itself. A profoundly beautiful and inspiring read. I didn’t want it to end. Highly recommend!”

—Jessie Voigts, PhD, founder of Wandering Educators

PRAISE FOR PATRICIA LEAVY’S HOLLYLAND

“This quick read will leave readers satisfied with the happy ending. The main characters will make readers believe in love. Fans of Colleen Hoover and Tessa Bailey will enjoy Hollyland.”

—Booklist

“Some fun secondary characters, a well-drawn setting, and an exciting eleventh-hour kidnapping plot propel Leavy’s story. The author also offers rich details about Rye’s Hollywood world and Dee’s opinions on art . . .”

—Kirkus Reviews

“ . . . Leavy weaves a lot of excitement, charm, and romance into this concise and highly engrossing novel . . . the action really ramps up in the latter section of the book to offer a superb climax filled with suspense. Overall, I would not hesitate to recommend Hollyland to fans of romance and women’s fiction everywhere; you will not be disappointed.”

—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review

“Written with the kind of eloquence associated with award winning literary fiction . . . An impressively poignant, laudably original, and thoroughly entertaining novel that moves fluidly between romance, humor, suspense, and joy, Hollyland is one of those stories that will linger in the mind and memory long after the book itself has been finished and set back upon the shelf . . . highly recommended.”

—Midwest Book Review
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For Mark Robins





PROLOGUE




	June 30

	Entertainment News Report





On the heels of his costly third divorce, controversial French filmmaker Jean Mercier has announced the cast for his highly anticipated new English-language film. Shooting starts tomorrow at a secret location in Sweden. Mercier, 58, famously films in remote locations, living in seclusion with his lead actors in rented homes and inns. The award winner is known for his unconventional, avant-garde approach to filmmaking, and for curating unexpected casts. He’s certainly done it again.

Leading the cast is acclaimed British actor of stage and screen Albie Hughes, 73, who is teaming up once again with the tempestuous director, perhaps hoping to score another Oscar for his collection. British actress Charlotte Reed, 40, is also set to star in the film. Reed is best known for her dramatic work, often appearing on stage at London’s West End theaters, although she has recently become a staple in the independent film scene.

Hollywood film star Finn Forrester, 42, who began his career as a teen heartthrob before growing into a formidable presence on the silver screen, has appeared in over one hundred feature films. The Mercier project is a departure for the legendary actor, who in recent years has been cashing in as the star of blockbuster action-adventure movies. American actor Michael Hennesey, 38, best known for his Emmy-winning role on Desperation and Despair, is also set to star in the unnamed film. Perhaps most surprising, American actress Willow Barnes, 28, rounds out the cast. Barnes began her career as a tween star, which she parlayed into a short-lived turn as a pop singer and scream queen. After a series of highly publicized, drunken escapades, several failed celebrity relationships, four DUI charges, and two stints in rehab, Barnes has not performed in over three years, although she remains one of the most followed celebrities on social media.

Mercier remains tight-lipped on the details of the film and his surprising casting choices. One thing is for sure: if it’s anything like his other pictures, it’s going to be a daring work of cinema that pushes the performers and audiences past their comfort zones. The film is scheduled to shoot for three months.




[image: ]

CHAPTER 1


“You should hear what she wrote about ménage à trois! Her section on the logistics of how it all works blew my mind. I thought that we French were the ones open about matters of the flesh, but we have nothing on our dear American friend, Ms. Ella Sinclair,” Luc said.

Everyone broke out into hearty laughter, causing other patrons in the bistro to glance over at the rambunctious group.

Simone traipsed in and dropped a newspaper on the table. “You’ll have to fill me in on what’s so funny. Sorry I’m late. I hope you ordered for me.” Luc nodded and Simone continued, “I stopped at a newsstand and flipped the paper open to the entertainment section to see if there was a mention of my upcoming gallery exhibit, but I got sidetracked. There’s a big story about Jean Mercier’s upcoming film shoot. You all know what a fan of his I am. Ella, I still can’t believe you’re friends with him. He’s an extraordinary artist, an icon, a national treasure.”

Ella smiled. “We go way back. He certainly has quite a big personality.”

“So, we shouldn’t believe all the stories about what a lecher he is?” Luc asked.

“Well, I wouldn’t go that far, but he’s a dear friend and a brilliant artist,” Ella replied.

