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	Henry ♫

	 

	Tonight

	…continued

	 

	Henry was certain Dion could hear the pounding of his heart. This moment in his life was so stunning, it was difficult to comprehend. He gazed around the beautiful limo and took a sip of champagne as if that would calm his nerves. 

	Dion's warm hand landed gently on his jiggling knee.

	He bit his lip and met Dion's eyes, sheepish. 

	"It's going to be fine, Hen. I promise. This will be fun, in fact." Dion gave him the grin that set his heart racing. The grin he hadn't been able to resist since high school. 

	His heartbeat slowed, but only slightly. "I know. But I'm still coming to terms with…" He gestured to the other-worldly-handsome blond man sitting across from him. 

	The man smiled wide. "Henry, it's been over a year. Please get over me already." Ethan Carter sat back as Dion and Henry laughed. 

	"I know, I know. But it's tough to compute admiring you for so long and now calling you a friend." Henry relaxed a tiny bit more.

	The redhead sitting next to Ethan smoothed a blond curl out of his face, her lips curving into a smile. "It does take some getting used to." 

	Ethan kissed her temple. "I'm just a dude."

	Everyone scoffed at once, dissolving into laughter. Henry wrapped his fingers around his champagne flute. He knew there was no way to escape the nerves tonight. And he needed to be on top of his game.

	It was going to be a very important evening.

	The limo pulled up to the curb outside of the Manhattan Center. It lined up behind others, from which Broadway stars were emerging. The annual Broadway Cares / Equity Fights AIDS Gala was about to begin. Henry felt his stomach knot again, his heartbeat kick up. It wasn't so much about meeting all of his favorite Broadway stars—his partner just called them friends, for goodness sake. It was more about the slim box in his pocket and the ring it contained. 

	Ethan gave him one last smile as the limo door was opened from the outside. Cheers erupted as the crowd around the red carpet realized who was getting out. Ethan blew out a breath, clearly calming nerves of his own. 

	Henry felt mildly reassured that Ethan was feeling nervous, too. He watched as Ethan reached back for Evie's hand. She winked at Henry as she got out of the car. 

	Dion nudged him in the side with his elbow. "There's nothing to worry about, love. They're just people. Just hold my hand and smile."

	Relaxing only slightly, Henry watched Dion climb out of the car, then accepted his hand to climb out and stand beside him. 

	The love of his life, the reason for most of his laughter, squeezed his hand three times as they made their way to the step-and-repeat and red carpet. I love you. 

	Beside Dion, he was happier than he'd ever been, even now, when crowds were cheering Dion's name and flashes went off in every direction. Besides the Tonys, the BC / EFA Gala was Broadway's biggest night. Money would be raised, performances would be given, and the Broadway elite would dance the night away in the swanky ballroom. 

	"Can we get Dion alone, please?" one of the photographers shouted from the front of the scrum. 

	Henry looked to Dion, who smiled and brought him in for a kiss before letting him go. 

	More cheering. 

	Blushing, Henry stepped aside and watched Dion shine. His dark green tux was made of shot silk that caught the light. He put one hand in his pocket and smiled hugely, his dark brown eyes shining. He kept his hair in short locs these days and one fell onto his forehead, which he swept away. 

	Henry couldn't believe Dion was his. All that handsome, all that sweetness, all that sexiness. All his. He looked a few feet beyond Dion where Evie had stepped aside for Ethan. She caught his eye through the assistants and publicists and waved, mouthing, "Wild, right?"

	Ten minutes later, the foursome entered the Manhattan Center where they could hear an orchestra playing in the grand ballroom. They crossed through the foyer as the doors were opened by tuxedoed staff. Henry felt another fluttering in his stomach. One step closer to the rest of his life. 

	The ornate ballroom was where uplights cast gold and purple that stretched up to the art deco ceiling. Broadway stars, looking glossy and somehow, talented, mingled and sipped from champagne glasses. Henry spotted Toby Anderson seated at a small cabaret table talking to Paige Parker and her partner, Alex. He saw Dev Reddy on the arm of famed ballet dancer Kat Drummond, laughing secretly. Simone Baxter was holding court, the first trans woman to win a Tony for Best Featured Actress in a Musical. She was surrounded by the elite of the elite, the folks Henry had admired since he became a #theaterkid in middle school.

	Idina Menzel chatted with Jeremy Jordan near where Kristin Chenoweth laughed at Santino Fontana and Kara Lindsey. Josh Groban and Annaleigh Ashford toasted each other. Chip Zien, an original cast member of Into the Woods, laughed at something Sutton Foster said. Harvey Fierstein's unmistakable voice carried over the ballroom, booming out a story to Stark Sands and John Gallagher, Jr. 

