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Praise for SHOOTING STARS ABOVE

“Patricia Leavy crafts a riveting narrative that shows the healing power of love and how it helps wounded souls become whole once again.”

—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review

“For readers seeking a story that restores faith in humanity and shines a light on the beauty of connection, this novel is a must-read.”

—Literary Titan

“. . . there is an alluring hopefulness to the work . . . Beyond the romantic themes, the narrative does manage to tackle several other difficult issues with grace, ranging from grief and self-doubt to self-love and second chances.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Shooting Stars Above defies category. It grabs hold of your emotions and doesn’t let go even after you turn the last page. Leavy’s most powerful work to date takes you on a rollercoaster of emotions and leaves you with a brighter sense of the world and the people who quietly make it better.”

—U. Melissa Anyiwo, editor of Gender Warriors

“Tess’s journey and her love for humanity have permeated my very soul. As you turn the last page of this beautifully crafted story, you know the healing process has really just begun. Brava, Patricia Leavy! This story has left an indelible mark on my soul.”

—Renita M. Davis, LICSW, PIP, Creatrix, Illuminated Expressions, LLC

“Shooting Stars Above grabbed and shook me in a way most novels do not. The deepest cuts came from Leavy’s frankly audacious creation of space for trauma processing and healing as priorities in daily life, rather than the afterthoughts they often become in a world that expects us to smile through pain. It is this sense of empathy for self that haunts me most after reading, and that will likely linger in surprising ways.”

—Alexandra Nowakowski, coauthor of Other People’s Oysters

“Leavy’s writing is realistic and compassionate. Shooting Stars Above is a heartfelt story of love, grief, friendship, and survival that will make you laugh, cry, and most of all feel truly alive. I really loved this book.”

—J. E. Sumerau, author of Transmission

“Shooting Stars Above draws you into its heart and holds you there tightly. Leavy has once again managed to weave her magic through a story that touches on hugely important themes and contemporary issues. Luckily, this is only the first book in a breathtaking series which I have read in full. Each novel is better than the last.”

—Alexandra Lasczik, coauthor of Walking with A/r/tography

“Shooting Stars Above is one of the grandest love stories of all time. It celebrates the power and agency of love to hold its own against the darkest forces of hatred and violence. It will make your heart smile.”

—Eve Spangler, Associate Professor of Sociology, Boston College

“While Tess Lee and Jack Miller are healing from past trauma, they learn to love each other in extraordinary ways. This is a wonderful book that you will relish. Read it on your own or in book clubs.”

—Jessica Smartt Gullion, author of October Birds

“Shooting Stars Above will touch readers’ lives in important ways. Quite simply, this latest offering from Patricia Leavy is a labor of love. It is well worth reading.”

—Keith Berry, coauthor of Living Sexuality

“Leavy offers a creative and compelling representation of love and friendship, gender norms and expectations, and the relational nuances of trauma. This novel is another critical contribution to Leavy’s extensive oeuvre.”

—Tony E. Adams, author of Narrating the Closet







Praise for AFTER THE RED CARPET

“Overall, the book is a frothy, sunny read.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“A fun read from start to finish . . .”

—Midwest Book Reviews

“After the Red Carpet is a modern masterpiece and a perfect romance narrative from the more literary side of the book world.”

—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review

“Leavy’s writing shines in its ability to delve into the emotional intricacies of a relationship, offering readers a glimpse into the characters’ heartfelt explorations of trust, understanding, and mutual support. This novel is an inviting read for those who appreciate a story that reaches the heights of romantic idealism and savors the everyday moments that weave two lives together.”

—Literary Titan, 5-star review

“Leavy’s novels invite you into a world of love and romance like no other. After the Red Carpet is a charming, tender, smart, and thought-provoking story about how to maintain personal autonomy after love and marriage. This gorgeous book is so cozy and satisfying, it’s like being wrapped in a hug. The ending will make you believe in happily ever after. Highly recommend!”

—Jessie Voigts, PhD, founder of Wandering Educators







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

“Patricia Leavy’s The Location Shoot is hard to put down. . . . Leavy is a master storyteller, skillfully weaving together a narrative that keeps us engaged from start to finish. . . . Ultimately, it’s a must-read for anyone looking for a thought-provoking and entertaining exploration of love, relationships, and self-discovery. Highly recommended!”

