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      Historical fantasy captured both of our hearts from the very beginning. This particular blend of genres lends itself to creating a world that is both familiar and fantastical in all the best ways.

      

      When we decided to dive into this passion project, we knew we wanted to highlight Sarah’s love for classic movies and all things old Hollywood: the fashion, the accents, the immaculate vibes. Shannon’s knack for historical research and a shared love of live stage performances helped us turn Sarah’s dream into a reality. But one key element was left to figure out — our magic system.

      

      In our version of Golden Age Hollywood, we wanted to capture magic as something intrinsically human. Just as all people are capable of nurturing various strengths and talents, here too they have something magical about them that can grow and develop over time. The characters in this series are fortunate enough to have found silver screen success with their magical aptitudes. Throughout each story, you’ll see how magic shapes each of them in a unique and deeply personal way, much the same as writing has shaped both of us.

      

      With this in mind, we hope that you’ll allow yourself to appreciate the gentle yet essential nature of the magic system we’ve created. And as you read along, remember that there’s something magical within you waiting to be nurtured, too.

      

      In addition, we’ve taken some creative liberties with the harsh realities of our historical setting. While some key elements of the time period have been carefully acknowledged, others have been modified to support a more accepting and queernormative world.

      

      Our Hollywood stars have not faced toxic body shaming or been forced to follow extreme diets to look a certain way. None have had to hide their queer identities. They have not been swept into a merciless battle with addictive substances until they were beyond help. They’ve not been mistreated by the system that skyrocketed them to fame, only to be dumped the moment they’re not needed or wanted. Instead, we wanted to honor our beloved bygone creatives with a world they deserved all along.
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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Jesse

          

        

      

    

    
      Delivering mail for the U.S. Postal Service was the best job Jesse Morgan ever had. It wasn’t the most fun; that’d been delivering drugs for Greene’s Pharmacy in 1928, a year before the market crashed and everything went sideways. He’d started as a paperboy and steadily worked his way up, delivering packages after he relocated closer to the city and eventually landing a full-time position as a letter carrier, eagle badge and all. It was thankless work most days, but then, what job wasn’t? He knew he was lucky just to have one.

      With one hand on the worn handlebar of his bicycle and the other on his thigh, Jesse snaked his way through the midday foot traffic with care. On the opposite side of the street, a line of people wrapped around the block. Some were carrying on conversations in clusters of two or three, repurposing the morning papers they’d likely pulled from the trash and fanning themselves in the shade. Others stood with stony expressions as they waited to make it out of the humidity and into the community kitchen to collect their daily allowance of bread and soup.

      Jesse had been passing this line every day since he’d been assigned his new route the previous summer. Some days it was shorter than others, but there was no denying that it had grown significantly in the last year. And while it was easier to stomach seeing the more feeble of the crowd a little damp in the Georgia heat rather than shivering underneath their ill-fitting coats in winter, their faces and hands were still just as dirty.

      It was a stark contrast to his postal uniform. From his bell crown cap all the way down to his neat wool trousers, everything was the same shade of nickel gray—save for the black tie tucked into his lightweight coat and his black shoes—and perfectly clean. This often meant scrambling to ready himself for the next morning after a day of heavy rain. Dirty shoes and trouser cuffs splattered with mud were unacceptable, and he could only afford one pair of each.

      Jesse trilled his bell twice to alert a woman holding the hands of two small children that he was passing them on the left. He knew to steer wide around the doorways of businesses that would be lunchtime busy, including the corner market sporting a handwritten sign in the window advertising a special deal on grapefruits. After kicking his foot out to pause at the crosswalk and adjusting the padded leather satchel strap on his shoulder, he glanced both ways and proceeded across the street, pedaling faster to go around another small group of wayfaring pedestrians.

      The boost of energy sparked a familiar warmth within him. It started as a tingling in his toes, barely there at first. As he continued pumping his legs, the sensation quickly swept through him in a wash of sultry comfort that rivaled the sticky heat of the day. A private smile quirked at the corner of his lips.

      He really did love his job. In truth, he’d been doing this so long that he was almost more comfortable with pedaling than walking. It was so easy. The thrill of riding a bicycle was nothing compared to what he felt when he was dancing, but what other career could he possibly have found himself in that allowed him to embrace his magic so freely?

