
Chapter 2: Jason L. 

“Come on, let’s go! Ah, women!” Nathan cried out from downstairs. 
 
Amy checked her look one last time in the mirror. It was impossible to look any better in such a short 
time. The traffic jam on her way back from the university that evening had left her with barely an 
hour to shower, do her hair and makeup, and get dressed. This’ll have to do, I guess. Slipping on her 
shoes, she hurried downstairs where Nathan was pacing nervously. 
 
“You just had to tell me, and I’d have taken a cab!” she complained bitterly, a little offended by her 
uncle’s yelling. 
 
“Sorry. I get so stressed out every year,” Nathan apologized quickly as he held the door impatiently. 
“Nice look. Let’s go.” 
 
Nice look. That’s all? Even her best effort was not enough to draw someone’s attention. But on the 
other hand, what was her uncle supposed to say? You’re bitchin’? 
 
Fort Garry Hotel, where the charity was taking place, had a stunning château style. From the outside, 
the hotel was a massive gray building with an arcade of large bay windows and steep copper roofs. 
The main entrance, right above the broad stone stairs, had heavy wood and glass doors. The hotel 
architecture shared strong similarities with some of Amy’s favorite buildings in Quebec. 
 
Inside, she immediately noticed above her head the opened mezzanine floor encircled with bronze 
railing. The reception desk, on her right, was dark and massive in contrast to the pale cream walls. 
Fresh flowers on a center table and marble flooring completed the whole lobby’s decoration. 
 
On her way to the ballroom, Amy passed by a gold ornamented mirror. She could not help getting a 
quick glance at herself. Her dress was a long lavender satin gown. The A-line of the dress was perfect 
for her few curves. A light cowl front finishing in two large straps gave Amy a pretty neckline. White 
embroideries on the corsage and back added a classic touch to the gown. Her hair was done in long, 
loose curls. Long drop zirconium earrings and smoky eyes completed her classic look. Realizing that 
she had stared for too long at herself, Amy turned around and paced quickly to catch up with 
Nathan. 
 
“So, isn’t it awesome?” Nathan said, taking a sip of champagne from his glass. 
 
“I’m impressed,” Amy said. “This hotel is magical. I really love this place. Everything is so antique…so 
beautiful.” 
 
“Glad you like it. Wait until you see the dinner. The committee and I did a great job this year. If you 
like the hotel, you’ll find the ballroom decorations and music spectacular.” 
 
“Music, you said? Please, don’t tell me I’ll have to dance. God! My feet are already crying for help. I 
might kill whoever said that high heels are sexy. And I haven’t said anything about the dress yet.” 
“Yeah, I kind of picture you more confident in jeans and sneakers. You shouldn’t, though; your look 
is worth the effort tonight.” 
 



“Thanks. I thought my look was just nice,” said Amy wryly. 
 
At this comment, Nathan choked on his champagne sip. After a few seconds chortling, he answered 
back, “What was I supposed to say? You look hot? Not so cool coming from a family member, is it?” 
 
“Now that you’ve said it out loud, no, it doesn’t sound any good,” she confirmed, laughing. 
 
“Glad you agree. Now, if you’ll excuse me, dear niece, I’ve some last-minute details to check. Will 
you be OK on your own?” 
 
“I guess so,” Amy answered, trying to hide the sudden panic she was feeling inside. 
 
Her uncle would probably disappear for most of the night. She was silly to have come alone with 
him. I should have brought Olivia to hang with. Well, too late. Everything in the place was so chic, 
so not her. Even the live piano music sounded expensive. She was able to cope with it all as long as 
Nathan was beside her, showing some support. But for now he had deserted her. 
 
She stood there alone, feeling a little stupid with a glass of champagne in her hand as her only friend. 
Find something to do…anything. Don’t stand here all by yourself. She convinced her feet to walk up 
to the different paintings hanging on the wall. She was no expert in oil canvas, but avoiding the 
numerous dressed-up guests already present was her only priority for now. Crashing with a bunch 
of strangers before having her first two glasses of champagne sounded like a nightmare. 
 

** 
 
David walked into the hotel. He had lived a great part of his life in Winnipeg, but it was his first 
time to ever check in at Fort Garry. A smiley receptionist appeared behind the reception desk and 
stayed still, waiting for some instructions. 
 
“We have a reservation for two suites under Cole and Lane,” explained David without even 
starting with proper greetings. 
 
“Just a moment please,” answered the receptionist, looking at her computer. “You and your guest 
are here for two nights? Is that correct?” 
 
“Yes, it is. We’re here for the charity ball tonight.” 
 