—Readers’ Favorite, 5-star review

“The narrative’s charm isn’t solely defined by the romantic entanglement of a central couple but also by its well-sketched ensemble cast.”

—Literary Titan, 5-star review

“A tour de force! Much more than a romance, this novel celebrates the romance of life itself. 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







Praise for 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.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“. . . Leavy weaves a lot of excitement, charm, and romance into this concise and highly engrossing novel . . . 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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Chapter 1
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“How’s your son doing in school?” Tess asked the bartender.

“Really well. He especially loves the history course he’s taking.”

A man came in and sat two stools down from Tess. They glanced at each other and smiled in acknowledgment.

“Hey, Jack. The usual?”

Jack nodded. “Please.”

Tess continued chatting with the bartender as he served Jack a bottle of beer. “The humanities are so important. It’s a shame they’re undervalued,” she remarked.

“You’re the expert.”

Just then, a different man sidled up to Tess. “You have the most beautiful brown eyes,” he said in a smarmy tone.

“Do I?” she asked.

“And the way your hair flows all the way down your back to your slim little waist. You know what they say about dirty blondes?”

“I don’t think you should finish that sentence,” Tess cautioned.

“I’ve been watching you. You’re a real knockout. Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.

“No, thank you,” she replied.

“Come on, just one drink. I’m a nice guy.”

“No, thank you,” she repeated, turning away.

The “nice guy” opened his mouth to protest, but Jack stood up with an imposing air. “She said no.”

The man snorted and walked away.

“Thank you,” Tess said, staring straight into Jack’s sea-colored eyes.

“Don’t mention it. I did feel a little sorry for him, though. You are extremely beautiful, and I can’t blame him for taking a shot.”

She smiled and pulled out the stool next to her. “My name is Tess Lee. Please, scooch over. Let me buy your drink.”

He smiled and took the seat next to her. “Jack Miller. But it’s on me. Yours looks nearly empty. What are you having?”

“Sparkling water. I don’t drink. It’s just a personal choice,” she replied.

“Another sparkling water for my new friend,” Jack said to the bartender. “So, Tess, what brings you here by yourself?”

“I was supposed to meet my best friend, Omar, but he had a last-minute emergency. His partner, Clay, was pulled over tonight and it became an incident.”

“What was he pulled over for?” Jack asked.

“Being Black,” Tess replied. “Clay is a surgeon and was on his way home from work. He was pulled over for no reason. The cops ultimately apologized, but he was still shaken up. It’s happened to him before. One time he was on his way to an emergency at the hospital, and he was detained even after he showed his hospital ID—appalling. Anyway, I told Omar to stay home with him. They need time together to process and decompress. Omar’s Middle Eastern and gets it. I was already in a cab on my way here, so I decided to come anyway. I moved to DC from LA six months ago and don’t have that much of a life yet, I suppose. And you?”

“My friends ditched me. We usually get together on Friday nights at a different bar, but they all had to work late. This place is right down the block from my apartment.”

“So, what do you do?” she asked.

“I’m a federal agent with the Bureau—counterterrorism. I joined the military right out of high school, Special Forces. I was in the field, often deep undercover, until about a year ago, when I took a desk job as the head of my division.”

“Wow, you’re like the real-life Jack Bauer. You even look a little like him, with that whole rugged, handsome hero thing you have going on,” she said.

He blushed and ran his hand through his light brown hair. “I promise you I’m no Jack Bauer, even on my best day. People thought that character was so tragic, but the real tragedy is that Jack Bauer doesn’t exist, and you’re stuck with guys like me.”

She smiled. “What made you choose that line of work?”

“My parents raised me and my siblings to value community, to be patriotic. My father was in the military and then became a firefighter. The idea of service always seemed important. I wanted to serve my country, to protect people. It’s hard to explain, but when I see someone innocent being threatened, I’m willing to do whatever is necessary to protect them. I know it sounds cliché, but I feel like it’s my purpose in life.”

“That’s noble,” she remarked.

He shook his head. “The lived reality often isn’t. When you spend most of your life in the abyss, it gets pretty dark.”

“A residue remains, right?” she asked.

He looked at her intently, a little surprised. “Yes, exactly.”