      A sharp right brought him onto a much quieter side street. He gripped the handlebar with both hands now and leaned into his effort, a painless burn tickling inside his shoes. His satchel flapped against his hip, much lighter now that he’d made all of his deliveries for the day. The only thing inside was the letter that Maxine Hall at 402 Forsyth Street had handed to him earlier. It smelled like her perfume and was stamped with a fresh red lipstick kiss that he’d accidentally smudged with his thumb. He was starting to think she was stuck on him.

      Jesse skidded around another corner and burst onto the best part of his daily route. It was a residential area lined with brick row houses that were all nearly identical, save for one difference that he was counting on. He worked against a slight incline to maintain speed as he passed by 1011 Pine. His heart skipped when he heard the first bark. Without looking back, he heard claws against the pavement as the patchy brown mongrel ripped out of the narrow alley next to the house and chased after him, gaining fast.

      “You’re not going to beat me today, pal!” Jesse shouted over his shoulder, up on his feet now as his bicycle rocked side to side underneath him. More sharp barks were the only answer as they raced toward the massive cherrybark oak tree at the end of the street. It had become their finish line for two reasons, the first being that Jesse didn’t want to tease the poor mutt away from home entirely, and the second being that it was as far as he could go without being completely out of breath.

      In a flash of fur, the dog bolted past him and, adding insult to injury, had time to prance a full circle around the base of the tree before he reached it. With a huff of laughter, Jesse swung his leg over the frame of his bicycle and dismounted in one smooth motion, walking it over to prop against the rough, ridged bark of the oak.

      “You little trickster,” Jesse scolded affectionately, crouching to ruffle the dog’s floppy ears, its feathery tail wagging wildly. “Someday I’ll race you when I haven’t been working since before sunrise and then we’ll see who the real champion is.”

      He settled onto one knee so that he could reach into his pocket and dig out the winner’s prize. It was only a small piece of a horrifically dry bone-shaped biscuit, but the dog didn’t seem to mind. Jesse had impulsively bought a box of them two months earlier and was trying to make sure they lasted. He’d never be able to afford to take care of a dog on his salary, but this seemed to be a mutually-beneficial alternative.

      As the dog trotted back down the street, tongue lolling, Jesse smiled after it for a moment before he retrieved his bicycle and started toward the post office. He normally wouldn’t return until early the next morning, but the postmaster, Mr. Jones, had asked Jesse to come and see him in his office when his route was done for the day.

      Pride swelled in Jesse’s chest. He was only a few days away from marking five years of service with the U.S. Postal Service. At twenty-six, he was one of the youngest letter carriers that he knew personally to achieve such an anniversary. He’d never missed a shift, never had any complaints. This was it. He was finally going to get the black silk star added to his coat sleeve for everyone to see.
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        * * *

      

      Jesse removed his cap and tucked it under his left arm when he arrived outside the postmaster’s office. He hastily finger-combed his black hair in the direction of the deep side part he wore and tapped his middle knuckle against the door a couple of times.

      “Come in,” Mr. Jones called from the other side. Jesse did as instructed and was met with a cursory glance from the sturdy man behind the desk. He had no hair on his head but plenty of it on his forearms, which were exposed by his rolled sleeves. The fan on his desk was whirring loudly, though the wet patches on the postmaster’s shirt seemed to indicate that it wasn’t doing much good.

      On the wall directly over his head was a dated promotional poster that read Save Time, Get A Mailbox!

      “You wanted to see me, sir?” Jesse shifted his weight where he stood, politely ignoring the stale and somewhat disorganized state of everything around him. At one time, there had been two matching armchairs in front of the desk. The left chair had long since disappeared. Mr. Jones did not offer him the other one.

      “Mr. Morgan,” the postmaster muttered instead, frowning at the papers he was busy shuffling through. He always seemed to be looking for something he’d lost. He took a deep breath and coughed it out thickly, waving his hand at Jesse in a hurry-up sort of way. “Shut the door.”

      Jesse obliged dutifully, and when he turned back around, it appeared that Mr. Jones had found what he was looking for. His frown was now directed at Jesse.

      “Do you know how to drive a car, Mr. Morgan?”

      Jesse blinked at him. “No, sir.”

      He’d only ridden in a car a handful of times, let alone learn how to operate one. It seemed that more new vehicles were showing up on the streets along his postal route every day, clogging up intersections and making everyone angrier. He was perfectly happy not being involved in any of that for as long as he could manage to avoid it.