“Of course. Here are your keys and the restaurant menu. You can charge your expenses on the room; 
everything is paid by the charity committee.” 
 
“Excellent. Thanks.” 
 
David was about to grab the keys on the counter when a loud rumor started behind him. Here we 
go again. Without even a glance, he pictured Jason perfectly smiling and waving around. Any time, 
any place, it was the same. When Jason Lane was around, everybody was going crazy. And David 
was turning into the perfect ghost agent. Not that he was complaining about it, though. Jason was 
his long-time friend. Thanks to the guy, he had never worried about anything, money-wise. 
 



David’s friend finally reached the desk and smiled at the employee. His gorgeous smile made the 
receptionist forget her present tasks. She stared at Jason, realizing that the second room for Mr. 
Lane was for Mr. Jason Lane, ravishingly handsome movie star. Her cheeks suddenly turned purple. 
David tried to remember his CPR classes just in case the woman did not breathe again soon. But no, 
after a while, the girl mumbled a weak welcome speech and pointed out the elevators. 
 
After dealing with the large crowd in the lobby, David found his room the best oasis ever. The 
decoration was an antique style of beige wallpaper, simple cove mouldings, and dark wood flooring. 
A small sitting room beside the bed was large enough for two brown leather sofas and a small coffee 
table. The bed itself had a huge fluffy white bedspread on it and comfortable pillows of the same 
color. A modest desk was the only other piece of furniture in the room. A little less lush this time. 
 
He removed his shoes and tossed himself onto the bed. Closing his eyes, he breathed heavily. God, 
this bed is great. It smells fresh. I like that smell on sheets. And those pillows…hmmm. The flight from 
Los Angeles was quite long, and I worked through most of it. Speaking of work, I do need to get up 
and sort out that thing before I get dressed for the charity. Hmmm… just a few more seconds… 
 
Heavy knocks on the door made David snap back to reality. He looked at his watch and stood up 
quickly. What the hell? What had seemed like a quiet twenty-second rest had turned into two hours. 
He definitely needed more sleep. That nap had almost felt like a coma. 
 
Jason came in before he was invited, all dressed up. “Man, another boring event tonight. And come 
on, what kind of rooms did you get?” 
 
“For God’s sake, try to be happy. It’s for sick children. There was nothing else available when the 
charity reserved. It’s just for two nights, and then you’ll be back in LA. So smile.” 
 
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Anyway, how does it feel to be back in…What’s your city’s name again?” 
 
“WIN-NI-PEG. Feels great, but feels cold,” David said. Over the course of the past week, he had 
repeated his hometown’s name at least a thousand times. Thank God his best friend was such a 
handsome and charming man, as he was not the most clever pal. At his inner comment, a twinge of 
guilt crossed David’s mind. Jason was maybe not the intellectual kind, but he was a great person 
when you got to know him well. 
 
“So you went for the tux tonight?” commented David. 
 
“Black suits me well,” joked the actor. 
 
Anything suits you well, you lucky b. That tux on Jason was like a second skin No wonder women 
were always after his friend. David sighed. At thirty-nine years old, he was a nice-looking guy, but 
nothing compared to Jason. Even with a tux, he was still strange-looking—a little geeky, out of place. 
His dark brown hair was always a little messy, complete chaos in the morning. He had pretty green 
eyes, hidden by glasses that he almost never wore in public, even if sometimes recognizing faces at 
a distance was giving him a hard time. 
 
“Did you get the new part?” asked Jason. 
 



“Don’t worry about it,” David replied, adjusting his bow tie in front of the mirror. 
 
“I’m not worried. I know you’ll get it. With you, it’s just a matter of time. That’s why you are my best 
friend…and agent,” Jason joked as he raised his scotch in a toast to David. 
 
David stared at the actor. Even if they were the same age, Jason was way better-looking. His friend 
was the perfect California-born-and-raised guy. He was tall and tanned, with sandy hair and deep 
blue eyes. No wonder everyone was amazed by his physical charms. Staring too long at him was 
almost hypnotic. Surely every woman on earth could agree on the fact that he was more than 
adorable. 
 
After multiple stops on their way downstairs, David and Jason finally made it intact to the charity. 
Signing autographs, taking pictures, and meeting crazy fans were the actor’s everyday realities. Over 
the years, David had just learned to just wait patiently away from the crowd, but he had wondered 
a least a thousand times while waiting what it was like to be recognized everywhere. Exhausting had 
become his only conclusion. 
 
