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  *~*~*~*~*


  This story is a work of fiction and the characters and events in it exist only in its pages and in the author’s imagination.


  
About Forbidden Broadway


  Charlie Perkins grew up in the middle of nowhere. His mom, the local dramatics teacher, instilled in him a lifelong love of musical theater. He sings and dances, but he gave up his childhood dreams of performing professionally and got his nursing degree before moving to New York City to work in home health care.


  Nate Sonntag is a serious businessman. He gives his all to the success of the import/export company he inherited from his father. Working all those extra hours is also a convenient way to avoid dealing with the emotional fallout of the traumatic events that placed everything in his hands.


  When Nate contracts Charlie’s agency to care for his elderly grandfather, he ends up getting far more than he expected. Charlie doesn’t know what to expect, but he’s perplexed when Nate tells him that under no circumstance is he to mention anything about the theater in his grandfather’s presence. The subject of Broadway is strictly forbidden!


  This is not Tolstoy; but it is a masterfully drafted story of a young man with stars in his eyes and a heart full of love, who becomes the inadvertent saviour of a badly broken and unhappy family.


  —Ulysses Dietz, Prism Book Alliance


   


  This is, at heart, a comfort/healing story, a feel-good story. With naughty bits! Includes: a wild ride on a motorcycle, one VERY particular dog, a meddlesome dance teacher, a nosy roommate, and a truly sparkling Happily Ever After!


  —Dani(ela), Goodreads reader


   


  I loved this romance! Charlie was so peppy, and all the secondary characters were fun too. The setting was great (I recently saw two plays on Broadway). Everything about this story was fun!


  —Kevin E. Davis, Goodreads reader


   


  Oh, I liked this story! The author has sprinkled great Broadway show tunes and musicals throughout as he tells the tale of Charlie and Nate. Their love story is low-angst, and they fit together like... well, like the perfect lyrics with the perfect melody.


  —Crabbypatty, Gay Book Reviews


  Dedication


  Forbidden Broadway is dedicated to the memory of Alice Mooney, who set aside her dream of performing professionally to raise children and to nurture the talent of young aspiring performers, assisting them in realizing dreams of their own.


  The benefits of the love and kindness she invested in her family, her students, and so many others will be paid forward without end.
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  All the world’s a stage,


  And all the men and women merely players;


  They have their exits and their entrances,


  And one man in his time plays many parts…


   


  —William Shakespeare, As You Like It, Act II, Scene VII
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  Act I


  Act I, Scene 1


  “Five, six, seven, eight. Shuffle-step, change. Sway. Shuffle-step, change. Sway. Turn, turn, turn—Stop!”


  Charlie froze in place and winced—more from the cacophony of Seth’s hands collapsing onto the keyboard of the old upright than the thwack of Barbara’s cane striking the floor or her shrill command. He and his fellow dancers turned to face front, grim expressions all around, while their teacher strode across the studio to confront them.


  “Strode” might have been overstating things. It always astonished him how a woman built like a yardstick, and with a serious limp, could move with a speed and authority that put powerful locomotives to shame. She marched straight up to Charlie, stepping right into his personal space, and looked him in the eye. Her mouth was drawn in a thin line, but he couldn’t miss the slight twinkle in her eye as she slowly shook her head. He knew he’d spun in the correct direction, but in his peripheral vision he’d seen at least one of his classmates going the other way.


  She turned and began pacing down the row of dancers, stopping every few steps to give each person an assessing stare. At the end of the line, she turned and came back in his direction, passing him and inspecting the troops to his other side. Once she’d bestowed her gimlet eye on all eight of them, she moved back to the center, looking at no one in particular and asking, “Melinda? Does this turn sequence begin to the left, or to the right?” Mel cleared her throat and, in a meek voice, allowed as how it began to the left. “Charlie? Is there any pattern to the turn sequences in this number?”


  “Yes, ma’am!” No one had trouble hearing Charlie; he projected to the balcony. “Every turn sequence in this number begins to the left.”


