
Chapter 3: The Weekend 

The hotel looked the same during the day as it did yesterday at night. Lucky you. Light doesn’t 

give you any additional flaws. Amy came in and walked toward the reception desk. 

 

“May I help you?” the morning shift receptionist asked with a polite smile. 

 

“Hmm. I think so. I’ve been invited by Jason Lane for breakfast. I just don’t have any idea 

which room he’s in.” 

 

“We’ve been asked not to give his room number to anyone, madam. I’m sorry.” 

 

Her mistake; she should have asked yesterday. It was an honest mistake as it was her first 

time to be invited to breakfast by some star. “I see. Maybe you could put me through to his 

agent, David Cole, and we could resolve the impasse.” 

 

“Let me see if he’s available to talk to you,” the young receptionist decided. 

 

Amy heard them talking for a minute or so. David was probably talking a lot because the 

receptionist was just mumbling “Yes, sir” every now and then. He’s canceling—no, still 

sleeping—no, they already left. Don’t be stupid, Amy. The woman’s talking to someone. 

Cleaning? Room service? God, you’re so annoying sometimes! 

 

To Amy’s relief, the woman finally hung up. “He’ll be here in a minute if you’d like to take 

a seat.” 

 

Even if she was polite, her face had a pretty pissed expression. If only she knew I could have 

spent the night with Jason but ignored the offer! Ha! 

 

Amy took a seat in the lobby and opened a magazine, which was the only way to occupy 

herself and not pace around the lobby. According to an old psychological article she had read 

before, pretending not to care was the right thing to do. Not showing any interest at all was 

the road to success. But fuck, the road to success was harder than it seemed. 

 

She reviewed her look one last time. She did not look as fancy as she did last night, but 

breakfast in a ball gown was not such a great idea. She pictured herself taking the bus dressed 

in her fancy dress and giggled. Jeans, with some low heels, were definitely the right thing to 

wear this morning. A T-shirt under a warm sweater and a white scarf completed her casual 

outfit. She looked relaxed, the perfect “I-don’t-care” look. Her room back at Nathan’s place 

did not say the same. Every single piece of clothing she owned was scattered all over the 

floor. Nathan would definitely freak out once he woke up. 

 

She was checking one last time that her magazine was not upside down when David entered 

the lobby. Late. Good thing I had the entire day. Grrrr…I hate late people. 

 

“Sorry for making you wait. Do you mind if we have breakfast in my suite? We’ll be able to 

talk with no disruption.” 



 

“Works fine for me,” Amy agreed, already following him to the elevator. 

 

“So you haven’t told me yet if you like Winnipeg. How’s the move working out for you?” 

 

“I can’t really complain. It’s a very nice city. Just big enough for me. And I have a great job, 

and my uncle Nathan.” 

 

“I see. Glad you like it,” David commented. 

 

A great coffee smell came to her nostrils as she sat at the improvised table in David’s room. 

She had actually pictured a bigger room and felt kind of guilty about it. Those guys were 

maybe down-to-earth after all. Lost in her thoughts, she barely noticed the restaurant menu 

hanging under her nose. 

 

“Choose whatever you want. I didn’t take the liberty of ordering something for you. Allergies 

and diets, you know,” David explained boringly. 

 

“Thoughtful of you, but I don’t have any of that. I’m not very picky either,” she responded 

politely. Diets? 

 

“Great for you. Jason usually dates other kinds of girls.” 

 

What was that comment for? Frowning a little, Amy shook her head to avoid any mental 

pictures. “Speaking of Jason, where is he?” 

 

“He should be here soon. He’s not really a morning person, you know.” 

 

“Opposite of you, I can see,” Amy said, pointing out at the paperwork pile on the desk. 

 

“Well, it’s not an option in my case. I have too much work to sleep more than eight hours per 

night, you know.” 

 

“Quite busy, I can see. Glad to know you have a little time for me.” 

 

“You’re welcome. As you are a Winnipeg lover and Jason’s fan, I can make any time for 

you,” he replied, probably as a compliment. But being sure that David was sarcastic or not 

seemed more than a challenge. 

 

As a weird silence got heavier between them, the door flew open and Jason immediately 

came over to kiss Amy hello. “Good morning. Great to see you again!” 

 

“Good to see you too,” she mumbled, suddenly turning red. 

 

“So are we eating or what?” groaned David from the other side of the table. 

 



“So what have you been working on lately?” she asked Jason as she chewed a croissant. She 

was not that hungry and could wait for her plate, but she just wanted to make a point about 

her own diet. 

