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“Listen up everyone, tomorrow is the annual
fundraiser, I expect all of you to be on your best behavior.” said
Brendon Plumb. He was surrounded by actors, stage hands and people
of various roles.

Among the group were two newcomers to the
theatre troupe, Christopher Walker and Gemma Bale. They were new to
the troupe, but not to the way the systems of donations came in,
parties meant wealthy supporters, which meant they could operate
and put on the next production.

“Here we go.” whispered Christopher to Gemma,
they laughed quietly and showed each their best fake smile.

Christopher was a well-built young man, with
red curly hair, who had left his small town and you guessed it,
come to the city to chase his dream.

Gemma on the other hand, was a classically
trained ballet dancer, but knew that she should expand her skill
set, due to the young retirement age of dancers. She had a dancer’s
body, with wider hips than the typical ballerina.

The upcoming show would be a take on A
Midsummer’s Night Dream, but set in modern times, in an urban
setting.

“You wouldn’t believe what that doctor
Chantal Tundran did to…”Christopher and Gemma overheard another
veteran actor telling another in passing.

He had heard stories of supporters getting
drunk and assuming their money gave them certain rights.

Christopher shared a tiny apartment with a
few other actors and it turned out the Gemma had moved in with some
dancer friends on the floor below. Rent was ridiculous, like it is
in most major cities.

Orders were, all men in the troupe were to
wear a tux and the ladies were to wear the closest thing they had
to a gown. Christopher and his rooms did their best and were glad
they went with clip-on bowties.

Gemma met Christopher and his roommates in
the elevator on the way down, she wore a sequined blue gown, her
hair tied back in a bun.

“You clean up nice.” he said to her.

Outside the ballroom Christopher and Gemma
jabbed either with their elbows playfully, until she hooked her
hand around his arm and she let him walk her into the
gathering.

“Smells like…” Christopher trailed off.

“Money?” added Gemma.

“Not the word I was going to use, but okay.”
he said with a cheesy grin.

Brendon moved among the crowd, schmoozing the
important people, introducing troupe people to supporters. He stood
next to plump middle-aged woman and waved Christopher and Gemma
over.

The two had released their arms by this point
and greeted Brendon and the woman.

“Chantal, these are the two new additions I
told you about, Christopher and Gemma.”

Christopher and Gemma each took a turn
shaking the woman’s hand.

“You two, this is one of biggest supporters,
Doctor Chantal Tundran.”

Doctor Tundran held Christopher’s hand a bit
longer, she looked the young man over a bit too long for
Christopher’s liking. He remained polite and made small talk.

Both young actors managed to work their way
free and mingled with the crowd long enough to gain Brendon’s
approval.

Champagne tickled their brains and they
walked out onto the street to find that it was raining. Christopher
held his tux coat up to shield he and Gemma from the rain, until
they were inside a cab.

Inhibitions were down and he couldn’t stop
looking at her legs, but he missed the tiny glances she made at his
lips. He leaned forward to make sure the driver knew where they
were going and he touched Gemma’s knee lightly. When he sat back,
his hand slid up the inside of her thigh, pulling away before it
threatened her hem.

Gemma hid the shiver from the touch of
Christopher’s hand, from him and looked out between the taxi’s
front seats.

Christopher repeated his chivalrous act into
their apartment building, just inside the door they stopped while
she put his tails back on. Gemma was inches from him, waited there
and then took the cue and walked with Christopher to the
elevator.

In the elevator, small talk about the party
and upcoming show filled the tiny space, but there was a nervous
tension, that tingle in the air. They leaned against the wall of
the elevator car, their hands rested inches away.

“Thank you for being my date for the night.”
Smiled Gemma, she stood on her toes and gave Christopher a quick
peck on the lips and then walked off the elevator.

Christopher stayed on the elevator as the
doors closed to a wonderful night.

Everyone in the company were so focused on
preparing for the show, they spent any free time, rehearsing lines
of meeting about final details. Gemma and Christopher were no
different, they had busy days and little time for much else.

The two did have several scenes together, but
shared space in their apartments, to the point it was hard to find
a place to be alone.

“This scene, the one with the feather duster,
I think we should practice that.” Gemma said. She sat crossed
legged in an oversized sweatshirt across from Christopher.

Gemma’s roommates moved around the apartment,
it would be a good scene to practice, with so many distractions for
such a physical scene.

Christopher nodded and Gemma read her line,
produced the feather duster from behind her back. She teased him
with it, pretended to tickle his body with it. He grabbed the
duster and lunged forward Gemma fell back, while he supported his
body over her. They looked into each other’s eyes and Christopher
kissed Gemma on the mouth, but it was more than a peck.

One of Gemma’s roommates stopped, clapped and
walked away.

Gemma pulled Christopher’s body into her,
their eyes remained locked far beyond what the scene called for and
he gave her another long passionate kiss. Gemma could feel his
erection grow against her groin, but she looked to her side when
two roommates stood over them, one yelled. “cut.”

“Cold showers for everyone.” yelled one of
the other roommates.

Opening night was upon them, Brendon ran
around like his head was cut off. At the end of the evening, after
the final curtain, he congratulated all of them on a job well done.
There was a party in meeting area downstairs, to celebrate their
opening night.

Christopher changed into jeans and a t-shirt
and went down to meet the others, he wanted to see Gemma, but
Brendon started to bring supporters over to him.

He had to deal with a barrage of questions
and handshakes from strangers, he was forced to be friendly with.
One of them was Doctor Tundran, who Brendon scurried over with.

“What a wonderful performance Christopher.”
She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, she held onto his hand
with a death grip.

Someone walked by with a glass of champagne,
Chantal grabbed it and offered it to Christopher. She held him
captive, Brendon moved around the room but Christopher saw him
check to make sure he was still engaging with the good doctor.

Christopher met Gemma’s eyes, but she kept
her distance, as long as Brendon didn’t force her to interact with
Chantal, she wasn’t going to.

Number three or four, Christopher had lost
track of the glasses of bubbly he had had, Chantal was still at his
side, babbling about his performance and other mundane topics.

Somehow in
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