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CHAPTER ONE
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THE NEW YOU

My real name is Annabelle Thompson. Ann Weston is my new name since becoming an actress. I’m standing at the counter of a busy little diner in the heart of Los Angeles, California, deep in thought. I can’t believe I’m only twenty years old and breaking into the industry. It’s Friday, October 10th, 1947. World War II ended two years ago. The movie business took a turn for the worse while the war was going on. It just hasn’t been the same. I’m hoping my film can make a difference. 

I can’t believe a southern girl from Eatonton, Georgia is now an actress in Hollywood. I’m doing a dance inside, I’m so thrilled. I’m tickled at how everything is moving so darn fast. First I was working at my daddy’s store, then I was a soda pop model, and now I’m a Hollywood actress. I wondered about my new movie role and how I would be as an actress. Am I movie star material? I mean I have clear porcelain skin, high cheek bones, grey oval shaped eyes, long black hair, and a 5’7 slender frame which I guess makes me ideal for most movie roles.

“Lady what can I get ya?” The waitress asked while popping her gum. 

“A cup of coffee and a slice of apple pie,” I said taking a seat at the counter.

I wondered what my costar would be like. Is he new like me or has he been in movies for a while? 

**P**

I arrived at the huge film lot an hour later that was bustling with people. There were lots of people pushing props across the lot to different sets. I’m excited to get started. My parents weren’t pleased about me leaving home to come to California. This move is big in this bold new world I’m embarking on. My father wanted me to settle down, get married, become a nice wholesome wife and, have lots of kids. Heck, I want to fall in love one day but I also want my name up in lights. 

I entered the Monte Carlos film office to get started on my new job.

“Hello my name is Ann Weston and I’m here-, “

“Oh my! You are prettier in person,” gleamed the secretary. 

“Mr. Robertson is expecting you,” she said walking me to his office.

She knocked on the door before entering.

“Come in,” announced Mr. Robertson. 

“Sir. Ms. Weston is here to see you,” the secretary stated.

I walked towards Mr. Robertson.

“Hello Ms. Weston.”

“Hello Mr. Robertson.”

“Have a seat, please,” he said.

“We are excited you are here. I hope you are ready to get started,” said Mr. Robertson. 

“Yes sir. I’m a little nervous but ready!” I admitted.

“Nerves are a good thing. You are a natural kid. I just know it!” he exclaimed. 

“I will have John our stagehand, walk you down to film lot ten,” he stated.

“Knock’em dead kid!” he stated with a smile.

I smiled then walked out to the secretary’s desk.

“Ms.,” I started.

“My name is Sharon Lassiter,” said the secretary. “I understand you’re from Georgia.”

“Yes, I am,” I stated.

“How do you like it here so far?” Sharon asked.

“I don’t know I haven’t been here that long,” I replied.

“I would be happy to show you around,” she said,

“That would be wonderful!” I smiled.

“I’ll drop by the set when I get off at 5 p.m.,” she said.

“Alright,” I stated.

A young man entered the building.

“Hello John. Please take Ms. Weston to film lot ten,” she directed.

“Yes Ma’am,” said John.

“I’ll see you later Sharon!” I stated.

“Ok. Goodbye, Ann.”

“You are going to love it here Ms. Weston!” confirmed John.

“I hope so John. Thank you!”

I’m so excited I didn’t even notice a monstrous piece of equipment being rolled through the lot almost falling on me. All I could do was throw my hands up in front of me as if that was going to stop me from being clobbered. A gentleman stepped in front of me pushing the huge rolling light to the ground. 

I almost jumped out of my skin. I held my hand over my heart desperately trying to catch my breath. The young man who saved my life turned to me.

“Miss are you alright?”

I was speechless. This man was absolutely gorgeous. He reached for my hand turning it up towards his lips leaving his warm soft kiss on the back of my hand.

“Thank you! However, can I repay you for saving my life?” I asked.

“Just be a little more mindful when walking around the lot,” he said tipping his hat and winking his eye.

“Of course, thank you,” I snickered.

The stranger quickly walked off.

“Are you ok Ms. Weston?” asked John.

“Yes John.”

We continued to walk toward our destination. I couldn’t help to think how handsome the stranger was and how I would love to sit down with him over dinner. He’s at least 6’0’ tall, short light brown hair, beautiful blue eyes as blue as the blue sea, a strong stature, and perfect lips. His lips were unimaginably kissable.