 

“I’m between two movies. Next one should be a suspense. I can’t wait to see the script. David 

will book it for me soon.” 

 

“Great,” Amy replied, overwhelmed by Jason’s possible overrated confidence for his agent. 

“And what about you, David?” 

 

“Hmm…I’m maybe not as excited as my pal here, so let’s just skip my turn. Jason told me 

about your teaching job. How is it going so far?” 

 

“So far, so good. Teaching’s great. But I just hope for some accounting classes in the 

upcoming year.” 

 

“You have an accounting degree? No way! I mean, I’ve always pictured accountants as 

boring and myopic. At least, mine looked like that,” joked David. 

 

What the…is he talking about? “I hope I’ve made a better hit than the accountant you just 

described,” Amy answered, suddenly wondering if her voice sounded amused or offended. 

 

“No…I mean, yes! That’s not what I meant.” 

 

David was about to mumble something else when his cell phone rang. Annoyance flicked in 

his eyes for a second, but he answered anyway. That call saved your ass. After a couple of 

remarks, he requested permission to take it outside. Both Jason and Amy nodded. 

 

“As we’ve been majorly chaperoned by David until now, I’d like to offer you a dinner 

invitation for tonight, just you and me,” offered Jason. 

 

Amy blushed, flattered by the invitation. Perfect timing to know him better. She tried to stay 

calm even if her mind was screaming joy. “That’d be great, actually. Where would you like 

to go?” 

 

“I really don’t know. I was hoping you could pick some place, ‘cause I don’t really know 

Win…hmmm…Winnipeg, right?” 

 

Wow, I hope he’ll remember his name tomorrow. Amy nodded and said, “There are nice 

restaurants along the river. Near The Forks. It’s not Los Angeles, but I think it would do.” 

 

“Great. The Forks it is. I’ll send you a car around seven,” he replied, taking Amy’s hand 

between his. 

 

As David came back in the room, his eyes flickered briefly at the couple’s hands. Amy now 

felt a burning sensation. She was kind of suffocating. Maybe, it’s just the sweater. Or David’s 

face. She was not exactly sure. 



 

“This is a great room you have, David,” Amy complimented him, now feeling awkward by 

the presence of a third wheel. 

 

“Thanks. Not the size we usually have, but it’s cozy enough,” David answered briskly as he 

opened the newspaper. 

 

Something was now weird in his behavior. His whole expression was screaming “No more 

comments.” Worried? His phone call maybe? Our hands? She tried to shut out that last 

thought, and even more the fact that she cared about it. 

 

When she arrived home later that day, her whole mind was confused. She had a free ticket 

for a romantic dinner with Jason Lane—an invitation that every single woman on this planet 

would have killed for. She was kind of a lottery winner. Right? 

 

But she would have to answer that question later as Nathan was now planted right in the 

middle of his kitchen, probably waiting for her. Time for interrogation. 

 

“What’s up? I woke up this morning and you weren’t here for breakfast,” her uncle stated 

suspiciously. “Don’t tell me you spent the night elsewhere. You know I promised a certain 

dad to look after you!” 

 

“Nope, don’t worry about that. I just left too early. I was invited for breakfast,” Amy 

explained. As question marks popped in Nathan’s eyes, she added, “Jason Lane and his 

agent.” 

 

“Wow, I see. My niece is already in an important social circle,” teased Nathan. “How did it 

go?” 

 

“Nicely. I will actually see Jason again tonight, if you don’t mind.” Maybe her uncle would 

disapprove of her date. 

 

“Where are you going?” he questioned. 

 

“You’re so curious! I proposed The Forks. On Saturday night, it’s always a nice spot. We 

might go to that sushi restaurant you talked about.” 

 

“OK. I wanted to invite you to some friend’s reunion tonight, but, as I can see, you have 

better plans.” He grinned. 

 

She raised her eyes, shook her head, and turned around. A good reading to calm her down 

would surely be better than her uncle’s company. She picked up a book on her way to the 

patio and sat down on the comfy couch. She closed her eyes for a second, feeling the sun 

coming through her eyelids. She felt warm and happy right away. Pretty nice start, Amy. Nice 

job, a date. And not with a loser. Jason Lane. She tried to shut off her intuition telling her 

that Jason, at some point, would have to go back home, leaving her with nothing but 



souvenirs. She opened her eyes again and tried to focus on the book. Huge waste of time. A 

cartoon was more to her focus level for now. 