The charity’s crowd was not really different. Except that David, in this case, was Jason’s right hand 
in remembering names. David’s only request before every event was to have a big scrapbook with 
the names and positions of the different guests attending. He had learned over the years that it was 
a liked gesture. He had also learned that Jason would have everyone’s attention even if David was 
the one remembering the names. 
 
Maybe not everyone this time. One lonely girl staring at some paintings at a distance from the crowd 
was so focused that everything else in the room seemed invisible. Even Jason. A first. A champagne 
glass in her hand, she turned around and smiled awkwardly at a tall man standing right beside David. 
She was lovely in that dress. The lavender color was perfect for her ivory skin. How come her name 
was not in the book? 
 
The girl seemed to shake her head as a negative answer to the man’s invitation to get closer. After 
a moment of hesitation and a sharp breath, she started moving into the crowd’s direction. But she 
looked totally out of place, like a lost little girl between unknown adult faces. Her expression 
changed totally to surprise when she recognized the actor. Great, got it wrong. She’s just like all of 
them…just more lunatic. Somehow, David felt more disappointed than ever over the girl’s 
admiration of his friend. 
 
“Nice to meet you. Thanks for coming to Winnipeg and supporting the charity,” she mentioned 
politely as she shook Jason’s hand. 
 
“All the pleasure’s for me. Where’s that accent of yours from?” Jason questioned, suddenly taking 
great interest in her. 
 
“French, Mr. Lane. Is it that obvious?” asked the girl with a nervous, strained smile. 
 
“Obvious and lovely! You need to sit beside me during dinner. I want to hear more of that accent.” 
 
“Eh…sure,” she mumbled briefly. 
 



What kind of answer was that? David had seen people going to the dentist who had happier 
expressions. That girl was pretty weird. 
 
“By the way, I’m Amy,” she finally continued after a short silence. Then, turning her attention in 
David’s direction, she asked, “And yours?” 
 
“Jason’s agent,” replied David, totally taken by surprise. For God’s sake, Dave! Jason’s agent…really? 
Sometimes he was just so stupid, especially when he was taken off guard. And women were usually 
so entranced by his friend that tripping by accident on David was their polite way to greet him. 
 
“Nice to meet you…Jason’s agent,” she added, apparently amused. 
 
Her attention suddenly returned to the principal guest of the evening. David’s moment had already 
passed. Back in control, Jason touched Amy’s back slightly and guided her inside the ballroom. David 
stood still as the crowd followed Mr. Lane and his new trophy. Crap, crap, crap. 
 

** 
 
Amy almost forgot who she was with when she entered the room. Behind the French doors, the vast 
ballroom was magnificent. The oak panelling and beamed ceilings had the same dark color. The 
windows were immense, draped with long curtains. Subtle lighting was diffused by beautiful 
chandeliers. Besides the room itself, Nathan and the committee had done a great job. Big round 
tables were all dressed with white tablecloths and red ribbons. Red roses in the centerpieces on 
each table gave the décor a chic look. 
 
And to complete the perfect evening, she was at Jason Lane’s side. God! He’s soooo handsome! She 
could not believe her luck. Was it really possible that Jason Lane, the actor, had been seated beside 
her? She resisted the temptation to pinch her arm to wake up from her daydream. Her only problem 
now was finding something clever to say. But being seated at a table with two more couples and 
Nathan soothed her a little. 
 
According to their ongoing conversation, the two mature men were important CEOs. She found 
them quite interesting to listen to as they knew so much about mergers, trust funds, and the stock 
market. The two women, whom Amy assumed were the CEOs’ wives, were silently following the 
debate. 
 
“Nowadays, it’s hard to say if mergers are better than acquisitions. If you compare benefits and 
return on investment.” 
 
“Absolutely agree with you,” said the other mature man. 
 
“Speaking of investments, have you made any lately?” asked the first man. 
 
“I’m glad you asked. The company recently bought a small competitor. If we rethink its operation 
methods and cut some costs, it might be profitable soon.” 
 
As the conversation was going on, Amy took a quick glance at Jason. The guy looked so bored. Of 
course, Jason was not a businessman. He was an artist, making movies. But is he that bored? To 



answer Amy’s inner question, the actor yawned even deeper. She forced a large smile when Jason 
made an “I-want-to-poke-my-eyes-out” joking face. She had no idea why she had smiled at that 
creepy face, except her strong inner desire to please. 
 
“Have you been here for a long time?” Mrs. Elgin, one of the CEOs’ wives, asked Amy. 
 
“No, I’ve only been here for three weeks only. Nathan found me a job at the University of Winnipeg 
as a French literature teacher,” she answered. 
 
“And I should add that she’s doing a wonderful job,” complimented Nathan. 
 
