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Adrian 
Stage managing the play After Romeo and Juliet is my chance for a big break. Academy Award-winning actor Peter Erickson is making his directing debut. Sexy-as-hell Cole Hamilton is starring as Paris. My problem? The actor playing Cole's love interest Benvolio is a dud whose acting evokes a dead fish. So he’s out as soon as I can line up the adorable ginger who I’ve been crushing on for years. He’ll be perfect, but convincing him to put himself out there will be a challenge. I’ve put my reputation on the line for this play. Can I persuade Joel, or will I be left without a believable leading man?
Joel
Why I chose acting as a profession is truly beyond me. I’m shy. Like, really shy. Sometimes, though, magic happens. Especially when Adrian coaches me. This new play? He seems to think I can be a leading man opposite Cole Hamilton in a gay romantic tragedy. The problem? I’ve never kissed a man. So I ask Adrian to teach me. And he does. But can I move from kissing the sweetest guy to intimidatingly sexy and famous Cole? More importantly, how will my heart handle never kissing Adrian again once the curtain comes down on the show?
Ginger in the City is a 15k short story about taking risks, being brave, and grasping for what you’ve always wanted. Starring a very potty-mouthed stage manager and the first actor he'd rather coach offstage.
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  Dedication



Renae - thank you for this one

Meg – those were great days

Jon – because you’re so talented

Wendy – for love and support

ELF – for always being there to save my ass
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  Chapter One