 

Instead, she tried to picture an outfit for dinner. Casual date, but still. She didn’t have a clue 

what to wear. After a mental review of her whole closet, she came to the same conclusion 

again. Nothing. Wait, maybe that dress…She had brought with her that gray wool dress with 

wide pockets in front. Leggings and boots were perfect with it. And if the weather turned 

cold at night, a cute scarf would be her best accessory. Yeah, that’s it. Now, get prepared. 

She put the book back in her uncle’s shelves, teasing him that he should get less 

philosophical. 

 

** 

 

David could not take his mind off of Amy’s hand held in Jason’s. He suddenly shook his 

head, but the vision was still there. It was only a matter of time. You knew it. They all fall. 

 

She had left a few minutes ago, leaving him alone. And the suite was suddenly too small for 

him to be in. He had all afternoon free, yet he felt trapped like a mouse. Unsure about how 

long he could bear the situation, he flipped his phone open and dialed a number. 

 

“Hello?” answered a low voice. 

 

“Hi, Mom! It’s David. Guess what? I’m in Winnipeg right now. And I was thinking about 

visiting you—if you’re not busy.” 

 

“Of course not! Your dad’s gonna be so glad to see you. You should visit more often, David,” 

reprimanded his mom. 

 

“I know. Anyway, I’m here at Fort Garry. I’ll take a cab and be there in half an hour.” 

 

“Fort Garry? You took a hotel room? What’s wrong with our place?” 

 

“Nothing. Look, I’ll explain later. I’ll be there soon.” David ended the call. 

 

Being retired, David’s parents had decided to move back to Winnipeg. Their only son had 

felt uncertain about that sudden decision but had said nothing. David had moved to LA at an 

early age, not his parents. 

 

He arrived on time to see his dad rocking in a chair under the porch. After a light hug with 

him, they found his mom in the kitchen. She kissed David on the cheek and invited him to 

sit in the living room. It was a good thing to visit his parents as he had kind of missed them. 

 

“So what brought you here?” his dad started. 

 

“Charity ball with Jason. Leaving tomorrow, again for LA. It’s kind of a quick trip,” 

answered David. 

 



“I’m so glad you found the time to visit. How’s Jason by the way?” asked his mom. 

 

“He’s fine. Popular as always, which is giving me a lot of work. And you know the rest.” 

 

“Isn’t it a pity that he can’t find a nice girl? He’s a little superficial, but such a nice kid when 

you get to know him well.” 

 

“Kid…We’re both thirty-nine, Mom!” 

 

“And how about you? Have you found any girl? I never liked the last one, you know. I always 

felt something was wrong with her, until what happened happened. I’m so sorry not to have 

warned you before, but I kind of felt it was none of my business,” his mom said regretfully.  

 

“Don’t be sorry, Mom. And no, no girl. I just don’t have time,” David explained. 

 

He took a sip of his tea and felt immediately warmer. He thought about his own parents’ 

marriage. Forty-one years so far. A whole life. They had never complained about it. He 

recalled his own marriage…five years. And definitely not a picture of the happiest couple. 

Then, the divorce process. Shouts and cries—that was all he was able to remember. He was 

glad it was over. He had had a few girlfriends since then but nothing serious. Most of them 

had only been interested in using him as a contact for acting jobs. He was definitely not ready 

to be trapped again in that kind of situation. Unless someone real, someone fun, showed up. 

Amy’s face came to his mind. Nope, not this time, again. 

 

“Will you stay for dinner?” his dad asked for the second time. 

 

“Yes, why not? If there’s any emergency, they’ll call me. I feel hungry just thinking about 

Mom’s cooking.” 

 

“I prepared some carrot cream, orange duck, and mashed potatoes. Is that OK?” asked his 

mom. 

 

“It’s more than OK, Mom. I love you…and I love your meals even more!” joked David. 

 

** 

 

An expensive car parked in front of the house as Amy was giving a last touch to her makeup. 

She hated to wear makeup; it was so itchy. But tonight, there was no doubt that she had to 

tolerate it. She was looking out the window when she heard Nathan yelling, “Your daaa-ttt-

eee is here!” What a clown, I swear. He could have gone to that friend’s reunion earlier. 

 

“First time I’ve ever see you like this. It’s hilarious what a famous actor can make you wear,” 

exploded Nathan. 

 

Amy scowled at him and got out the door quickly. She did not want to be teased anymore. 

Deep down, she knew her uncle was right; she was totally not herself. But she forced her 

brain to suppress that weird feeling. 



 

Flowers came out first from the car’s back door followed by Jason’s handsome face. He froze 

suddenly and wrinkled his nose, staring at something behind her. “There’s a man staring out 

the window.” 