      Mr. Jones let out a gruff sigh and held up a piece of paper.

      “I’ve just been informed that we’ll be getting a fleet of Model A Fords fresh off the factory floor next month.” He shook his head in obvious resignation and leaned back in his chair, pinching the bridge of his nose. “I’ve been losing sleep over budget cuts for the better part of a year now, and how do they reward me?”

      Jesse studied the advertisement he’d been handed. It was a crisp  sketch of an automobile with the words UNITED STATES MAIL printed on the side. Standing proudly next to the door was a person dressed in an all too familiar way: bell crown cap, black tie, gray coat and trousers, black shoes.

      “I have to condense almost all of my routes,” Mr. Jones went on. “They want us to hit the ground running on this, which means I need drivers ready to go in less than two weeks. I don’t have the time or resources to train anyone new.”

      Jesse opened his mouth to respond but discovered that he couldn’t. The words he might’ve said were replaced with a sudden and heavy ache in his chest.

      “There’s no easy way to tell you this, kid,” Mr. Jones finally said, cutting through the thick silence between them. If there was any real sympathy in his words, Jesse couldn't hear it when he finished with: “I have to let you go.”
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        * * *

      

      Jesse stared at his uniform where it hung on the door of his wardrobe, a little limp around the shoulders. Perhaps he would sell it to one of his friends at the post office. Bill was always saying he could use a new one. Of course, this set was hardly new, and it would be at least a couple of inches too short at the wrists and ankles. He’d had everything hemmed to fit his barely five-foot-six frame, just as he’d done with the pair of navy slacks he’d changed into.

      He pulled his suspenders up over a white button down shirt and reached to brush his hand along the sleeve of the uniform jacket, pausing at the cuff. There was a heart-squeezing pang of disappointment in his chest as he studied the spot where his black star would’ve gone. Should’ve gone.

      There was no use dwelling on the loss. He would wake up early the next morning as he always did and start searching for work. He’d made connections all across town over the years. There had to be someone who was willing to take him on again, even if it was only part-time. But he wasn’t going to worry about it tonight. Tonight, he needed to clear his mind.

      Maxine’s letter had invited him to telephone her. A quick glance at the one narrow window in his room told him it was too late in the evening for that. The sun was already close to setting and Maxine seemed like the type of gal who wanted plenty of time to get ready for a night out.

      Instead, Jesse found himself outside the back door of Nelson’s Shoes on Cornelia Avenue. He’d been coming here for years. It started when Mr. Nelson was still alive and needed someone to make deliveries for him. Now it was only Mrs. Nelson running the place. She did a fine job of it, too. The showroom was always spotless with shiny floors and plenty of comfortable chairs to sit on while you were fitted. It was where Jesse bought both pairs of shoes he owned; Mr. Nelson had kindly let him pay them off over time.

      With his bicycle propped against his hip, Jesse glanced over one shoulder, then slowly turned his head to do the same over the other. Satisfied that nobody was watching, he stepped closer and put his palm flat against one of the bricks to the left of the door. He no longer had to count up from the ground to make sure it was the right one. With his other hand, he gripped the knob of the door and waited patiently. The soft click when the lock turned brought a flutter of relief every time, even though Mrs. Nelson had never denied him entry.

      Jesse hauled his bicycle inside and leaned it against the wall of the back room in the same place he always did, safely out of the way. In the dim light, he made his way to the stairs along the far wall and started down them, anticipation putting a little bounce in his step. At the bottom was another door, this one unlocked, and as he pushed it open, he was met with a rush of familiarity that made him smile.

      The space was longer than it was wide, same as the store above. The stools along the bar were mostly empty, but the rest of the chairs and low sofas scattered about the space were all occupied. Sequins and shimmery fabric caught the light where several couples were dancing close along to the slow song humming out of the radio. The stale air was made entirely of sweat, smoke, and alcohol. Jesse took a deep breath of it and made his way to a barstool.

      “Oh, honey,” Mrs. Nelson warbled from behind the bar, her deep voice an instant salve. “You look like a man who needs a drink.” Jesse thought it was probably a good thing that someone who could read emotions as well as Mrs. Nelson was running a speakeasy. She never had to worry about the wrong sort of people making their way into her basement. She referred to everyone as “good eggs” or “bad eggs” and bad eggs were strictly prohibited. “What’s got you down?”