“Fill me in on what was so funny,” Simone said.

“We were talking about Ella’s latest manuscript. I’m telling you, I was glad to be home alone reading it. How can I say this? It was quite, uh . . . sensual,” Luc replied.

Ella playfully rolled her eyes. “It’s a philosophical treatise on sex, not erotica.”

“It’s a multifunctional text,” Luc said. “The best ones always are.”

Ella giggled.

The waiter delivered their drinks and scrumptious food.

“Ah, saved by alcohol,” Ella said.

Everyone raised their glasses. “À votre santé!”

“Mmm, this place has the most sublime Bellinis,” Ella remarked, taking a sip.

“They use white peaches this time of year,” Luc explained.

“Figures. Everything is better in Paris, even brunch,” Ella said, pulling her long, light brown spirals into a loose bun at the nape of her neck.

“I can’t disagree with that,” Clara said, biting into her buttery brioche. “So, what does our American girl in Paris have planned for the summer? I was thinking we could all take a trip to the south. We need a holiday. Let’s sunbathe on La Côte d’Azur and gorge ourselves on fresh seafood.”

“I’m free after my gallery opening,” Simone said.

“Ooh, I’m in,” another added.

“Me too,” someone else chimed in.

“Ella?” Luc asked.

“Sounds divine, but I’m not sure. Jean’s film is shooting somewhere in the Swedish countryside over the next three months. He’s invited me to tag along. Knowing him, he’ll pester me until I agree. I haven’t committed to anything yet, but I’ll probably go at some point. The change of scenery might do my writing some good.”

“Who says no to being on the set of a Jean Mercier film, in picturesque Sweden, no less?” Simone said.

Ella smiled. “Visiting his location shoots is always a treat. One never knows what will happen. Plus, it’s a chance for some quiet time. I could use a break from the city.” She took a bite of her oeufs en cocotte and said, “But I would miss this, the company and the heavenly food.”

“Go to Sweden, darling. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime experience,” Simone said. “But wait until after my show. I don’t want you to miss it.”

“Of course, if you want to meet a beautiful man and have a steamy affair, come to the Riviera with us. This is what the French do best, after all, especially in the summertime. You’re too gorgeous and fabulous to be alone. Romance beckons. You can always call it research and development for your next book,” Luc said.

Ella giggled. “The last thing I’m looking for is a man.”

“Then watch out,” Luc cautioned. “That’s one thing we French seem to understand better than you Americans: lightning always strikes when we least expect it.”


“ALBIE, DARLING, WOULD YOU LIKE more tea?” Margaret asked, placing the hand-painted porcelain pot on the coffee table.

He shook his head and reached out for her hand. “Sit down with me, my love.”

She sat beside him on the couch, and he draped his arm around her. “Let’s just be still together until I have to go,” he said.

“When is the car service picking you up?” she asked, nuzzling closer to him.

“About an hour. They’re getting Charlotte first. I thought it would be nice for us to travel together since she’s so nearby. It will give us a chance to catch up.”

“When was the last time you worked together?” Margaret asked.

“About four years ago, when we did that show at the National Theatre.”

“Ah, how could I forget? Your performance was so lovely.”

He kissed the side of her head. “I know you’d prefer if I stayed with you this summer.”

“I’ll just be wandering around this old townhouse like a loose marble in an empty drawer.”

“Margaret . . .”

“Don’t worry. London will keep me busy, always does. I’ll work on the garden, volunteer at the library, see my friends. It’s just that you fill this space so perfectly. It’s a bit lonely without you, that’s all.”

“It’s difficult to be away from you too. I hope you know that.”

“There’s no need for us to be maudlin,” she interrupted. “You must work. After all these years, I understand that. It’s just . . . I worry about you, darling. You never say a word about it, but I know you haven’t been feeling well. What if . . .”

He squeezed her. “My sweet Margaret, please don’t worry. I’m stronger than you think. Like an ox. This will be good for me.”

“Promise me you’ll take care of yourself.”

“I will.”

“When you come home . . .”

“We’ll spend every moment together. I’m sure I’ll drive you batshit mad. You won’t be able to get rid of me,” he said.

She smiled and rested her head on his shoulder.

He sighed. “But oh, how I will miss you, my love.”


“CAN’T WE AT LEAST DISCUSS IT?” Charlotte asked.

