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Love on Location

Blurb:

When Theo Samuels heads off to film on location in the
village of Stoneydale, he’s expecting drama to take place on
camera, not off. But when he meets gorgeous local lad, Eddie
Henderson, he
struggles to ignore his attraction. A relationship between the two
of them would be utterly impractical, yet they’re drawn together
nonetheless. Can they overcome the seemingly endless hurdles
between them? Or is their fling destined to remain as just
that?

 



 Chapter
One

Theodore Albert Samuels strode through Stoneydale Hall,
barely giving the opulent furnishings, the priceless art or the
stunning architecture a second glance. It belonged to him, after
all. It was all his, his birthright, his inheritance.

He stopped suddenly. “Damn,” he muttered under his breath,
hoping none of the film crew were taking any notice of him. Looking
over, it appeared they were still absorbed in figuring out
lighting, props and where the actors should stand to get the best
shots. Good—he wasn’t due to have a camera pointed at him for
another two days; plenty of time to get his head around his role.
And it was imperative he did—it was his biggest and highest profile
part to date. If he got this right, it could truly launch
his career.
Maybe even into Oscar-winning territory.

Taking several deep breaths, he pulled himself up to his
full height of 6ft 4” and adopted a haughty, disinterested
manner—channelling Mr Darcy, perhaps? Either the one from
Pride and
Prejudice or Bridget Jones’ Diary would do.

I am William Arthur Stoneydale. And this property is mine.

They’d pretty much been given the run of the house—the real
owners having gone to the south of France for the summer—so Theo
continued marching around, upstairs and down,
pulling in
everything he could from his surroundings to make him truly feel
like lord of the manor.

Sighing, he ran a hand through his mop of black curls and
headed out into the gardens. They were beautiful; all manicured
lawns, parterres, rose gardens, arches and perfectly placed shrubs.
Despite the perfection, Theo felt more comfortable here—probably
because he’d always been an outdoorsy sort, ever since he was a
child. Only the strict yet loving influences of his parents had
coaxed him inside to do his homework, study for his exams and eventually
land himself a place at The Royal Academy of Dramatic Art, better
known as RADA.

The latter had
been completely his choice—his mother and father had only wanted
him to work hard and do his best. His career options had not been
chosen by them, only supported.

Slumping onto
a bench, Theo reminded himself of his parents’ wholehearted support
and belief. That, and the fact he’d graduated from RADA with a
first. Following that, he’d gone from strength to strength.

“Come on, Theo,” he muttered to himself. “You can do this. It’s
just another role. A role you can play. Can be.”

His solo pep
talk was interrupted by the sound of footsteps crunching on gravel.
Then, from behind a line of expertly done topiary appeared a young
man, perhaps a few years Theo’s junior.

“Oh,” the other man said, slowing as he spotted Theo,
“sorry. Didn’t know anyone would be out here. You’re not filming,
are you?” He looked around for cameras. “I was told it wouldn’t be
for a few days, give me time to finish—”

Theo cut him
off. “Relax, mate, there’s no filming today. Not anywhere. The crew
are still setting things up.”

The other man
heaved a sigh of relief. “Oh, that’s all right then. Gave me a
fright, that did. I need to make sure everything’s spot on in the
gardens before they get rolling. So, what’s the star of the show
doing out here by himself, anyway?”

Theo gave a
wry grin. “Oh, I don’t know about star.”

The man made a scoffing sound. Then, “That’s not what I’ve
heard. I’m Eddie, by the way. Eddie Henderson.”

Theo took the
hand that was offered, and shook it. “Theodore Samuels. Theo. Nice
to meet you.”

“You too. So, you never answered my question. Everything all
right?”

“Yeah, I suppose,” Theo said with a shrug. “Just nerves, I
think. I’m struggling to get into the right mindset for this
character. But I’ve got a couple of days—so I won’t panic just yet.
Actually,” he paused as a bright idea illuminated his brain, “could
I ask you something?”

Eddie took a seat beside Theo on the bench, and it was
only when
they were up close and personal that he realised just how handsome
the younger man was. He had a lightly-muscled build, ginger hair, a
riot of freckles on his face and forearms, blue-green eyes and a
slight gap between his two front teeth. Cute and sexy all at
once. Christ, he’s going to be trouble.

“Yeah, go for it,” Eddie said. “How can I help?”

“Well, I’m guessing you live pretty locally?”

“Local as it gets. I was born and bred in the village.
Why?”

“I’m wondering if it’ll help me if I explore the
area a little more,
find out what’s beyond this house and the estate. Check out the
village, maybe the surrounding countryside. Can you point me in the
right direction, perhaps let me know about any special areas of
interest, any landmarks? Just anything that’ll give me a real sense
of place, as though I’ve lived here all my life and know the area
like the back of my hand.” He huffed out a breath. “Sorry, I was
waffling a little there.”

