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      Life is not black and white.

      It’s vivid.

      It’s colourful.

      It’s beautiful.

      It’s romantic.

      That was at least how I saw life after I found love.

      I didn’t always think like that.

      I grew up a cynical boy from a single-parent household. I worked my ass off to get to where I am today.

      My goal was always to become a screenwriter and director, and one day, own a film studio.

      But the day Kate walked into my life, everything unravelled in the most delicious way.

      Kate changed everything.

      I never thought I’d be so happy to have my face splashed across glossy magazines. I never thought I’d be so happy to have my dreams taken away from me.

      I didn’t care.

      But that’s the funny thing about fate.

      You leave it up to the stars.

      My name is Damian Belle, and this my story.
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      Seven years earlier…

      “I’m sorry, Damian. It’s just not what we’re looking for at the moment.”

      Those rejections were starting to sound like a broken record. I might as well hit record and play them back on a loop.

      The rejections.

      They came in many forms. Email. Phone calls. Even snail mail.

      That’s what you have to get used to it in this industry. It comes with the territory. My idols and my college professor have all said that if you don’t have enough rejections to wallpaper your toilet with, then you’re doing something wrong.

      My forehead hit the small wooden desk in my tiny L.A. apartment with an audible thud.

      I had been out of college for three years now and still hadn’t made it in Hollywood.

      I knew it would be hard, but I’d had stars in my eyes when I first moved here—stars and dreams.

      And yet, nothing had happened.

      I was beginning to rethink everything. Every single dream I’d ever had as a little boy watching movies and dreaming that one day I’d be the one making them, writing them, producing them, directing them. I just wanted to make movies, dammit!

      Why was it so hard?

      I knew it wasn’t my script. I’d seen so much shit that had somehow made its way onto the big screen lately. It made me think, who were they sleeping with? What did they do? What was I doing wrong? What wasn’t I doing? Should I be sleeping with someone to get to where I want to be?

      I didn’t want to be like that, though—another desperate statistic.

      I wanted to make my way to the top with dignity. I wanted to make movies for the love of it, not for the money. I could see that was how Hollywood was heading though, even back then. It was like I had a premonition, a prediction.

      I only hoped I wasn’t correct.

      As soon as I hung up on what was my twentieth rejection this year, I picked up the phone and called the next studio on my list. Someone was bound to like my script.

      Somewhere.

      Sometime.

      I crossed every digit and dialled.
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      My first big break didn’t come from cold calling a list of contacts in a diary. My first big break happened by chance.

      Shortly after finishing my film making degree at college, I got a job as a runner on one of the Hollywood studio backlots. My professor went to college with an Oscar-winning director, so he told me to give his office a call.

      I had been working on the studio lot for about three years at this point, moving amongst different sets, for different productions. A runner was about the lowest position on the film set. It was the first rung on the ladder if you wanted to work in that world.

      One day, after a particularly stressful morning of nothing going right, the director of the film called me to his office. Well, one of his assistants did, anyway.

      I thought this was it. The director had lost it. I had done something wrong, and I was being fired.

      I strolled up to the office door in my scuffed sneakers and hole-filled clothes, my well-worn Lakers cap in my hands. I bent the rim back and forth, scrunched the soft fabric in my hands, then placed it back on my head and then removed it again. Rinse and repeat. It was a nervous thing I did—a habit. I raised my fist to knock on the blue door of the director’s office, and it opened before my knuckles had a chance to hit the wood.

      “Oh, hi. Can I help you?” said one of the assistants, a pretty young woman.

      “Yes, hi. Um, I’m Damian,” I began, taking off my hat and smoothing out my hair. “I’m here to see Mr Goldenberg. He, um… asked me to come to his office?”

      “Sure,” she replied in a nonplussed, monotoned voice. Geez. It was like someone had spat in her coffee or something. “And you are?”

      Was she serious? “Um, I’m Damian. I…”

      “I mean your job. What do you do?”