John was talking to me but I didn’t hear a word he was saying. I couldn’t get my mind off the stranger.

“Well here we are Ms. Weston. If you walk straight down the hall, you’ll walk right into the hair and makeup room.”

“Oh thank you, John.”

“Excuse me. I’m here for hair and makeup,” I said standing in the door way. 

“Ms. Weston! I’m happy you’re here! Have a seat. My name is Virginia. I will be doing your hair and makeup.”

“Nice to make your acquaintance,” I stated.

I sat in the chair getting prepped for rehearsal when a man walked over to me.

“Ms. Weston. Here is your script. We rehearse in fifteen minutes,” he stated.

“Thank you-?”

“Edgar,” he said.

“Thank you, Edgar.”

Virginia did an amazing job on my hair and makeup. I’m off to rehearsal. I think I followed the script pretty well. 

Edgar walked me onto the set. 

“Hello Ms. Weston. My name is Bert; I am the director. Nice to meet you,” he said never leaving the director’s chair.

“Hello!”

“Ok Doll, are you ready?” asked Bert.

“Yes!”

I stood on my mark as instructed. 

“Alright son come stand on your mark,” said Bert.

“Yes sir.”

I recognized the voice then looked up from my script to see who’s standing before me. 

“Well hello, little lady. Looks like we will be working together,” he said taking my hand into his kissing it for the second time today.

“Hello, my name is Ann Weston.”

“My name is Jack Hamilton.”

“Very nice to meet you Jack.”

“Now that we have all of the formalities out of the way, let’s get started,” said Bert.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​CHAPTER TWO
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JACK

When the woman turned around to face me I couldn’t believe it was the same woman I had saved earlier today.

Man was she a vision of beauty. I want to feast on her lips for days never letting her up for air. She recited her lines first. Out flows beautiful words from her lips. I recited my lines next. How will I get through months of filming with such a beauty?

“Cut!” yelled Bert.

“It’s lunch time. I want you back on the set in one hour,” he said.

I couldn’t believe it was time for lunch already. After I retrieved my lunch I looked around the set for Ann. I spotted her sitting alone I must join her, I thought.

“Hello Ms. Weston. May I sit with you?” I asked.

“Why yes of course! But call me Ann please.”

“Ann, where are you from?” I asked.

I knew she couldn’t be from California with that beautiful country accent.

“I’m from Eatonton, GA.”

“Really! I’m not from here either I’m from Franklin, Tennessee,” I stated.

We talked a bit about our home towns and instantly I felt like I’ve known her forever. In due time our chemistry could become magnetic. I watched her lips as she took a bite of her potato salad wishing my tongue could replace the fork between her ruby red lips.

“Alright back to work people!” Bert yelled.

We returned to the set and continued rehearsing our lines. The objective of the day was to see how well we interacted with one another. We only had to repeat a few scenes.

“Alright people that’s a wrap!” Bert yelled walking towards us.

“You two did well today. It’s hard to believe this is your first time acting. Great job you two see you both tomorrow,” stated Bert.

“Thank you Bert,” I said.

“See you tomorrow!” we said in unison.

I returned my gaze to her beautiful eyes. “Ann it was a great first day,” I smiled.

“I was thinking maybe we could take in the sites together sometimes. I have been here for two years. I’ve learned my way around town quite well,” I stated.

“I’d like that! I will see you tomorrow,” she stated.

“Goodbye, Ann.”

I left the studio then got into my awaiting car.

“Good afternoon Sir. Mrs. Smitherson sends her regards she wanted to be here for you on your first day, but she had to go out with her mother,” he stated looking at me through the rearview mirror.

“Very well Charles.”

“Where to sir?”

I noticed Ann exiting the building.

“Just a moment.”

I stepped out the car.

“Ann,” I called out.

She smiled, waved then looked both ways before walking towards me.

“Would you like a lift. Where can I take you?” I asked.

“It’s alright. I can take the bus.”

Sharon joined us.

“Hello Jack,” said Sharon.

“Good seeing you again Sharon,” I affirmed.

“Are you ready?” she asked Ann.

Ann smiled at Sharon then looked back at me.

“Jack has offered to take me sight-seeing. I guess today is good as any,” she said returning her gaze to Sharon.

“Can we go out another time?” she asked her.

“Why sure. I will see you tomorrow. Bye Ann and Jack,” stated Sharon.

I helped Ann into the car. My heart was beating a hundred miles a minute. What is it about her that does this to me? She is so sweet and beautiful.