      “Rough day at work,” he fibbed, crossing his arms on the bartop and tapping his fingers in a four-beat rhythm. “I’ll just have my usual.” Water was the only thing Mrs. Nelson served that he didn’t have to go a day without eating to pay for.

      “This ain’t no time for dog soup,” Mrs. Nelson argued, bending at the waist to reach a low shelf. When she popped back up, there was a glass Mason jar in her hand. “I’ve just had a special delivery, fresh from Dawsonville on a run to Florida. It’s on the house tonight.” The clear liquid inside sloshed as she set it down between them. Jesse felt his stomach turn at the sight. He’d tried moonshine once before at her insistence and he was certain his insides were still healing from it.

      “Thank you, ma’am, but I’d really better not.”

      “You name it and it’s yours, then.” Mrs. Nelson gestured vaguely to the countless other bottles behind her as she returned the bootleg shine to its hiding place beneath the bar.

      Jesse grimaced. He hadn’t come for her charity. After struggling to make up his mind, he said, “Could I bother you for a ginger ale?”

      Mrs. Nelson chuckled. “You couldn’t bother me if you tried, honey.”

      She moved away to fix his drink and Jesse turned on his stool to study the couples on the dance floor again. One pair in particular caught his eye. Even in the hazy light, he could see that both of them were exceedingly attractive. The way they moved together so effortlessly made him wonder if they had magic like his own. When the man’s hand slid to the sway of his partner’s back, she responded by melting even more into his touch, and Jesse looked away.

      He decided it was for the best that he hadn’t brought Maxine along. They’d been on three dates, and the closest they’d come to being intimate was sharing one strawberry milkshake with two straws at the soda fountain a week ago. He really liked spending time with her, but he didn’t feel ready for what came beyond their easy conversations yet. Inviting her to a place like this had implications beyond lighthearted chatter. All he wanted to do was dance.

      Mrs. Nelson clanked the glass of sweet bubbles on the bar behind him just as the song on the radio changed to something brighter and jazzier. He turned and took one hurried sip. “I’ll be back for the rest,” he promised her as he slipped off the stool and moved toward the floor for what he’d really come to do.

      With a little hop, he stepped directly into moving with the music. His toes lit with excitement, the heat of his magic rushing up his legs and reaching his hips just as he swayed them. Within a few kicks he was lost to the tempo. The couple he’d been watching before finally let go of each other and joined in, shoulders shimmying and fingers fluttering. Halfway through the song, Jesse felt the shine of sweat forming on his forehead.

      After exchanging a grin, he took the lady’s hand and spun her, watching her red dress twirl around her knees. They came together and parted again, mirroring one another as their feet moved across the scuffed floor.

      It was his turn to be spun now, made easier by the way her low heels gave her at least a couple inches advantage over him. In the middle of the turn he felt the grip on his hand change, and at the end of his rotation he found himself in the arms of the man his partner had been dancing with before. Jesse laughed brightly. He’d never danced with such a talented couple before. The three of them never broke stride as the radio continued to sing, all quick kicks and high arms, though Jesse noticed the man never loosened the grip on his hand.

      When the song finally ended, Jesse’s face was sore from smiling so hard. He breathlessly thanked the couple with a nod and turned to go and finish the drink he desperately needed now. It was gone in a few swallows, but there was no relief from the heat of the room. Fresh air was the only answer. He climbed the steps and escaped to the street.

      With his back against the cool bricks of the building, Jesse closed his eyes and tipped his chin up, still fighting to lose his grin so he could catch his breath. He’d never seen the couple before, but he hoped they would become regulars like he was so he could dance with them again. Sleek dark hair, expensive clothes, dashing smiles. They could’ve stepped right out of a musical.

      Jesse lifted his head and settled his attention on the bulletin board across the street. It always had posters for various events happening in the city. Most were discolored or ripped, forgotten layers that nobody had ever bothered to take down. The largest one was for the circus that had come through in ‘24. But directly in the middle was a poster for Cal Campbell’s latest film, Bedroom Eyes.

      Passing fancies and puppy love were the extent of Jesse’s romantic endeavors up to that point, save for the man on that poster. There was something about his kind smile and gentle demeanor that had Jesse in a stranglehold from the very first time he’d watched him on the big screen several years earlier. Jesse had gone to see the latest movie three times. The loss of a few coins was no sacrifice at all when it came to Cal Campbell.