	What even was his life right now?

	Ethan nudged him. "You know how I’m just a guy? These people are all just guys." 

	"Thanks." Henry smiled up at him. He was just a guy. 

	"Also, I’m just a guy and you regularly see me naked. So." Dion kissed his temple and held out his hand. "Shall we?"

	"Let’s go." Henry slipped his hand in Dion’s and together they walked down the short flight of stairs to the main floor. Dion escorted him around the ballroom, catching up with old friends who were delighted to see him since he’d left the city a year ago. Henry, beginning to relax as everyone proved they really were just guys, gratefully accepted a glass of champagne from Evie. They clinked glasses.

	"The first time I came to this thing, I thought my skeleton was going to leap out of my skin." She sipped, her green eyes dancing.

	"I feel like I don’t even know what I’m saying." 

	"You’re doing great, love." Dion brushed Henry's dark waves off of his face.

	"Dion!" The voice came from behind them. Henry and Dion turned.

	Oh my god. 

	Jazzy Summers. Followed closely by Mateo Williams. Jazzy was a legend, working on the stage since she was fifteen years old, and a Tony winner. And Mateo… well, he was an obsession of Henry’s, stemming from his pop star days. That crush had depleted somewhat when he learned that Dion had lost out on a principal role because of Mateo. But still. His magnetic presence could not be denied. 

	He watched as Jazzy and Dion hugged tightly and suddenly, Mateo was speaking to him. The Mateo Williams.

	"You must be Henry." His smile dazzled. 

	Henry felt Mateo’s hand clasp around his own, large and warm. Mateo Williams was touching him. "I… yes. I’m Dion’s… you’re Mateo Williams."

	Mateo laughed aloud. "I am. And that’s Jazzy."

	Jazzy, her arm around Dion’s waist, gave him a warm smile. "Hi, Henry."

	"Just people, Hen." Dion winked.

	A bubble of laughter suddenly burst out of Henry, softly at first then growing as he tried to contain himself. "You’re right. Absurdly talented people. But people." He put a hand on his chest. "It’s a pleasure to meet you both." 

	It seemed he had laughed the nervousness out of him. And the second glass of champagne helped. For a few moments, they chatted amicably until Simone sidled over. From what Dion had told him, Simone was Jazzy’s best friend along with being one of the most talented people in the room. She had a smile on her face like a secret. 

	"I know that look," Jazzy said. She pulled Simone closer to the group. "You’ve got gossip."

	"The hottest of goss." Simone peered at Dion. "Are you okay with hearing about a certain producer?"

	Henry felt Dion tense beside him. It had been over a year since they'd last seen Blake Upchurch, Dion's controlling ex-boyfriend. And the only reason they had seen him had been all Henry's fault. It all turned out okay in the end, but it had thrown them both for a loop. Dion had spent a lot of time healing in the last year and a half, but Henry knew hearing Blake's name would probably make Dion's stomach clench.

	"Yeah, I'm fine. As long as nothing good happened to him."

	Simone's Cheshire Cat grin grew. "Oh, the opposite." 

	"Ha." Henry let a laugh escape under his breath. 

	Jazzy ticked up an eyebrow. "Did he get something he deserved?"

	"Deliciously so. Brace yourselves. I have this friend in the DA's office. He was my lawyer when I was setting up my business accounts. Afterward, he ended up changing the trajectory of his career."

	"After working with you, he changed his entire job?" Jazzy snorted, amused. 

	"Shut up. He had put his resume in for it beforehand. Anyway." Simone took a drink, clearly enjoying the raptness with which the four of them were paying attention. "Apparently… someone wasn't reporting their business income exactly correctly."

	She let that sink in. 

	"Blake? Really?" Dion did not look at all surprised. 

	Simone widened her eyes and nodded like she'd just taken a bite of the richest chocolate cake.

	"I hope this doesn't hurt any shows he was involved in," Mateo said, obviously concerned about his friends in the business.

	"No, he hasn't been attached to anything for ages. I know he was trying to get a show off the ground right after getting kicked out of your hometown, D. But it seemed like no one wanted to work with him." Jazzy always kept up on the latest Broadway news, apparently. Part of her famous meticulous nature, Henry guessed.

	Henry smirked. Dion caught it and shared his own. Kicking Blake out of Peoria was one of the most satisfying moments of both of their lives. 

	"This is pure speculation, but my guess is that someone he was trying to work with told someone else about something shady… and his finances started being investigated. But you didn't hear it from me. We
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