      “Oh. I’m a runner. I’m not really sure why Mr Goldenberg wants to see me, a lowly runner,” I joked, laughing nervously. I was rambling. That was another thing I did when I was nervous. Shut up now, Damian.

      The woman looked down at her phone, scrolled down the screen, and then turned to walk away.

      “Okay. Take a seat, please. Mr Goldenberg will be ready shortly.”

      “Okay. Thank you.” I followed the woman inside and found an office with grey fabric chairs and white walls papered with posters of all Mr Goldenberg’s films.

      Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait long before a door down the corridor opened, and the distinct sound of leather shoes on a wooden floor could be heard. I stopped my leg from doing its nervous shaking (another nervous twitch), and I looked up as Mr Goldenberg rounded the corner, followed closely by another young woman, dressed similarly to the previous woman, and wearing a skirt and blouse while holding a clipboard and phone.

      “Damian, it’s good to see you. Thank you for coming.”

      “Thank you. It’s a privilege, Mr Goldenberg.” I stood and made my way over to him offering my hand. He smiled as he took it. Right away, I felt the nerves and stress leave my body. I instantly felt at ease around him, and I didn’t know why. I felt positive vibes. I was already feeling hopeful. But maybe he was slowly raising my hopes, buttering me up so he could kill me quickly and painlessly.

      “Please follow me, Damian.”

      I nodded and followed My Goldenberg to his office. When we were inside, his assistants went about pouring water and placing glasses on the large oak desk in the centre.

      “Please, take a seat, Damian. Do you want tea or coffee? Or perhaps something stronger? Do you drink scotch?”

      He gestured toward a crystal decanter set on a mirrored table in the corner of the room filled with amber liquid. He was offering me scotch? Probably really expensive scotch.

      “Sure. Scotch would be good. But whatever you’re having.”

      “It’s been a long day,” he said with a sigh. I could hear the stress in his voice. He walked over to the side table and poured two short glasses with scotch out of the crystal decanter.

      “I like my scotch neat, but do you prefer ice in yours?”

      “No. Neat is good. Thank you.”

      “Good man. My father once said, a man who drinks his scotch neat has a strong heart and an equally strong mind. Do you have a strong heart and mind, Damian?”

      “I… I’d like to think so.”

      “Good.” He set one of the glasses in front of me, then adjusted his suit jacket and took a seat in an antique leather wing-backed chair which squeaked under his weight. He wasn’t overweight but wasn’t a small man either. He had an authoritarian presence that demanded attention whenever he was in a room. He was the epitome of an Alpha male executive type.

      “So, Damian, you may be wondering why I’ve called you to my office today.”

      “Yes, I was actually.” I took a sip of the scotch. It burned going down my throat, but then filled my body with warmth. I needed to be a bit buzzed if he was going to kill me softly.

      “Well, it just so happens I came across one of your screen tests from college. I read the script. It’s really good. I can see why it won the awards it did and got the marks. You deserved it.”

      My heart started to beat hard against my rib cage. “Really? Wow. Thank you. That means a lot, sir.”

      I was lost for words. I knew my work was available online for those in the know—other college students and professors in the film studies and creative arts degrees. I also had an IMDB profile. But I was certain Peter Goldenberg, three-time Oscar and Golden Globe-winning director wouldn’t have found my work on a college website.

      “May I ask how you found my work?”

      “Oh, I am on the board at UCLA. It’s my old school. Plus, I am friends with your professor, Melissa Everett. She sends me scripts from time to time. She sent me yours and thought I might like it. She was right. Anyway, back to the purpose of this meeting. Now and then, I choose college graduates to work with as a kind of mentorship. We write scripts and produce short films together, and then we submit them to various film festivals around the world. I like your writing style, Damian, and I think we would be a good match. What do you say?”

      “What?” I blurted. I didn’t know what to say.

      Mr Goldenberg smiled politely. “Would you like to work together?”

      And that was the moment my life changed. That was the moment I got my first big break.

      Of course, the road to fame and fortune was treacherous with many obstacles along the way, but I was getting there.
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