      Jesse snorted a laugh at himself and returned inside.

      Before he could make his way back to the dance floor or take a spot at the bar again, his path was blocked. Jesse’s eyes trailed up the striped silk tie to the new face that was also somehow more familiar than he’d realized, now that he could see it in better light.

      “That was impressive,” the man said smoothly.

      It took Jesse a moment to realize that he was most definitely staring. “Thank you,” he replied, too flustered to come up with anything else right away. “I should say the same. We don’t get many professional dancers stopping by.” His attempt at guessing the stranger’s profession earned him a roguish tilt of the man’s lips.

      “Can I assume it takes one to know one in this case?”

      “Oh no, I—” work for the U.S. Postal Service was what he almost said, but narrowly managed to stop himself. “I just like to dance.”

      The man turned his face to study their surroundings. “And break the law?”

      Jesse felt himself flush. “No, sir. I never partake.” He realized suddenly that he didn’t have a good explanation for why he came here so often other than the one he’d already given without oversharing, so he repeated it. “I just like to dance.”

      It took longer than it should have for Jesse to recognize that the man had put an arm around his shoulders and was walking him toward a sofa at the back of the room. The other half of the dancing duo was seated there with one leg crossed over the other and a drink in her hand. Next to her sat someone who looked like they would rather be anywhere else. The suit they wore could be sold and cover Jesse’s rent for a year and, though he couldn’t see them, he knew their shoes would’ve been shiny enough to see his reflection in.

      “This is the one, Ezra,” the man said decisively. “I’ve made my choice.”

      The person in the fancy suit responded with a look that Jesse hadn’t seen since he and his siblings had pushed their mother to the absolute last of her patience. After a deep breath and heavy sigh, they opened their eyes and studied Jesse through thin-framed eyeglasses.

      “The one,” Ezra repeated slowly, almost mocking. “Does a pleasure seeker such as yourself even know the meaning of the term?”

      The woman beside them arched a brow. “You tell him, boss.” Her accent was surprisingly thick.

      The arm around Jesse’s shoulders gave him a squeeze. “I mean it this time,” the man attached replied, though there was a levity to his tone that had Jesse wondering exactly how many people he’d said those two words about before. He was more serious when he spoke again. “You saw him out there. He’s exactly what we need.”

      Ezra sat forward and set their empty glass on the table, small eyes narrowing. “You don’t know anything about him. Nothing aside from those fancy feet, anyhow. What’s his name?”

      Jesse waited to hear the man say it. When only silence followed, he realized he’d never given it. He took a half step forward and stuck his hand out.

      “My name is Jessup Morgan, but everybody calls me Jesse. I haven’t a clue what’s happening right now, but I’m real pleased to meet you.”

      Ever so slowly, the look of annoyance on Ezra’s face faded to something more like mild amusement. They took Jesse’s hand and shook once, though their attention never left his captor’s handsome face.

      “Do not make me regret this, Monty.”

      Monty. Monty. Jesse looked at the profile of the man at his side and the way his brain had gone a little melty now made perfect sense.  He’d just kicked up his heels with Montgomery Kincaid!

      The song on the radio changed and Jesse was again being guided in the arms of a movie star.

      “I know. You’ll get used to it,” Monty said with a wink, expertly reading the jumble of thoughts Jesse was having as though he’d said them all out loud. “Come and dance with me again.”
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            Chapter 2

          

          
            Cal

          

        

      

    

    
      Cal Campbell strode down the narrow hallway toward the producers’ offices, nodding and smiling in greeting at the familiar faces he passed. He was not a nervous person by nature, but for some reason he had himself a little worked up over the upcoming conversation. He’d known Ezra Allen for years. He trusted them. They were one of his closest friends in the business. And yet…this conversation was going to require some amount of vulnerability, which was not one of Cal’s strong suits.

      He ran a hand down the front of his three piece suit, set his shoulders, took a deep breath, and walked into Ezra’s office suite. Their secretary beamed at him as he entered.

      “They’re ready for you, Mr. Campbell.”

      He thanked her and let himself in.