Eddie smiled, deep dimples in his cheeks adding to his
cute-and-sexiness. “I can do better than that. Want some
company?”

“Um, yeah, that would be great! But only if you can spare the
time?”

Shrugging, Eddie replied, “I’m only part-time here. A few
hours a week. Granted, I’ve got a few more hours over the course of
filming, but if we can work around both our schedules, then I’d be
glad to show you around and do all the other stuff you said.” He
smiled again, and rubbed a hand across his head, making his already
wild hair stand on end. “Tell you what, this programme of yours
is giving my
bank balance a nice boost.”

Mirroring Eddie’s grin, Theo said, “It’s not
my
programme, but I’m
glad. I guess it’s difficult to pick up full-time work when you’re
somewhere so remote, isn’t it? Don’t you have your own
transport?”

“Those are two questions with complex answers. Tell you what,
why don’t you let me get packed up and we can head out for a while?
I take it you’re free for a few hours?”

“Yes, but are you sure? I don’t want you to get into
trouble.”

“I won’t. Bosses aren’t here, remember. Long as everything’s
ship-shape for filming, I’m good. Also, do you, um, have any normal
clothes? I can’t really take you out traipsing in the countryside
dressed like that.”

Theo glanced down at his outfit and grimaced. “Yeah, you
have a very good point there. Not to mention the costume department
will have my guts for garters if I get this stuff dirty or damaged.
They won’t even let the clothes off the property—so I’ll go and get
changed while you’re packing up and meet you out front. I was only
wearing the
gear to try and get into character. How long do you think you’ll
be?”

“Maybe fifteen minutes?”

“Okay, great. See you then.”

“Looking forward to it.”


 Chapter
Two

By the time
Theo had handed his outfit back to the wardrobe department, and in
the process ended up fielding a bunch of questions from some of the
female staff, more than fifteen minutes had passed.

Scurrying out
of the hall’s front door and pulling it carefully shut, he hoped
that Eddie hadn’t gotten sick of waiting and left.

He soon discovered that wasn’t the case. Eddie was still in his
jeans, T-shirt and sturdy boots, as Theo had expected, but what he
hadn’t expected was that he wasn’t alone. A chocolate Labrador sat
at his feet, nudging him for attention.

Theo watched
as Eddie gave in to the dog’s demands, reaching down and scratching
the canine behind the ears, resulting in a dopey grin on both their
faces.

He couldn’t help but grin, too, as he witnessed the bond
between dog and owner, which gave him a warm feeling inside. There
was also a spot of jealousy. As a child, he’d always wanted a dog, but
his parents had refused, neither of them being dog people. And,
although they never said as much, they probably didn’t want fur,
slobber and mucky paws in their lovely home. Now, well into
adulthood, he could do whatever the hell he liked—including getting
ten dogs, if he chose to—but he wouldn’t get a dog. He was away
from home so often that it would be impossible, not to mention
unfair, to have a pet.

Remembering he was already late, he pushed
his wistful
thoughts away and headed towards where Eddie leaned on the mighty
stone gate post, and his dog leaned on him.

“Hello again,” Theo said as he approached. “Sorry I took so
long. Some of the wardrobe girls cornered me and subjected me to
what felt like the Spanish Inquisition.”

Eddie laughed, the action lighting up his face and sending
Theo’s mind down a path that was way beyond thinking the gardener
was cute and sexy. Gorgeous, maybe. No...more like irresistible.
And, most importantly, he told himself firmly, unattainable.

“No worries,” the younger man said. “I guess they were pumping
Britain’s hottest new talent for gossip, were they? What’s next for
you? More TV, Hollywood? And, most importantly, are you single, or
does some lucky woman hold the key to your heart?” His tone was
mocking, but not spitefully so, and yet Theo still felt a jolt when
he absorbed the last sentence.

Lucky woman? That hadn’t been part of the questioning, but no doubt the
girls had been working up to it. It was just as well he’d made his
escape in time. He’d had enough of the lies—or at the very least,
omissions—and it was only going to get more difficult as his career
progressed, and his public profile increased.

What the hell happened to a modern world, free speech,
getting rid of oppression? His agent, that’s what. She’d all but
commanded him to keep quiet about his sexuality, saying that it
would have an adverse effect on his career. He was at such a
precarious stage in said career that he didn’t feel he was in a
position to
argue.

“Hey,” Eddie gently touched his arm, yanking him back to the
present, “did I say something wrong? I was only messing around, I
didn’t mean anything by it.”
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