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“And this is Jason Winter who’ll be playing the male lead General Chang.”

I’ll be honest.

I hadn’t been paying attention.

I’m the author of best-selling novel Bayside Bloodshed, and it’s being made into a movie.

Yay me!

We authors can be a bit precious about our books, so we aren’t usually invited to any cast or crew meetings.

I should have been more grateful and involved, but the Director had said something about a local archaeological dig, and it set my train of thought heading to a different station.

Could I send my hero General Chang to the pyramids?

I was staring out the window at a morning sky so blue and sunny I could almost smell the gum trees and nibbling at some kind of sweet pastry as I tried to work through how I’d get him there.

And what he might do when he got there.

I was slightly annoyed when my train got derailed.

Schooling my face into a polite smile, I turned to greet the star and gasped as I looked up at the General himself.

I mean really, Jason was exactly what I’d imagined as I wrote Chang.

Dark eyes with ridiculously long lashes, dark hair, clean-shaven, lovely long pointy sideburns.

Tight t-shirt revealing just enough lean muscle in all the right places.

What was worse, he smiled Chang’s sardonic smile, seeming to understand my shock and surprise.

As if it happened all the time.

My stomach lurched, and for an instant, I thought I might throw up on him.

He held out his hand to shake.

I transferred the pastry to my left hand, wiped my sticky right one down the leg of my jeans and offered it to him.

His hand was warm and soft as it enfolded mine. He smelled of sandalwood soap.

Just like Chang.

Did he do it deliberately?

“Ms Mason,” he said in a rich baritone, bowing his head a little, “pleased to meet you.

“I haven’t read your book, but I’ve heard it’s good. I’m looking forward to bringing Chang to life”.

I swallowed.

So far as I could tell, he was doing an excellent job so far, but he was making me very uncomfortable.

And he didn’t seem in any hurry to let my hand go.

Which was fantastic!

But I was starting to hyperventilate and didn’t think passing out at his feet would be a good look.

I had to get away.

At last my Celebrity Author Persona clicked into place, “I’m sure you’ll do well Mr Winter, I look forward to seeing your interpretation.”

I tried to pull my hand back, but he held it firmly, pinning me in place with his gaze.

Like an ugly moth mounted on a dusty museum board in an antique cupboard.

He was going to make one hell of a General Chang.

Fortunately, the Director forced him to let me go by introducing me to the female lead - the Poor Girl didn’t stand a chance against Chang.

I said something suitably encouraging (at least I hope so).

I’m often at functions making inane small talk with readers, but not usually with my back to a long streak of gorgeousness.

Thankfully it was soon time to leave the actors to their first rehearsal, and the Director handed me over to the Producer to introduce me to the crew.

I couldn’t help myself but look back as I walked through the door, and Chang, I mean Winter, was smiling slightly as he watched me leave.

I tripped over my feet as I exited stage left.

So.

Not.

Cool.

The Producer, it turned out, had read the book. In fact, he loved it so much he was probably the reason it was now going into production.

I left my foolish starstruck writer in the corridor, firmly buttoned Celebrity Author Persona up to my chin, and set myself to charming the pants off him and the crew.

I signed copies of the book and told them a little about how the idea came to me, and the story grew.

We walked around the half-constructed sound stage, and they explained how the sets and rigs would be put together.

It was fun, and really much more interesting than I expected.

I asked lots of questions because you never know when some of this stuff might come in handy for a story.

And I had heaps of fun trying out some of the rigging. 

I got the impression that a lot of people are more interested in the actors than the behind the scenes stuff, but when you think about it, you can’t get much more behind the scenes than the writing.

These were more my people than the actors.

Several dirty but happy hours passed before I got the sense that it was time to leave, I wanted to play a bit longer, but it’s always better to go out on a high.

The Producer escorted me to the main entrance and called for a car to take me back to my hotel.

I meant it sincerely when I thanked him for an exciting day and assured him I was fine to wait on my own.

I sprawled comfortably in a seat outside the empty reception room, legs outstretched, hands folded across my stomach, head leaning back.

My face was towards the sun, and I closed my eyes and took a deep breath of river scented air.

There was a lot to think about, and I wanted to re-board the Chang goes to Egypt train of thought before it left for good.

Not to mention enjoy some fresh air, and quiet time alone to recover from the day’s event.

It’s not a coincidence that writers are introverts.

But, no such luck.

The car that pulled up next to me was driven by none other than Jason Winter.

Who crawled out of the tiny red vintage E-type Jaguar convertible.

The same car I gave Chang.

“I’m heading in your direction, can I give you a lift?”