 

“Oh, that’s my uncle. The one you met yesterday. He can’t believe you invited me to dinner, 

actually.” 

 

“Why not? You look delightful in that cute dress,” fawned Jason. 

 

I’d rather that reaction than my uncle’s laughing tears. Jason interrupted her thoughts to ask 

if they were still going to The Forks. Amy nodded gently and got inside the car. 

 

“Thanks for the flowers. They’re really pretty.” 

 

“I know it’s a little tacky, but it’s a must for me.” 

 

Must. As in…I give flowers every time I have a new date? Feeling a little strange, Amy tried 

to figure out how many dates the actor had been on before tonight. According to David, a lot. 

She swallowed heavily, trying to erase the bitter taste in her mouth. 

 

“So have you decided which restaurant we’re gonna eat in?” asked Jason. 

 

“Sushi, if you agree. My uncle told me about a great one.” 

 

“Sushi sounds good to me. Show me the place. I’ll follow.” 

 

It was not a fancy restaurant, but Nathan had only great words to say about it. In the back, 

people were watching an old TV. At the front counter, an electric train brought everyone’s 

food. Pretty weird concept, but Amy liked the originality. A remote table was waiting for 

them at some corner. 

 

Jason was heavenly handsome tonight. Everyone’s staring! Last night, she thought the tux 

had given him some fake class. But tonight, in a casual shirt and a tweed jacket, he was still 

edible. 

 

“Have you decided yet?” asked Jason. 

 

“Hmm…I think so. You want to share an appetizer?” asked Amy. 

 

“Of course. Anything you want. I’m actually not a sushi expert. Maybe you should order for 

me.” 

 

“May I offer you a drink?” offered a waitress, interrupting their conversation. The girl looked 

pretty hypnotized by her notepad until she lifted an eye from it. Then she almost choked. She 

drooled for a moment and finally articulated, “May I suggest some wine for you?” 

 



“That’s a great idea…hmmm…Leslie. What would you recommend?” 

 

“Well, we have an excellent Chardonnay,” the waitress stammered. 

 

“If you recommend it, that’s the one we’ll have,” Jason decided with a killer cutie face. 

 

“Great, and what will it be? I mean, for dinner.” 

 

“We’ll take some tempura to share first. And two chef’s choices from the last menu’s page,” 

replied Amy. 

 

The girl suddenly shifted her attention to Amy in complete surprise. Did you think, Leslie, 

that he would have a whole bottle alone? 

 

“It was really nice of you to accept my invitation tonight,” commented Jason once the 

waitress was busy with another table. 

 

“I’m pretty sure nobody has ever declined the offer,” teased Amy. 

 

“Yes, we can say that. But I’m really pleased by your presence tonight. You look even more 

beautiful than yesterday.” 

 

Amy stayed silent, stunned by the lovely compliment. The actor’s gaze, suddenly more 

intense, pushed her to look down at her boring paper napkin. She started twisting it intensely 

between her fingers. Soon enough, it would turn into confetti. Are you trying to make a swan 

or something? Leave the freakin’ napkin and say something. Anything! 

 

“So how did you decide to become an actor?” asked Amy, suddenly rubbing her spoon as if 

there was an imaginary stain on it. 

 

“I always liked theater. Even when I was in high school with David. Then one of my parents’ 

friends, who was working in fashion, offered me a modeling job. A good opportunity to start. 

And that’s how it turned out. I modeled for a couple of years and then got little supportive 

acting roles in movies. And, well, you know the rest.” 

 

“That’s interesting. And how did David become your agent?” 

 

“Back in high school, he was a real good business getter. He started his own company at 

sixteen. You know that? Probably not. A surfing school. He didn’t have a clue how to surf, 

but he managed a business out of it. So when I became sort of popular, I told myself, ‘You 

need that guy.’” 

 

“I see,” she said, picturing at the same time David surfing on the California waves. 

 

“And how about you? How did you decide to become a teacher?” asked Jason, who was 

probably good at faking interest. 

 



“Well, probably by mistake. I hated my last job and got a hint from my uncle about a teaching 

replacement job here.” 

 

“How old are you, actually?” Jason asked, awkwardly taking a piece of sushi between his 

chopsticks. 

 

“I’ll turn twenty-eight soon.” 

 

He seemed relieved to hear Amy’s answer. “And how about your family—do you miss 

them?” 

 

“Well, I haven’t been here for a long time. But yes, I do miss them. They’re great people. 

They’ll probably be here around Christmas.” 

 

“Nice. I’ll see if I can make it too.” 