“The car is picking you up soon. This really isn’t the time. Besides, I must get down to the theater. Yesterday’s auditions were an absolute disaster. Bloody hell, it’s like they’ve never heard of Shakespeare. It’s so much easier when I can just cast you. You are the most brilliant actress.”

She feigned a smile.

“I really ought to go,” he said.

“I was hoping you would mull it over while I’m away. It would be the perfect timing. I’ve warned my agent that I may take some time off after this job.”

“Love, you’re about to star in a Jean Mercier film. It hardly makes sense now of all times. Isn’t this the kind of film you’ve always hoped to do?”

“Well yes, but . . .”

“This role will open a lot of doors. Having a child now will only derail your brilliant career.”

“I can still work. Lots of women do it. I’ve been acting nonstop for more than twenty years. A break wouldn’t be the worst thing. It’s exhausting, you know, spending your life portraying other people. Like I said last night, we could try when I return. Should things go well . . .”

“Charlotte, you’re forty years old. Doubtful it would be as easy as you think. Aren’t we a little past our prime to be starting with all of this?”

“Many women get pregnant in their early forties. Adoption is also a possibility if we have trouble. I downloaded some information,” she said, grabbing a pile of papers off the coffee table.

He kissed her forehead and said, “I’ve got to go, love. Leave the papers and I’ll look them over, but honestly, I suspect you’ll feel differently when you return. You’re an artist, Charlotte. You always return to the thing you’re most devoted to: acting. A few days of filming and you’ll forget all about this.”

“Maybe, but . . .”

“Text me when you get there so I know you’ve arrived safely. Have a wonderful shoot. Get immersed, lose yourself,” he said as he dashed out the door, leaving her clutching the unread papers. She took a steadying breath and looked around the large, open-concept flat they had shared for years, the walls covered with art gathered during her travels, reminders of the life she had chosen.


“YOU’VE GOT A PHENOMENAL ASS. Turn around, baby. I want to do you from behind,” Michael instructed, grabbing her hips and swiveling her around. “That’s it, baby, that’s it,” he said, moving faster and faster until he groaned in ecstasy. He pulled back, patted her bottom, and said, “That was great.”

“I still can’t believe I’m here, in Michael Hennesey’s apartment,” she said, giggly and wide-eyed. “Your place is so modern, sleek, masculine. I guess that comes from being a bachelor. Maybe you need a woman’s touch around here.”

“I think we just covered that, babe,” he replied with a chuckle.

“I’ve always had such a crush on you. I’ve watched you on television for years. When we met last night . . .”

“I’m gonna grab a water. You want something?”

“I’m fine,” she replied, pulling the silk sheets up.

He put his underwear on, looked at her sensuously, and said, “You stay put.”

He trotted to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator, catching sight of his reflection in the stainless steel and smoothing his hair. As he guzzled a bottled water, he noticed the message light flashing on his phone and decided to listen to his voicemail. The first message was from his driver, confirming his pickup time. The next message was from Lauren.

“Hi Michael, it’s Lauren. Listen, Sophie wants to go to an arts camp in August. I’d appreciate it if you could send some money. I’ve emailed you the invoice. No need to call back. Please have your assistant wire it over. Thanks.”

He looked despondently at the callback number. His finger hovered over the dial button, but instead he sighed heavily and set the phone down on the counter. He strutted back to the bedroom, trying to remember the name of the woman waiting in his bed.

“Hey, baby,” he said, slipping under the covers beside her.

“Didn’t you say you’re leaving town today to film a movie?” she asked.

“Later, but we have time for round two,” he said, pulling her body against his.


“HE DID A GREAT JOB WITH YOUR HAIR. You look just like a young, brown-eyed Marilyn Monroe,” the makeup artist said as she adhered the final false eyelash.

“I don’t know how I’m going to survive the next three months without my glam squad,” Willow said, admiring her newly styled platinum blonde hair.

“I’m sure you’ll be in good hands with the makeup artists and hairstylists on set.”

“It’s not the same. We’ve all been friends for so long,” she replied, sipping her light Caramel Frappuccino, careful not to mess up her lipstick. “You guys always take care of me. But Jean’s people were awfully specific with my management team—no entourages allowed.”

“Beauty, you’re starring in a Jean Mercier film. Don’t you worry about a thing.”