I got in and closed the car door behind me. I quickly introduced Ann as my costar on the new movie.

“So nice to meet you madam,” greeted Charles.

“Ann would you like to grab a milk shake from one of the best diners in Los Angeles?” I asked.

“Sure!” she smiled.

“Charles take us to the diner I like on Sunset Blvd.,” I directed.

“Yes sir.”

I turned my attention back to Ann. “So Ann Weston, what do you like to do for fun?”

“My name isn’t really Ann Weston. My real name is Annabelle Thompson. I thought Ann Weston had more of a Hollywood ring to it!”

“It sure does. My full name is Jack Smitherson. I thought the last name Hamilton would sound better.”

“I admit it does have a smooth Hollywood lover boy ring,” she blushed.

“You were going to tell me what you like to do in your spare time,” I noted.

“After I would close up my family’s general store for the day. I would climb to the top of the water tower and watch the stars. I would dream of my life outside of my small town. Anywhere was fine. I just wanted to explore something new,” she gleamed.

I was so fixated on her I didn’t even realize we arrived at the diner until Charles opened the door for Ann.

“Thank you,” Ann said to Charles as she exited the car.

“Sir I will sit across the street, two doors down, and wait. Is that alright?” asked Charles.

“That will be fine,” I confirmed.

**P**

I watched her drink her strawberry shake while I took a bite of my hamburger.

I couldn’t stop starring at her beautiful smile. I wanted to keep telling my corny jokes to keep that smile on her face.

“Tell me about your family life back home!” I insisted.

“I was raised on a large farm. We sold eggs to most of the people in town. That is how we made our living. What brought you here?” she asked with a smile.

“I wanted to be famous. See my name up in lights,” I said placing my hands in the air to gesture. “I wanted to escape my small town of Franklin!” I said excitedly.

“So your driver is just going to sit out there and wait for us?” she joked.

I smiled,” Yes.”

“Why did you take your wedding ring off?” she asked.

I noticed the smile left her beautiful lips. I’m stunned she noticed. I’m sure I turned white as a ghost.

“I took it off because I didn’t want my marriage to be the topic of conversation. Nevertheless, I should have brought that up,” I admitted.

There was now an awkward silence between us.

“What’s so wrong with being married that you didn’t tell me?” she asked.

“Ann my marriage is far from perfect. However, I could tell I have this unbelievable connection with you and I selfishly wanted to get to know you. If I would have told you I was married I didn’t think you would let me take you sightseeing. Besides maybe I’m a little home sick and I wanted to talk to someone tonight who understands what it’s like being from a small town now living in a big city,” I said trying to laugh it off.

“Let’s toast to being great costars and friends!” I said raising my glass to meet hers.

She smiled then we clinked our glasses together in a toast.

“So she’s not going to be upset that you didn’t come straight home from work?” she asked.

I smiled awkwardly, “When I tell you this, I’m just telling you because I want someone to confide in. Don’t feel sorry for me just bend an ear.”

“Of course,” she affirmed.

“I met Audrey right after moving here. I was working as a waiter in a popular club across town. She was out with her friends and she made conversation with me.

She said what’s such a looker like you working in a place like this? You should be a model! I smiled, we began talking every day after our first encounter. We would go on long afternoon walks. She began taking me to a tailor to get fitted for suits. Next thing I know I asked her to marry me. I mean she is beautiful and I thought she was the sweetest thing looking out for me like she did. However, once we got married things changed. She started to talk down to me and not just in private, in front of others, telling me I came from nothing and that I would never have anything without her. I became distant. Instead of sleeping in our bedroom I would sleep in one of the many guest rooms down the hall in her parent’s huge mansion. She tried to save our marriage by having her father talk to the studio producers at Monte Carlo. Next thing you know I had a movie role in a major film. I tried to focus on the things that attracted me to her but it seems like maybe it was just and act. Nevertheless, I have to live with it right? A young man only twenty-two, stuck with a shroud of a wife for the rest of his life.
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ANN

I don’t know what I was thinking when I reached across the table to swipe the thick curl from his forehead. I quickly pulled my hand back looking down at my shake. I don’t know I guess I just feel sorry for him. But what if it’s not true? He looked at me with sadness behind his eyes but I also sensed the attraction he had towards me. I could tell he wanted more than just to be my friend.

He quickly stood to his feet pulling a money clip from his pocket, throwing a couple of bills on the table.