“I understand. You convince yourself it’s all been for something that matters more than you do, that whatever part of yourself you sacrificed was worth it, because it simply has to be.”

He looked at her as if she had read his innermost thoughts. “Yes,” he said softly. “Tell me, what do you do?”

“I’m a novelist.”

“What are your books about?”

“That’s a difficult question to answer. I guess I wanted to write about everything: what it means to live a life, why it’s so hard, and how it could be easier. To walk people through the darkness, in a way. Perhaps my goals were too lofty, and in that respect, each book fails more spectacularly than the one before.”

The bartender smirked.

Tess wistfully said, “Maybe reality can never live up to our dreams.”

They continued talking, completely engrossed with one another. Two hours later, Jack said, “I live nearby. Do you want to come over for a cup of coffee?”

Tess looked him straight in his warm eyes. “I’d love to.”

He threw some money down on the bar to cover both tabs. The bartender said, “Ms. Lee, are you sure you’re all right? I can call you a cab.”

“You’re very kind, but I’m fine. Thank you.”

Jack opened the door and held it for Tess. “Do you know the bartender?”

“Just met him tonight,” she replied.

“Down this way,” Jack said, taking her hand as if it were completely natural. They approached a homeless man on the corner asking for money. Tess walked right up to him, pulled a twenty-dollar bill from her pocket, and handed it to him. She held his hand as she passed the bill, looked in his sunken eyes, and said, “Be well.”

As they walked away, Jack said, “That was really sweet, but you should be more careful.”

“I trust my instincts,” she replied.

When they arrived at Jack’s small apartment, he took her coat. She glanced around and noticed the walls were completely bare. “How long have you lived here?” she asked.

“About nine years,” he replied. “Can I get you some coffee or something else to drink?”

She shook her head slowly and meandered over to his bedroom. He followed and they stood face-to-face, looking deeply into each other’s eyes. He took the back of her head in his hand and started to kiss her, gently and then with increasing passion. She slipped her hands under the hem of his shirt and pulled it off, and they continued kissing. As he leaned back to admire her, she noticed the scars on his muscular body: two on his right shoulder, another on his abdomen, and smaller marks along his upper arms. When he noticed her looking, he turned around to lower the light, revealing the gashes across his back. She lightly brushed her fingers along the deep marks.

“I’m sorry,” he said, turning to face her. “War wounds. A couple of gunshots. Some other stuff from when I was in the Gulf and later doing undercover work. I know it’s gruesome.”

“It’s wonderful,” she whispered.

“What?” he said.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just that I’ve never seen anyone whose outsides match my insides.”

He looked at her sympathetically.

“I was abused when I was little. My grandfather and my uncle. It started when I was eight. No one can see my wounds, but they’re there.”

He stood still, looking into her doe eyes as if time had stopped and she were the only person in the world.

“I’m so sorry. I’ve never shared that with any man I’ve been with in my entire life, and I just met you. That has to be the least sexy thing ever. I’ll leave,” she stammered, trying to move past him.

He took her hand and pulled her back toward him. They stared into each other’s eyes, piercing straight through layers of pain, to the pure soul hidden away, waiting to be discovered. He cupped her delicate heart-shaped face in his hands, gently caressed her cheeks, and leaned forward, resting his forehead against hers. They stood with their foreheads pressed together for a long intimate moment, just breathing. Jack drew back and lightly brushed his lips against hers. She reciprocated and they began kissing again. He slowly untucked her shirt and pulled it over her head as her hair fell in cascades, and then he unhooked her lace bra in one motion. He kissed her mouth, ear, and neck before moving down to her breasts, gently licking her pale pink nipples. She unbuttoned her jeans and he helped her shimmy out of them, slowly peeling off her underwear before removing the rest of his clothes. They ran their hands over each other’s bodies, climbed into bed, and made love with their eyes locked, no words spoken.

Afterward, he held her in his arms, and they exchanged tender kisses. “That was so special,” he whispered. “I know it’s crazy to say this, but I’ve never felt this kind of connection before.”

“Me either,” she whispered in return.

“Spend the day with me tomorrow.”

“Okay,” she replied, and they fell asleep, their limbs entangled.
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The next morning, Tess awoke to find a note on the pillow beside her that read, Went to get breakfast. There’s an extra toothbrush on the bathroom counter. Back soon.