“All I do is worry,” Willow replied, looking down at her nervously wringing hands. “I don’t know why he cast me. I’ve never done anything like this before. I mean, I’ll be acting with Albie Hughes, Finn Forrester, and Charlotte Reed! They’re real actors.” She gazed straight ahead at her reflection. “I look at this girl in the mirror and wonder who the hell she thinks she’s fooling. This is so far out of my league. What if . . .”

“What if you have some confidence for a change and realize that you’re a brilliant performer? I know it’s not my place to say, but Brian’s always trying to get you to take jobs where you strut around like some kind of sex symbol. There’s so much more to you. You’re multitalented. Maybe this film will finally prove it to you.”

“I’m afraid that . . .”

“If you’re worried that you’ll start drinking . . .”

“No, it’s not that. I don’t expect anyone to believe me, but I really have a handle on that and I know what to do if I get in trouble. I just don’t want to embarrass myself. I’ve had enough public humiliation for a lifetime.”

Just then, Willow’s manager, Brian, came bounding into the room with his assistant. He pecked her on the forehead and said, “Doll, you look gorgeous. The car is waiting outside. Before you leave, we need to discuss some opportunities that have come in. Now that you’re ready to perform again, everyone wants you.”

“Yeah, okay,” she said.

“Maxim wants you for another cover shoot. They’re thinking topless with long hair extensions that will cover your breasts.”

“Oh, I don’t know . . .”

“It’s major exposure. If you want more Hollywood roles, you know the score,” Brian said.

“What else?” she asked.

“There’s a guest spot in a music video. You’ll be reprising your role for the fifth installment of that horror franchise; this time you can really cash in. Then there’s one more that you may not like, but hear me out.”

“What is it?”

“A cruise ship line is putting together a slate of former pop stars for a spring cruise through the Caribbean. You’d just have to perform a few of your old songs, complete with backup dancers. When you hear what they’re willing to pay you . . .”

“Brian, none of this is what I want. When I came back to work, I told you that I wanted it to be different this time. Then I landed this Jean Mercier film . . .”

“Well, that’s just it, doll. This film came out of nowhere. We still don’t know how you got it. We need to cash in on this momentum and build your brand again. Don’t I always take care of you?”

“Yes, but . . . I need some time to think things over.”

“They really need answers to these invitations. I’ll go ahead with the bookings, and you can always back out.”

“That makes me look flaky. I don’t want to earn a bad reputation again. Please just wait until . . .”

“Listen, the car is outside. I’ll ride with you, and we can chat more on the way to the airport.”

“Fine,” she said reluctantly, staring at her reflection and trying desperately to recognize the face staring back at her.


FINN DROPPED HIS LUGGAGE IN THE foyer as the doorbell rang. He opened the door, visibly surprised to see Savannah standing there, decked out in a tube top, skinny jeans, and stiletto heels. “Uh, hey,” he mumbled.

“Hey. Can I come in?” she asked.

“Of course,” he replied.

“Looks like you’re all packed and ready to go,” she observed, gesturing at the luggage.

“Yeah. The driver will be here soon.”

“Well, you’re taking your own private jet. I’m sure it’ll wait if you’re a few minutes late. We need to talk.”

He sighed and said, “Yeah, fine. Let’s go sit in the living room. Can I get you something to drink?”

“I’m fine, thanks,” she replied. They plopped onto the couch. “Listen, Finn, I’ve been thinking about what you said last night, and I know you didn’t mean it.”

“Savannah . . .”

“It’s been good between us.”

“I’ve been away doing films for most of our relationship. If I hadn’t been on the road nonstop, we never would have . . .”

“I’ve kept your bed warm, haven’t I?” she asked, touching his hand.

“Savannah . . .”

“Finn, we’ve been together for nearly two years. You can’t just throw that away.”

“I’m not. I’ve tried to make things work. The truth is that we should have split up a long time ago. It’s not right between us, and I don’t think it ever was. We’ve just been biding our time, spinning our wheels. Our relationship isn’t going anywhere.”

“Babe, I’ve told you before, I want to move in with you. Think about it! No more house sitters when you’re on the road—I’ll be here. We can get married in a big blowout bash. I saw the most incredible ring in the window at Cartier. I can text you a picture of it, and . . .”

“Savannah . . .”