“Let’s get out of here. I would like to show you a place that might be perfect for you to star gaze,” he said giving me the most handsome smile with a gorgeous flicker in his blue eyes.

Charles held the door open for us as we got in the car. Jack took me to Griffith Observatory. My mouth instantly dropped open as we pulled in front of the building. The sky turned dark; perfect for stargazing.

“Jack this is so amazing! This is perfect,” I said when we reached the roof.

Before I knew it I was giving him a warm hug. I almost collapsed in his arms from inhaling his strong fragrant woodsy cologne. I didn’t want to break away but I pleaded with myself on the inside to do so. When I started to pull away he held me in his arms gazing into my eyes. I stared into his gorgeous blue eyes as my grey ones looked deep into his soul. He brushed the back of his hand against my cheek, he placed his slightly opened mouth upon my lips. We kissed as if no one existed on earth. He held my face in his hands, pushed his tongue past my lips into my mouth forcing our tongues to dance together. It was unlike any kiss I ever experienced before in my lifetime. When we came up for air we realized there were people around us. He grabbed my hand, then pulled me over to the telescope. I looked through the lens and turned the telescope ring giving me a clear picture of the stars. The view of the sky was better than in my dreams. Later we arrived at my apartment. Jack started to get out of the car.

“You don’t have to walk me to my door. Thank you for a wonderful time, costar,” I said with a wink with my hand extended, waiting for him to shake my hand.

“You’re welcome Ms. Weston,” he replied shaking my hand with a smirk across his handsome face.

**P**

In the weeks to come, our chemistry only became more apparent to us. We wondered did everyone else notice. I wondered if it was plain old luck how we fit together so perfectly on the big screen. A couple of nights a week he takes me to a different part of town. Jack said he wants to make sure I learn the Los Angeles area.

Jack and I go to lunch everyday together. We always do something different. Today I brought our lunch so we could have a picnic in the park. Jack opened the blanket laying it across the grass. I sat the picnic basket on the blanket and started removing its contents. We ate our sandwiches and drank our glasses of wine. The conversation was easy between us. We mainly talked about back home. I was constantly laughing at all his crazy stories. I knew he would get a kick out the story I was about to tell him. 

“My brother Heath and me had a plan to steal our Daddy’s car. Our plan was full proof. Let me tell the truth. My brother’s plan was full proof. He was going to sneak out of the house and I blackmailed him into taking me with him. We waited until our parents were sleep. My brother told me to get behind the wheel of the car, put the car in neutral so he could push the car up the road a bit. My brother jumped into the car telling me to drive. We traveled to a juke joint to dance and drink the night away. When I opened the door to exit the club the sun was coming up. 

“Shit!” my brother yelled then threw a fit kicking up dirt in front of the Juke Joint. 

“The plan was to get home by 3 a.m. but we mucked that up. I laugh thinking back on that moment. It’s funny now but wasn’t funny at the time,” I chuckled. 

“My brother drove us home; I mean he was high tailing it down the dirt roads. All you could see was clouds of dust behind us. We pulled up in front of the house only to see Daddy sitting in his rocking chair on the porch waiting for us. Needless to say we were grounded for an entire school semester. All I could do was work in the store, do my homework, and go straight home when I was done. I was fifteen and my brother was seventeen. My brother was mad at me because he just knew if he would have left alone that night he wouldn’t have gotten caught. He was miserable too. He had to tend to the chickens and round up the cattle,” I said with laughter. 

“Annabelle, sounds like you two stayed in trouble,” he laughed.

“Yeah we did. Jack what about you?”

“Hell we weren’t any better,” he said pushing up his newsboys cap on his head.

“My sister Helen was fourteen, my brother Tim was fifteen, and I was eighteen at the time. Helen was planning to meet this boy named Jonathan she was sweet on at the town fair. She and I argued the whole way there. I told her she was too young to be thinking about boys and either she told him to get loss or I was!

Helen told me I never let her do anything! I got soft just a bit and told her just one dance and that was it. Once we arrived I could barely focus on anything else. I watched her like a hawk. I was talking to a girl when I noticed that little bugger tried to kiss my sister. Well, that was the last straw! I swiftly walked over to them on the dance floor pulled him by his collar behind a bale of hay. ‘I said, “You listen here. I don’t know if you think my sister is going to give up the goods to you because she’s not! I want you to never look at my sister again,” I screamed in his face as I held him by the front of his shirt. 
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