 

Make it where? She was confused about his insinuation about a future trip to Winnipeg. Was 

he really serious? She wondered suddenly if David would travel too. She finally whispered, 

“That’ll be lovely to see you again.” 

 

The waitress interrupted them again—a good thing as Amy was still stunned by their most 

recent conversation. A brand new feeling of hope was building inside her. She came back to 

reality as she noticed the check upside down carefully directed for only Jason to see. 

 

“Do you often receive phone numbers on your checks?” half teased Amy, who had noticed 

the waitress’s careful gesture. 

 

“You noticed. I’m really sorry; it does happen,” he apologized. “Do you feel like going for a 

walk? I would like to see that river.” 

 

“That’s actually a great idea. I’ve wanted to explore it myself but hadn’t gotten the time yet,” 

she answered positively. 

 

The fact that Jason threw away the waitress’s number on their way out felt somehow like a 

relief. Breathing some fresh air also made Amy feel good. But her date was almost over. 

Besides a possible visit for Christmas, right now was probably her last moment with Jason. 

 

She looked around at the beauty of the site. Everything was still so green, even if fall was 

becoming more and more obvious. Trees and leaves would soon leave colorful impressions. 

She loved fall; she had always loved that season. It was the perfect time of year to walk 

outside with a warm wool sweater and a scarf. Hearing the dead leaves scrunching under her 

feet was one of her favorite sounds. There was nothing she loved more. Then, a few months 

later, the landscape color would totally change again. White would soon enough replace all 

the green. 

 

“So tell me. What’s your hometown like?” Jason inquired. 

 



“You need to see it yourself. You’d really fall for it.” 

 

“Well, one day I will. Tell me more about it.” 

 

“Hmm…Quebec City is great. There’s the old part of it, which is magical to visit. You can 

have a quiet breakfast in a small, typical French bakery and take a walk by the Castle 

Frontenac. You can also enjoy some waterfalls. People are nice and quiet. There are a lot of 

green areas. Outdoor sports are the most common thing to do,” Amy described with 

inspiration. 

 

“I must say you sell your place very well.” 

 

Jason had listened to every word, paying attention only to her. Maybe she had had a wrong 

first impression of him. He was not pretentious or egocentric. He was not the womanizer he 

seemed to be described as. Who cared about what David had said about Jason’s astronomic 

quantity of girlfriends? She had no proof of that gossip. 

 

Jason invited her to sit on a bench by the river. She looked at the water running. It was a 

perfect night in Winnipeg. Actually, it was impossible to dream of better weather. Nice place, 

nice weather, lovely company. 

 

“Thanks for your company tonight; may it never end,” whispered Jason in the most charming 

voice as he got closer. He softly touched her face and moved his lips from her ear to her 

mouth. Amy closed her eyes to enjoy the moment she had waited for the whole evening. 

 

“Hey! Jason! Amy! What are the odds?” shouted a loud voice from a distance. 

 

Oh, crap! 

 

** 

 

Jason had left a note in David’s suite. When he came back from visiting his parents, he had 

read it with surprise. Jason and Amy were together, having dinner, probably chatting and 

having fun. Relaxing in his room was no longer an option. He had to find them. He had to 

move. 

 

He had taken the first cab he could find to The Forks. No time to walk. He had looked 

everywhere to finally find them on a bench, too close to each other. But he had stopped there. 

Was he doing this for the right reason? To avoid a disaster. After a first kiss, he knew too 

well what was coming next. He could not let that happen. Amy was a sweet girl, not one who 

deserved a broken heart. Or was that really the main reason for his intervention? 

 

“It’s a great night to walk by the river, isn’t it?” 

 

“Yes, it is. What the hell are you doing here?” asked Jason, confused by his friend’s sudden 

presence. 

 



“Well, I came back early from my parents’, and I didn’t feel like watching a movie, so I 

decided to come for a walk after seeing your note. I had forgotten how great The Forks is. 

Thanks for reminding me,” David made up. 

 

“Have a seat,” Amy said, a bit baffled as she moved a little farther from the actor. “We’ll 

make some room.” 

 

Her expression was calm, too calm. There was no anger in her face.  

 

Worse…disappointment, David thought. I ruined her perfect moment. God! If only she 

understood why.  

 

“So did you two guys have a great night?” David inquired. 

 

“A great one, yes. It’s easy when you’re in good company,” replied Jason, winking subtly at 

Amy. 

 

She blushed slightly at Jason’s insight.  

 

Oh no! There’s that look in her eyes. The “I’m-totally-falling-for-him” stare. Is she that 

brainless? She can’t be, not her. 

 