“Have you made any friends?” 
 
“Besides my uncle and some colleagues, no I haven’t,” responded Amy, a little uncomfortable by 
the round of questions. 
 
“Well, my husband and I started a small public library last year. It’s all volunteer work. But I could 
use your help for the French section. And it sounds like you could use some more friends,” the lady 
proposed. 
 
“I’d love to help,” Amy declared enthusiastically. “As far as advice for the French section, I’d search 
for classic authors like Maupassant, Flaubert, Proust, and Hugo. You can’t go wrong with them.” 
 
“Have you read all of them?” 
 
“All is a big word…” 
 
Talking French literature was as interesting as talking business. Amy was definitely having a great 
time. But as the group was chatting, she glanced again at Jason and noticed his face had switched 
to one that said “I want to hang myself.” But how could she hold that against Jason Lane? 
 

** 
From his table, David could see Amy smiling blissfully at his friend. If only she knew about the others. 
It was already difficult for David to get rid of those women. Tomorrow morning Amy would just be 
another one of them. Another excuse would have to be made up soon enough. He was pretty 
inventive at it but also a little tired of it. His last pretext was one of his most creative. He had 
confessed to a crazy-glue fan that Jason was in rehab. Creative, but a bad idea. The story had 
appeared the day after in every possible gossip magazine. Quite hilarious, even if Jason had been 
pretty pissed. 
 
Soon enough, the orchestra started up the ballroom music, announcing that dinner was over. David 
got up, feeling the emergency to join the new couple and limit the damage. But when he found his 
friend at the bar, Amy was not around anymore. David looked everywhere, but there was no trace 
of the new girl. He somehow felt some relief to think that she might have deserted. 
 
“What a boring night of business topics and French books. That girl’s really cute, but wow, she’s a 
know-it-all. I hope she gets funnier after a drink,” moaned Jason. 
 



“Her name is Amy,” grumbled David. 
 
“Sorry, Amy is really cute, far-too-smart, and a little boring.” 
 
“Don’t worry. You have plenty of dumb-but-fun girls waiting for you in LA, don’t you?” 
 
“Dave, what’s the matter? You’re weird.” 
 
David paused slightly before answering. Maybe Jason was right; he was acting pretty weird. As if he 
cared. “Sorry, I think I’ve been a little stressed lately. I haven’t slept well for a long time. It’s affecting 
my mood, you know.” 
 
“With that attitude, you’ll never get lucky…if you know what I mean,” joked Jason. 
 
With you around, I totally agree. But David only looked at his friend and apologized again for his 
comment. He took his glass of wine from the counter and sipped it slowly. 
 
“I heard that someone wants to get lucky. What kind of luck were you talking about?” teased Amy 
as she got closer to the guys. 
 
“Not important. It’s just that my friend David here has not dated in months. The last woman I met 
was actually his ex-wife. You’re kind of boring, Dave, besides the attitude.” 
 
You had to mention my ex-wife? “I don’t really have time to date, and we’re kind of married, as 
you’re already a full-time job.” 
 
“I knew you had a first name,” Amy said. “Nice to meet you, David. It suits you better than ‘Jason’s 
agent.’” 
 
She smiled timidly at her own joke. Then she took her drink from Jason’s hand and stared silently at 
the dancing couples. She was not that much of a talker, which was different for once from Jason’s 
usual dates. Nimbleness was also another difference. 
“I hate wearing a tux!” Jason suddenly complained to break the heavy silence. 
 
“Hmm…aren’t you used to it? You always wear tuxes for important events, don´t you?” Amy 
doubted his statement. 
 
David stared at Amy’s face to see if she was joking again, but this time she was looking damn serious, 
even confused. Wow, this girl is fresh air. 
 
He noticed a slight disappointment in Jason’s eyes. His friend had used that trick a couple times 
before to make women say that tuxedos were delightful on him. Biting his lips hard, David was now 
repressing a laugh attack at Amy’s genuine answer. Blue was almost his new face color. 
 
He won’t give up that easily. What’s the next move? I bet on French words. Classic one with the 
foreigner kind. 
 
“Could you teach me some words in French?” 



 
Bingo! He’ll give her a cute compliment to translate, aka an invitation for the night. 
 
“Hmm…sure,” replied Amy, who, unlike David, had no idea about Jason’s angle. 
 
“How do you say ‘Your eyes are beautiful. I wish I could see them all night long’?” asked the actor. 
 
“That’s kind of a tough one for a beginner, no? You should start with the basics.” 
 
But probably feeling that something was wrong, just by looking at Jason’s surprised face, she 
translated immediately. “But for your knowledge, it’s ‘Vos yeux sont magnifiques. Je souhaiterais 
les voir toute la nuit.’” 
 