She rummaged around in one of his drawers and pulled out a long-sleeved white shirt. She slipped it on and brushed her teeth, and by the time she was done, Jack had returned.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said, as if they had known each other for years. He pecked her on the cheek and rubbed her shoulder. “You look sexy in this.”

“I hope you don’t mind . . .” she started.

He pressed his mouth to hers. “Of course not. I like seeing you in my clothes.” She smiled and he continued, “I didn’t know what you like, so I got bagels, muffins, and a fruit salad. Do you want coffee?”

“Yes, please. Black.”

He poured two mugs of coffee, and they sat down at the small table. “What kind of food do you like?” he asked.

“For breakfast, I usually have a little oatmeal, sometimes eggs. I’m a vegetarian. I don’t believe in hurting living beings.”

Jack looked down, a hint of shame on his face.

“Innocent beings,” she added.

He smiled. “I guess that’s why you’re so tiny.”

She started picking at the fruit salad. Jack watched her moving it around with her fork, almost like she was counting. He looked at her quizzically.

“I’m weird with food. I don’t eat that much and sort of monitor every bite. It’s kind of a control thing. It’s a lot worse when I’m struggling with something in my life.” She paused, keeping her eyes on her breakfast. “I have problems.”

He reached across the table and put his hand on hers. “That’s okay. We all have problems. They make us human.”

Tess smiled faintly and they gazed at each other, with a look of true understanding and acceptance.

After breakfast they made love and then lay in bed silently for an hour, running their hands along each other’s arms. Jack kissed the beauty mark on her shoulder. Tess skimmed her fingers across the scars on his arms and whispered, “I know you’ve experienced unimaginable pain . . . that you’ve seen the worst of humanity.”

He ran his fingers down her cheek. “I know you have too.”

“Maybe it’s why our connection is so inexplicably strong. Maybe we’re each other’s candle in the dark cave.”

“Maybe we’re each other’s way out of the cave,” he said, and planted a tiny kiss on the tip of her nose.

“Jack, I feel so incredible being like this with you.”

“Me too. I could stay like this forever.”

“I know it doesn’t make sense, but I feel so close to you, so safe with you,” she said.

“Me too.”

They leaned forehead to forehead. She pulled back and sprinkled little kisses on his bicep.

He placed another tiny kiss on the tip of her nose and whispered, “As hard as it is to tear ourselves out of bed, maybe we should take a shower and figure out what to do today.”

“Okay.”

“What do you feel like doing? I’ll take you absolutely anywhere you want to go.”

“How about we just take a stroll around your neighborhood. Then maybe we could find a game or a movie on TV. I don’t need anything fancy. Let’s just spend time together.”

He kissed her forehead and said, “That sounds perfect.”

Later that evening, they enjoyed Chinese takeout straight out of the containers. “This veggie lo mein is delicious,” Tess remarked as she slurped down the long noodles. She clasped another bite with her chopsticks and held it in front of Jack. “Here, try some.”

“That’s so good,” he agreed when he finished chewing. “You’re an expert with those chopsticks.”

“I’ve traveled to Asia quite a bit. You know, Jack, you didn’t have to make the whole order vegetarian. I want you to have whatever you want. I believe in accepting people as they are. I would never try to change you,” Tess said as she skillfully maneuvered a dumpling out of its container.

“That’s sweet. I believe in accepting people too. I confess to being a carnivore, but I’m happy to eat this way for a change. I’m easy.”

She smiled and looked around. “Why is your apartment so empty? You’ve been here for years, and there’s nothing on the walls other than this beige paint—which I’m guessing was here when you moved in.”

“This place has always been a crash pad more than a home. Work has been my life for a long time. Especially when I was out in the field, on undercover operations. Sometimes I wouldn’t be here for months at a time. I took a desk job so I’d have a shot at a personal life. I’ve never really had much of a life of my own. Until maybe now.” He smiled, paused, and added, “Besides, I’m a pretty simple guy. I don’t need much.”

Tess smiled and grabbed the container of tofu in garlic sauce. “This is delicious,” she remarked, and she joyfully took another big, uninhibited bite.

After dinner they made love once more and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Sunday morning, Tess realized she’d missed a dozen calls and text messages from Omar. She called him while Jack was making coffee.