I really didn’t want any more to do with Chang just then.

Five minutes on top of the months I’d spent in the visceral act of creating him was already too much for one lifetime.

I know that sounds contradictory given I was already thinking about his next adventure.

But in my defence, that was more along the lines of sending him out for groceries than sitting in a tiny space that was already too small to contain his essence, let alone me as well.

Might as well sit next to a time bomb waiting for it to go off.

“No thanks, a car’s been ordered for me.”

He leaned back against the front wing, crossing his legs and hooking his thumbs in his pockets.

“Well, actually, it hasn’t. I overheard the order and cancelled it.”

How rude!

“You’ll be waiting a while if you don’t come with me.”

He drew on the ground with his toe and looked at me from lowered eyes in a head turned slightly away from me.

Classic Princess move.

It seemed I had no choice but to get into his absurdly tiny car. 

Could I keep it professional?

He’d already seen me in my usual shambolically absent-minded writer guise.

Worth a try.

I reengaged the Celebrity Author Persona as I stood to walk to the car.

He bolted upright and turned to open the door for me.

Even worse, he offered his hand to hold as I collapsed into the car.

“So, how was your tour Ms Mason?” he asked as we drove off, roof folded back, down the highway into the sunset.

My long dark hair streamed behind me, and my writer’s soul rebelled at the cliché.

Not to mention trying to ignore the heat radiating from his body.

The way he tossed his head to flick the hair out of his eyes.

And how he leaned a little towards me when he glanced at me as he asked the question.

“Oh, I enjoyed it immensely.”

I groaned inwardly. Did I really say that?

What the hell (aside from Chang) was wrong with me?

Was it time to get real and drop the Celebrity Author Persona?

“Look, I’m sorry I sound like an idiot Mr Winter. I just can’t see you through Chang.”

He opened his mouth and took a breath to speak, but nothing came out.

He glanced at me, frowned a little and tried again.

Still nothing

“Do you know, I really don’t know what to say to that.”

“I guess there isn’t anything you can say. It’s like I’ve got you mixed up with your twin. You’ll probably always be Chang to me.”

Oops.

He smiled Chang’s mocking smile again, “Well, perhaps you could start by calling me Jason.”

Distracted by the sunlight glancing off the fine hairs on his forearms, I said “and you can call me Amy.”

Oh my god, I’d told him my real name, not my pen name.

I mean really, what was wrong with me?

“Amy.” The sound poured from his lips like a lovely drink of peaty Laphroaig whisky, and I felt a spark of excitement leap deep inside me.

Not Chang, I reminded myself, but I’m not sure either of us had a chance against the charismatic character I’d created.

I’d never expected to actually meet the man who lived inside my head.

“Yes Jason?”

“I think I’m going to have to buy your book.”

“Are you sure it won’t taint your performance?” Curious writer engaged for the moment.

“Maybe it will give me added depth.”

“Well, I suppose at least you’ll have a better idea of what he’s thinking.”

I let the Celebrity Author Persona take the lead again.

My poor writer’s brain was miles away, already imagining what it would be like to stand on the red carpet with him at the film’s premiere.

Wearing high heels with something long and shiny, feeling his arm tighten around my waist as he told reporters how much he loved my work.

In his deep sexy voice.

In between adoring gazes.

“Sorry, what was that?” I’d lost track of the actual conversation again.

I had to get rid of him before I started muttering the imaginary one.

“I said we’re here.”

“Oh, thanks! Look, if you want to read the book, I’ve a copy in my room you can have.”

Oh well done Amy, now you’ll never get rid of him.

“That’s okay, the studio gave me one, I just didn’t bother reading it.”

Ouch!

I climbed out of the car, “Ah, Okay. Well, thanks for the ride Jason. Perhaps we’ll meet again once day.”

And I fled, like a coward, before I could let anything else slip.

Or him say anything for that matter.

Safely inside my overly luxurious production funded hotel suite, I poured myself a whisky (so I could drink the sound of his voice) and fired up my laptop.

Who exactly was this Jason Winter?

Well, it seemed he was famous.

Not that I should have been surprised about that.

He’d made a few critically acclaimed and highly popular action films, been nominated for a couple of awards and won one.

Was regularly seen about town with any number of pretty starlets.

(Why are they called starlets anyway, is it because despite appearances they’re still babies?)

He was a couple of years younger than me, and grew up on a dairy farm in a country town.

He’d modelled a bit for pocket money at Agricultural College, and been “discovered” shooting a commercial for jeans.

He liked to go back to the farm periodically to “get back
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