No way! She didn’t catch the invitation at all. 
 
His friend seemed almost relieved when someone came by and started talking to him. Is she blind 
or something? Jason had spent the whole night with her. His friend’s crush was more than clear to 
everyone but her. David analyzed the girl’s face. She seemed quite nervous, totally charmed by 
Jason. But somehow she was not responding correctly. 
 
Well, that’s two strikes. Sorry. My pal won’t go for the third. Thinking a little more about it, Jason 
had never required a third try. This evening was slipping away too quickly. David was having the 
time of his life with this girl. 
 
“So, I guess French girls are pretty hard, huh? Or you’re just insane and I haven’t noticed yet,” David 
said when they were left alone. At Amy’s baffled expression, he explained, “He’s spent the whole 
evening with you, hitting on you…” 
 
“Come on. He’s Jason Lane. There’s no way he tried to hit on me. He spent his evening with me 
because I’m Nathan’s niece, the know-it-all. He’s just being polite in order to get some TV jobs here. 
That’s all,” Amy corrected him. 
 
“Hmm…interesting. I didn’t see it that way. Funny.” David grinned. 
 
“So how long have you known Jason?” 
 
“I’ve known him for twenty-five years now. High school. I moved from Winnipeg to LA with my 
parents when I was fourteen. Jason was my first friend there. You reminded me that time is going 
pretty fast.” 
 
“It’s great you’re still friends and everything…Do you really think he tried to hit on me?” 
 
Here we go. There had to be some interest. “I must say that yes, he tried, and hard. But you didn’t 
handle the situation very well.” 
 
“Thanks. Story of my life,” grumbled Amy. 
 
Probably for the best in this case. Believe me. 



 
But her face now betrayed some anger, probably at herself. She clearly felt something for Jason. She 
had simply misinterpreted Jason’s intentions. And yet, there was not much mystery about them. 
She was tall, dark blond, and really pretty. Were her eyes light brown or green? It was hard for David 
to say as his glasses had stayed in his room. Bottom line, they were beautiful, regardless of their 
color. 
 
“Are you a good waltzer, Miss…?” asked David as an attempt to start lighter small talk. 
 
“No miss. Amy. Not that I remember. And you?” 
 
“I manage OK.” 
 
“You’ve surely taken classes.” 
 
“Add ‘forced’ and you’ve got it,” joked David. 
 
“I see. Agent’s obligation for that kind of evening?” Amy asked, slightly curious that he might be a 
good dancer. 
 
“Nope. Mom’s obligation for prom. Long time ago,” he replied. 
 
“Oh…” started Amy, but she burst into laughter before she was able to add anything clever. 
 
“Drink?” asked David politely, noticing the empty glass twirling between her hands. 
 
“No, thanks! Is it also your mom who taught you to be a gentleman?” 
 
“Got it right,” he answered, smiling. His smile faded away as Jason got closer again. Can’t I catch a 
break? 
 
“No more drinks? Are you leaving?” asked Jason, trying to get back in the conversation. 
 
“Soon.” 
 
“Well, I won’t let you go until you promise to see me again. Unless…you’d like to stay until the 
morning,” Jason added. 
 
“I really shouldn’t. What about breakfast tomorrow? Around ten?” 
 
Breakfast? 
 
“David, you too?” offered Amy. 
 
David…Wait, what? Surprised by the invitation, David mumbled, “Hmmm…sure. Why not? Always 
fun to have breakfast as a threesome.” 
 



“Your sense of humor is certainly kind of twisted. But I must say you’re right; that would look pretty 
bad. Forget about it,” answered Amy, a large smile on her face. 
 
“No, no, it’s fine. Please come back tomorrow. I’ll have a nice morning for once,” David replied 
urgently. 
 
“Do you need to be accompanied home tonight?” asked Jason, trying hard to be the main interest 
of conversation again. 
 
“No, don’t worry about me. I’ll say good-bye to my uncle later and take a cab.” 
 
“OK then. See you tomorrow,” Jason confirmed quickly, clearly offended by her rejection. 
 
David stood there and looked at Amy leaving before he turned around. He still had a lot of promoting 
to do. He had already spent too much time with the same person in the ballroom. And there was no 
future business involved with her. Time was money, and he had clearly lost a lot. But, for once, he 
had enjoyed his night. 
 
And the fun was not over. He was having breakfast with her tomorrow. And Jason. Kind of a weird 
meal. 
 
Later that night, he turned off the light in his room and fell into a restless sleep. 

 