Adrian

“Charlie, if you don’t get off your fucking knees, get that dick out of your mouth, and get on this stage in the next five seconds, I'm going to sink my shoe into your ass which will make you unavailable to all the horny extras for the next week.”
Hans, with a protective hand over his cock, moved away slowly.
After a long moment, Charlie glanced up at me. “I’m tying my fucking shoe.”
“Do I look like I care? On stage. Now.” No way was I going to be cowed by a fucking actor. I’d been stage managing since graduating from college more than a decade ago. I’d heard it all.
Charlie, however, was the least of my problems this morning.
I pivoted back to Borris. “What do you mean you can’t gay kiss Cole Hamilton? First, sexiest man in…” I floundered. Saying Vancouver, where we were located, felt way too small. British Columbia? Canada? I eyed the six-foot-two gorgeous hunk of a man with piercing, deep-blue eyes and black hair that went to his shoulders.
Fucking sex on a stick.
“Sexiest man in the world.”
Cole snickered. “Like maybe, this room.” He meant it. The guy was nothing if not truly humble.
Borris glared.
Cole held up his hands. “Sorry, you’re better looking.”
Which was a fucking lie. And Cole was being way too nice about this clusterfuck.
I returned my attention to Borris. “You knew this was a love story. Between Paris and Benvolio. In the aftermath of Romeo’s and Juliet’s deaths. The secret love affair. I know you got a copy of the script. A script I’ve read a few times myself. They kiss is a clear stage direction. Not once, but four times. Oh, and the scene where they’re naked in bed together. This show is closer to PG than X-rated, so you get to keep your underwear on. But, to be clear, kissing Paris—Cole—isn’t optional.”
Borris ran his hand through his short-cropped light-brown hair. The director, freaking Peter Erickson—yes, that Peter Erickson—wanted it dyed orange. This asshole actor kept coming up with excuses.
Given the color was a wash that would fade out in about eight weeks—just after the run of the show ended—I honestly couldn’t see the problem.
I advanced toward him and gestured with my chin that he follow me to stage left, away from everyone else.
He leaned in.
“Look. I get that you’re not gay. But you’re going to kiss Cole, and you’re going to do it in the next three minutes, before Peter Erickson arrives, or I’m going to tell the director he needs to replace you.”
“You wouldn’t.” Borris glared.
I chuckled. “Try me.”
“I’ll get you fired.”
I laughed. “Good luck with that.”
“You’re just a—”
“I’d watch yourself.” I leaned in close. “I’m going to assume you were just going to be derisive of my job and not the color of my skin.”
He blanched. “No…I mean…”
Yeah, that’s what I thought.
Ninety-nine percent of the people I worked with treated me like everyone else. That leftover fraction looked at me and thought…I wasn’t sure. That they were better? That I hadn’t earned my place here? I could never be certain. And maybe I was overreacting…but Borris had been pinging loud since the moment we’d shaken hands.
“Sorry I’m late.” Peter Erickson’s voice boomed in the rehearsal space. He sauntered down to the stage. “I could tell you about the joys of parenthood, but I don’t think any of you need to know about that.”
Cole raised his hand. “Uh, my twins are due in just a few months. I’ll take all the tips I can.” He appeared a little pale. His partner, Caressa, was very pregnant these days. And their third, Michael, was just as protective of her as Cole was.
I idly wondered who the father was, reminded myself it didn’t matter, and moved on to things that were my business.
Peter clapped Cole on the back. “You’ve got my number on speed dial. Or Thomas can help.” Peter’s husband, Thomas, was just as good with their two children as Peter was. If the actor-turned-director was late because of the kids, then something must’ve been wrong. Or more important than our play. I respected that. Kids came first. Our charity project, however, should come a close second.
Cole gave Peter a grateful look. They’d met when they’d starred in a little indie movie a couple of years ago—playing gay lovers. Peter had won an Academy Award. Cole, in the intervening years, had won an Emmy for his performance as Justice in the show Vigilante Justice.
I glanced at Borris. “You going to do this or not?” I pitched my voice low enough so only he could hear.
He wrinkled his nose in disgust.
“Perfect, grab your bag and move your butt right on out of here. Don’t let the door hit said ass on the way out. I’ll make your excuses.” I met his dark-brown eyes with steely resolve. “Fuck off, Borris. Before I destroy you.”
I totally would. He’d known what this job involved. Kissing. Fucking gay kissing.
The unprofessional cur strode over, snagged his knapsack, and took the stairs two at a time. He hit the bar to open the door with way more force than necessary, and his ass was gone—all within moments.
I pivoted back to Peter, Cole, and the rest of the cast and crew. “Well, why don’t we practice Cole’s soliloquies? Uh, Peter, can I speak to you?” No, my voice didn’t squeak. But it was a near thing.
Peter arched an eyebrow. The handsome actor—who was primarily known as an action hero—was more salt than pepper these days, but those green eyes pierced. “Certainly.” He pointed to the stage-management table.
We walked over together.
My assistant, Jerri, snagged her copy of the script. She flipped to a page. “Cole, are we good with act two, scene three?”
Cole offered his megawatt smile. “Of course. From Thou art my rose?”
“Perfect.” Jerri sat in the front row as Cole took his place.
The other actors scattered as he was alone during this scene. Well, Benvolio was supposed to walk on stage and hear the last few lines—and realize Paris was talking about him—but obviously that wasn’t going to happen.
I could ask Charlie to stand in, but the kid didn’t have the chops to tackle such a big role. Oh, and he was bulkier than Cole.
Peter’s vision of Benvolio was…a twink.
Borris had fit that perfectly.
Except for the gay kiss thing.
Fuck my life.
Peter sat and leaned toward me as I plopped my butt down as well. “Okay, so I’m going to assume Borris isn’t coming back? That you didn’t just put him in a time out or whatever creative thing you might’ve thought of?”
I winced. “Uh, no, Borris isn’t coming back.” I leaned closer. “So he somehow read the script and figured he didn’t actually have to, you know, kiss Cole.”
“Fucking idiot.”
“Yeah, that was my sentiment.”
“He came highly recommended. He had that guest spot in that series last year…” Peter made some weird motion.
For the life of me, I couldn’t remember the name either. The series was forgettable and had only lasted one season.
Borris’s performance had been electric. And he’d been willing to accept the nominal honorarium to do this play.
Everyone was pretty much working for free since we wanted all the money to go to charity. Well, the actors were donating their time. The crew were being paid—although at a reduced rate. All the more reason we needed everything to go smoothly.
I met Peter’s gaze, trying not to be pulled in by those mesmerizing eyes. And Thomas gets to look at them every day, lucky bastard. “I know a guy. He’s a phenomenal actor. And a ginger.”
“And he’ll kiss Cole?”
“Yep. No problem. True professional. We’ll be lucky if he’s available.”
“Line.” Cole called out, clearly a little frustrated.
We were still several weeks out from opening night, but the perfectionist liked to have his lines memorized before he ever set foot in the rehearsal space.
Jerri delivered the line. So quietly, I couldn’t hear.
Peter tapped my arm. “Do I know the guy?”
I held up my hand, snagged my phone from my back pocket, and scrolled. Thank God Joel had an IMDB page. Not many credits, since he did more theater than film and television, but a decent number and a great photo.
Peter put on his reading glasses—and looked adorable in them—as he slowly scrolled on my phone. Finally, he handed the phone back. “You can get him?”
“I’ll do my best.” I didn’t know Joel’s schedule for the next few weeks, but I figured he’d make it work. A starring role with Cole Hamilton would be an incredible opportunity.
“Okay, make it work.” He pivoted his attention back to Cole. “I think I’m needed.” He went to Cole’s side while I went to Jerri.
I deputized my second-in-command to take charge. I stuffed my copy of the script into my messenger bag, and then I booted out of there.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
USA TODAY BEST SEITING AUTHOR

GABBIGREY