“We’re perfect for each other,” she continued, playfully running her hand up his arm and through his light brown hair. “You need someone who doesn’t care that you’re always off doing movies, someone who looks the part and can accompany you down the red carpet and do the whole Hollywood glamour thing.”

“I don’t care about that stuff. Never have.”

“Don’t be silly. Of course you do,” she said, fluffing her blonde hair. “I know what this is really about. When I got home last night, I was thinking to myself, Why is Finn doing this now when everything is so perfect?”

“It’s not perfect, not to me,” he said softly.

Ignoring his comment, she continued, “You’re going to be away on location for three long months. You’re worried that if you’re attached, you won’t be able to have sex.”

“That’s what you think?” he asked.

“Babe, I know what your sexual appetite is like,” she said, tousling his hair. “You’re a big star, you don’t see why you should go without. I get it. So, I’ve decided you can get blow jobs.”

“What?” he bellowed, his eyes wide.

“I know that local girls and extras always hit on you. My God, you’re Finn Forrester, after all! Everyone wants you, and well they should. Why should you have to go without basic satisfaction? I’m cool with it.”

“You’re cool with me being intimate with other women? Do you even hear yourself? This is exactly the problem. Think about . . .”

“Babe, I’m just being realistic and trying to give you what you want. You’re a big movie star, of course you need to be allowed to bend the rules. I’d have a problem with it if you fuck other women, but if you want to get your dick sucked a few times, it’s fine. I totally get it. Now that this problem is solved, there’s no reason to break up. Go make your film and get your rocks off if you need to. Think of me. When you get back, we can focus on us and our future.”

He shook his head in disbelief. “Savannah, this isn’t what I want.”

“There’s no reason to do anything rash. We’ve had two years together. We’ve been happy. Just wait until you come back before you make any decisions. I’m sure you’ll feel differently once you see how much you miss me and you realize how cool this arrangement is. Not every woman would be this understanding. Everything I do is all for you.”

“I don’t even know how to respond to this.”

“Don’t say anything. It’s all good. I’ll be here when you get back.”

“Look, there’s no point in hammering this conversation to death now, but we need to have a serious talk when I get home,” Finn said. “The time apart will do us both good. In my heart, I know there’s something better out there for each of us.”


ELLA TRAIPSED INTO HER LOFT CARRYING a bouquet of purple and white flowers, the afternoon sun shining brightly in the small space, a soft breeze blowing through the open balcony doors. She played her voicemail while arranging the flowers in a vase.

“Ma chérie, it’s Jean. I’ve been in Sweden for a few days, getting everything set up. We’ve cleared out an old inn a few miles from the filming location; I’ll be staying there with the lead actors. It’s an enormous old house, buttercup yellow. You would love it. The dining room has a dance floor, an old piano in the corner, and a fully stocked bar. Lots of spectacular nature around for you to explore. Please come. I’ll save you the best room.”

“It does sound nice,” she mumbled to herself. “Hmm . . .”

She sent him a text message:


I’m tempted. Have a few things to do in Paris. Maybe I’ll come out in a week or two. Hope my room has a writing desk. Good luck with the shoot. Love, Ella.
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CHAPTER 2


“You’re all set,” Maja said.

“Not bad,” Michael replied. “Thanks. You really know what you’re doing. How long have you been a makeup artist?”

“A few years. This was easy. You have perfect bone structure,” she said, smiling coyly.

“I hope we can get to know each other better,” he replied, looking at her suggestively.

She giggled. “The hairstylist will be here any minute. Can I get you anything while you wait?”

“I’m good, thanks,” he said, picking up his bottled water and taking a sip through a straw.

As soon as she left the makeup trailer, Michael turned to Finn in the seat beside him and said, “God, these Swedish chicks are hot. Friendly too. I dig Maja.”

Finn looked up from the script he was studying and laughed. “Honestly, I hadn’t noticed. I’m trying to prepare.”

“You’ve done so many films. This will be a piece of cake. There’s barely any dialogue to learn, seems like we’ll be filling in the blanks as we go.”

“It’s the leanest script I’ve ever received. Hard to understand what the film is even about, other than a family disintegrating at a party. Some kind of metaphor, I guess.” Finn ran his hand through his hair. “Acting alongside someone like Albie Hughes . . . well, it’s something I’ve always hoped for. Working with Jean too, of course. I’ve heard he really pushes his actors. That’s what I’ve been looking
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