      Ezra Allen was one of the savviest producers in Hollywood. Some said it was because their mother had been a glamorous star in the silent movies and they’d been born knowing about what made a film good. Others speculated that the producer had spies all over the city who told them what scripts were being picked up where so that Ezra always knew to stay ahead of the curve. But Cal had long suspected that the truth lay in Ezra’s magic. The producer had always been tight-lipped about it, but Cal had a feeling that Ezra’s magic helped them to know things. After years of working in movies, it was the only theory that made sense.

      Ezra glanced up at Cal as he walked in and nodded at one of the seats in front of their desk. “Be right with you.”

      Cal took a seat, unbothered by the delay; he had never been troubled with impatience.

      Ezra shuffled some papers around, muttering under their breath.

      “Everything okay?” Cal asked.

      “This is what I get for leaving town on a press tour. Everything is a mess.”

      “Miss Prescott⁠—?”

      “No, no. Best secretary I’ve ever had. It’s just that things kept piling up.”

      “Ah,” Cal said with a smile as he leaned back in his seat. “That tends to happen when you’re successful.”

      Ezra grumbled. “You don’t need to remind me.” They sighed and stacked the papers in their hand into a pile, tapping the edges with precision. Then they folded their hands on the desk. “What can I do you for? Your message this morning surprised me.”

      “Sorry. I know how much you hate those.”

      Ezra lifted an eyebrow.

      Cal heaved a sigh. “I don’t know how to explain it, Ez. I’m…something’s wrong with me.”

      Ezra frowned. “You sick or something?”

      “No, not like that. It’s just…I think I need a change.”

      “Change?”

      “Of scenery? Perhaps? I don’t know. A temporary leave or something.”

      Ezra cocked their head. “What’s wrong, Cal?”

      “I’m so damn tired, Ez,” Cal said, his voice hushed. “Tired of—” he gestured vaguely around the office, “everything. Tired of the movies I’m doing, tired of the roles I’m playing, tired of…tired of myself.” The last word came out like a whisper. “I’m not ready to quit or anything. I just need a change.”

      Ezra gave him a long look. Many people found their gaze to be intimidating, but Cal had always appreciated their frankness and honesty. He needed it, especially right now. “Okay,” they said at last.

      “Okay? You mean you understand?”

      The corner of Ezra’s mouth ticked up and they began leafing through the pile on their desk. “Sure. Change of scenery? Tired of the roles you’re playing? As it happens, I have just the solution for that. And it’ll help me with a little problem of my own.”

      Before Cal could murmur a word of gratitude, Ezra tossed a script into his lap. Cal frowned down at it. “What’s this?”

      “Your change of scenery.”

      “This isn’t what I—” He looked closer at the title. “Is this a musical?”

      “Yep.”

      Cal tossed the script onto the desk. “I don’t do musicals. You know that.”

      “You don’t have to be good at them to do them.”

      “I thought you were in the habit of producing movies that sold tickets.”

      The producer chuckled. “I am. I’m not making this suggestion lightly. I have a new talent I picked up on tour. Southern kid. Good dancer. Good looking. He can dance around you and all you’ve got to do is, well, what you do best.”

      “You’re pairing me with someone new? Wouldn’t Monty or Clive be better suited for this kind of thing?”

      “Clive is on loan to Brooksdale Studios. He won’t be back for another few months. And Monty needs to learn a few things, I think.”

      “Oh, I see,” Cal said, grinning. “You were on tour with him, weren’t you? Did he drive you batty?”

      Ezra gave him a disapproving look. “You could say that.”

      “He means well.”

      “Sometimes, yes.”

      Cal’s amusement evaporated with a sudden realization. “Wait a minute. Are you casting me in this thing in order to punish Monty?”

      “Nope. I’m casting you in this thing because you need a change, I need someone to teach this new kid the ropes, and Monty needs to learn a few things. It’ll be good for everyone.”

      “I’m not so sure⁠—”

      “I’ve already made up my mind. If it really starts to go sideways, you can always use your magic to ease things up a bit.”

      “My magic is not that much of a miracle.”

      “You’d be surprised. Speaking of which, I’d like you to take this kid under your wing, if you would. Show him around, let him know how things are done. Seems like a bright young fella, so I don’t expect any problems.”

      “Ez—”

      “I’ll admit I was skeptical. But he did a screen test and he’s a natural on camera. Barely any nerves. He’ll look great next to you. I’ve arranged for you to take him out to dinner tonight, get to know each other better.”