“I promise, I’m fine. I’m sorry I worried you. I met someone. His name is Jack. He’s special . . . Well, if he is holding me hostage, don’t pay the ransom. I want to stay . . . I’ll text you all about it . . . Okay, love you too. Bye.”

“He was worried about you?” Jack asked.

“He’s been looking out for me for a long time. We talk every day, but I guess I was too preoccupied yesterday,” she said, slipping her hands around his waist.

“Sounds like a good friend,” Jack remarked.

“He’s more than that; he’s my family. He moved here a year ago and convinced me to leave LA so we could be in the same city. But enough about him. Right now, I’m only interested in you. Come here,” she said suggestively, walking backward toward his bedroom and motioning with her finger. Just as he was about to touch her, she grabbed a pillow and walloped him.

“Oh, you’re in trouble now,” he teased, darting for a pillow. They tumbled onto the bed, laughing.

They spent the rest of the day lounging around Jack’s apartment, reading the Sunday newspaper, and sharing stories. That night before they went to sleep, Jack brushed the hair from Tess’s face and said, “I don’t want the weekend to end. Do you have to work tomorrow?”

“Well, I do work for myself. Can you take the day off?”

“I once took two weeks off, but other than that, I’ve never taken a single day off in over twenty years. So yeah, I think I’m due for a personal day.”
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The next day, Tess and Jack went for a walk and ended up at a local park, fallen leaves scattered on the ground. They sat on a bench, huddled together in the late autumn chill.

“I love this time of year,” Tess remarked. “Most people prefer the gorgeous, colorful leaves, but I’ve always liked it when they fall, and the trees start to become bare.”

He looked at her adoringly. “Tell me why.”

“I’ve never seen it as death, but rather as a shedding of the past.” He rubbed her arm and she continued, “Most people wait for the trees to bloom again before they admire them. But I think they’re at their most beautiful when they’re bare. Stark, simple, alive . . . shy in a way. It’s like there’s an honesty, a vulnerability. There’s awe-inspiring strength too. They’re persevering, surviving, waiting patiently for the bounty that will come sure as the sun will rise, as if they innately trust that the bitter cold darkness will pass. It’s so beautiful when strength and vulnerability coexist.”

“The way you look at things is so special. It’s already changing how I see. Must come from being a writer.”

She smiled.

“Tell me more about your writing,” he said.

“In a way I create story worlds so I can crawl into them, hide, put my feelings someplace. Sometimes those worlds aren’t so happy. They can be filled with despair and suffering. But I find as I trudge through them, I get to another place, and the characters do too.” She shrugged. “Perhaps readers do too. At least I hope so.”

He leaned forward and gently pressed his lips to hers. “The way you explain your work is beautiful. I’m not good with words.”

“Yes, you are,” she said. “Some people use words sparingly because they know that’s all they need. I admire that. There’s honor to it, and honesty, like the strong bare trees.” He ran his finger down her cheek, and she added, “Besides, sometimes words aren’t necessary at all.” She pecked his lips and they smiled at each other. Suddenly, a little boy in a red jacket ran over and tugged at Tess’s coat sleeve.

“Do you have superpowers?” he asked. “My dad says you do.”

“Excuse me?” she replied.

His father came running over, looking embarrassed. “I’m so sorry if he was bothering you, Ms. Lee.”

“Not at all,” she replied with a gracious smile.

“I’m a librarian. I want to thank you for everything you’ve done,” he said.

“My pleasure,” she replied. “Thank you for what you do.”

The little boy tugged at her sleeve again. “Well? Do you have superpowers?”

His father laughed. Tess looked at the boy and lowered her voice conspiratorially. “I’ll tell you a secret. Everyone has superpowers, they just don’t know it.”

“Even me?” he asked.

“Especially you,” she replied.

Jack smiled.

The man took his son’s hand. “I think we’ve bothered these people enough. Thank you again, Ms. Lee,” he said, leading his son down the path.

Jack looked at Tess. “That was so sweet, what you said to that boy.”

She leaned over and gave him a little smooch.

“What was the deal with his father? It seemed like he knew you.”

“I did some volunteer work for the library a few months ago. It’s something I do from time to time,” she explained.

A few little girls came skipping past them, drawing their attention. Jack suddenly seemed far away. After a moment passed, Tess touched his hand, pulling his gaze back to her.

“It’s
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