  “Thank you, both.” After one more slow sweep of her gaze up and down the line, she went on. “I made it that way because I thought it would be simpler. I don’t know what else to try.” She shook her head again. “If you’re not sure, your best bet will be to keep one eye on Melinda or Charlie and follow them. Better you’re slightly behind, than turning the wrong way and running into someone.” She closed her eyes and bowed her head, her nostrils flaring as she inhaled deeply. Her lips pursed as she released the breath, and when she looked up, she was smiling. “Okay. Not the end of the world. The other three group numbers are in great shape, and we have two more Thursdays to get this one tightened up and polished. Any questions before we try again?” No one stirred. “All right, we’ll take it from—” she looked toward the piano “—is it bar one-twenty-eight, Seth?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “All right. And… Five, six, seven, eight!”


  Everyone turned to the left at the appropriate time, and they made it through to the end of the number with only a few more brief interruptions for minor corrections and adjustments. There were a few groans and some murmuring when Barb announced they would run through the whole thing one more time before calling it a night. They moved to their starting positions, and Seth began the intro.


  Charlie had an uncanny knack for memorizing choreography. No matter how hard a combination, by the time he'd performed it twice it was like his body took over on autopilot. Tonight, he was more grateful than usual for this aptitude, because his mind kept wandering to tomorrow morning. Starting a new assignment wasn’t normally a big deal, but this one…


  Before he knew it, the music had stopped. Everyone was breathing hard, and Barb had a big smile on her face. “Good job, everyone! Next week we’ll work this number first, and then see if we can get through all four without stopping.” Heads nodded with varying degrees of credulity. She took one more look up and down the line. “Thank you very much for all your hard work, and—” turning once more to the piano “—thank you, Seth. I’ll see you all next Thursday. Please be ready to begin at seven sharp.”


  The crowd dispersed, people heading for the changing rooms, and Barb came over to him. “Have you given any more thought to your solo?”


  “I have. I really want to do ‘Being Alive.’”


  Her expression went from hopeful to crestfallen. “No chance of ‘What I Did For Love’?”


  “You know that’s one of my favorites, but it’s just not calling to me the way ‘Being Alive’ does. And, I was thinking, Alison could do a great job with ‘What I Did For Love,’ if you two haven’t already settled on something else.”


  “No, I’m sure she’d agree to it, it’s just…that solo leads into the finale, and I wanted you for that spot in the lineup.”


  “Why?”


  “Like Mama Rose always said, ‘If you’ve got a strong finish, they’ll forgive you for anything.’”


  Charlie chuckled and glanced away, pleased by her compliment but embarrassed. “Alison has an awesome voice. She’ll give you your strong finish. And besides, there’s not going to be anything they’ll need to forgive us for.”


  “You think so?”


  “I know so. You’ve done an amazing job putting this recital together, and I can’t believe how lucky we are to have so much talent. There’s really not a weak link.”


  “I agree…mostly.” She scrunched up one corner of her mouth. “I mean, the ‘dancers who sing’ all have strong voices. But there are a couple of ‘singers who dance’ who could dance a little better.”


  “Thank you for not naming names—though, of course, I know exactly who you mean—but you’re like The Miracle Worker. Six months ago, those two were tripping over their own feet, even on easy combinations. Now they get all the way through whole routines with only a few mistakes. You should be proud.”


  “I am.”


  A wave of gratitude washed over Charlie when he thought of how lucky he’d been to have found Mrs. Barber’s School of Song and Dance, in Brooklyn, shortly after moving to New York a year before. Barbara Barber. He still had to quell a laugh every time her name came to mind. When he’d first walked into the school and introduced himself, he must have made a face when she said her name. She’d immediately explained that she was born Barbara Simmons and almost didn’t marry her husband, Jerry, due to the ramifications. True love had won out in the end. And their love had survived some rocky years following the accident that ended her dream of dancing on Broadway. Charlie knew about letting go of big dreams. He’d done it deliberately, as a matter of practicality. It would have hurt so much more if those dreams had been suddenly snatched away…


  “…at seven, right?”