      “Ez—”

      They paused and looked at him expectantly. “Problem?”

      “This isn’t what I meant.”

      They shrugged. “I expect it’ll be better than a leave of absence. I’m sending Walt from Publicity with you so he can brief the kid on how to behave. He’ll also be able to give you the address. Miss Prescott made reservations for you both at the Pink Peacock tonight at eight.”

      “I really don’t think⁠—”

      The door sprang open and Monty Kincaid barreled into the room. “Is it true?”

      Ezra looked up at him coolly. “Yes.”

      Monty’s face went pale. “You’re pulling me from the picture? What did I do? I can make it up to you. I swear⁠—”

      Ezra held up a hand. “It’s not something you did. I just think a change will do you good. Do you both good.”

      Monty seemed to notice Cal for the first time. His cheeks pinked up as he saw the script on the desk. “You’re giving it to him?”

      “Give me one reason why I shouldn’t,” Ezra challenged, leaning back in their seat.

      “I’ll give you one,” Cal said, raising his hand. “I can’t do musicals.”

      Ezra cut him an annoyed glance.

      Monty waved his hand dismissively. “You can do anything. That’s what makes you so damn annoying. But this was supposed to be my picture. Hell, I even picked out my partner!”

      Cal had barely registered the insult-slash-compliment that Monty had casually tossed out, but he was surprised by the last bit of information. “You picked out the new kid?”

      “Yes! I danced with him and everything. We looked great together. Ezra, you can’t say we didn’t look great together.” Monty’s voice took on a pleading tone.

      “You looked great together,” they agreed softly. “But I’ve already made up my mind. You’re going to be in a comedy. It’s a holiday flick.”

      “A holiday⁠—”

      “Yes, with Hilliard. Won’t that be fun? I’m surprised I never thought of putting you in a movie together before. Now, if you two don’t mind, I have a lot of catching up to do.”

      Cal stood and tried to give Monty an apologetic look. The attempt was marred by Ezra saying, “Don’t forget this, Cal.” He turned to see them holding up the script, their expression smug.

      He plucked the script out of their hand, resigned. Monty gave him a glare before stomping out of the office. Cal clicked the door shut behind him and followed the younger man into the hallway. He felt a tangle of emotions that he knew he’d have to sort out later: his frustration with Ezra, his dread about attempting a musical, the responsibility of leading another person around—well
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The Hollywood Infoumer

HOLLYWOOD
HEARTTHROB'’S
RECENT RELEASE
BOFFO AT BOX OFFICE

Campbell’s recent release “Bedroom
Eyes” with Minna Sullivan co-
starring is a smash hit. The romantic
drama has audiences all over the
country swooning. Unsurprising, as
Campbell seems to have captured the
hearts of Americans everywhere. We
can but wonder what the star will do
next. After years of being a Powell
staple, it seems his career is still on
the rise. Apart from his divorce from
Edie Haywood, Campbell has had
notably few scandals attached to his
name, which makes us hope that we
can count on more (cont. on page 7)

FRENCH IMPORT WOWS AUDIENCES

Newcomer to the Hollywood
scene, Lili Legrand is already
making her mark at Pinnacle
Films. With a sultry voice
and heavy lidded eyes, it is
no surprise that the French
actress has seduced the
screens all over the country
with  her  performance.
Tongues are wagging about

the actress having a penchant
for eccentricity. But aside from
these rumors, sources say the
lady is a delight on set and a
dramatic force to be reckoned
with. While “Adieu, My Love”
is her first film for audiences
this side of the Atlantic, she has
already shown great promise in
what will (cont. on page 8)

KINCAID MAKES TOUR CIRCUIT

With his recent musical, “Broadway, Ahoy!”
Montgomery Kincaid is making his first cross-
country publicity circuit. He is accompanied by his
co-star, Madge Gilroy, and producer, Ezra Allen. The
producer’s presence has made many speculate that
Kincaid’s carcer may be on the rise. The famously
aloof producer does ot often rub elbows with their
actors.

FELINE FILM STAR IS
FAVORITE WITH
FANS

Toby the Talking Tomcat
continues to enchant cinema
crowds. Audiences are already
shouting for more. While critics
pan the film series as nonsense,
moviegoers of all ages say Toby is
the best starin (cont. on page 8)

For Brightness That Lasts
Buy Brightwell!
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