  “Sorry?” Someone’s been dreaming.


  She laughed. “Welcome back. I was saying, I’ll see you Tuesday at seven. We’ll work on ‘Being Alive.’”


  “Right. Tuesday. Seven.” He cracked a wide grin. “Thank you, Barb.”


  She pinched his cheek and winked. “You betcha!” she said with a nasal twang, mimicking his accent and mocking his Minnesota vernacular. He loved the way they kidded each other. She was fast becoming the big sister he’d never had.


  He ducked into the changing room and got into street clothes quick as he could. Tomorrow was going to be a big day, and he wanted to review the file and still have time for a good night’s sleep. He pushed through the doors at the front of the school, ready to fly down the street to the subway, but stopped on the top step when he saw one of his classmates halfway down the stairs, rising from where he’d been seated and turning his way.


  “Hey, Charlie.”


  “Hey, Joel.” It had only been seven or eight weeks since Joel had joined their little troupe. He was a terrific dancer—he’d picked up all the routines in no time—and he had a beautiful voice. Charlie was looking forward to finding out what he’d be singing for his solo. Joel was also easy on the eyes. His face was angular, and the angles all worked to his advantage. “What’s up?”


  “I was wondering if—” Joel looked away for a second “—if maybe you’d like to go out sometime?”


  Charlie came down to stand on the same step, and he smiled. “I’d love to go out sometime, Joel—get to know each other better—but I gotta be honest, I’m not really looking to hook up with anybody right now.”


  “Oh.” That flicker of dying hope was unmistakable. Joel took a breath, righted the angles of his face, and the corners of his mouth turned up a bit. “Yeah. That would be good. You know, I just moved here a few months ago, and I haven’t had much time for making friends.”


  “I know how you feel. I’ve been here a year and—Look, Joel, I need to get going. Tuesdays are usually good for me. I’m here from seven to eight for voice, so, before or after that?”


  “Sounds good.”


  “My number’s on the class roster. Text me, okay?”


  Joel nodded, and Charlie gave his shoulder a squeeze before taking the remaining steps two at a time and dashing for the Greenpoint subway stop.


  As he half-trotted along the avenue, the jaunty rhythm and haunting melody of “Another Hundred People” echoed in his head. The lyrics always reminded him there’d been a time before smartphones, when people who wanted to be in touch had to rely on an answering service—with an actual person—to connect them. Of course, that led his thoughts to Bells Are Ringing and Judy Holliday’s small, sad voice bemoaning the end of the party when she realizes sexy Jeff Moss will never be hers. And then, just like every time his brain played Connect The Showtune Dots, it ended up on “Love, I Hear” from A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum. He sighed when an image of a tunic-clad, nineteen-year-old Tucker Kirkland popped into his mind, that insouciant smile as bright and clear as if the man were standing there in the flesh. Oh…Tuck’s flesh—


  “’Scuze me!” A burly lady jostled his shoulder as she edged past him to the turnstiles. He discovered himself standing, hand in the side pocket of his bag, fingers clasping his Metrocard, as they had been for who knew how long. He gave his head a shake to erase the vision and moved to follow the woman onto the platform. He needed to get a life that didn’t revolve around musicals. Yeah, right! Like that’s gonna happen.


  He took a seat by the door of the sparsely populated car and allowed the swaying of his body, in concert with the train’s movement, to lull him back into his dreamy reminiscence. Tuck had been the star of the high school basketball team. He was tall—well, duh!—and slender. Almost willowy in a way, but muscular at the same time. Maybe rangy’s the word? He had light-brown eyes and a shock of dark hair that always seemed a little out of control. He was totally devoted to sports, but he also sang in the church choir and had a voice like an angel. Well okay, a deep, sonorous baritone angel. Much to his coach’s chagrin, Tucker had landed the starring role of Pseudolus in Forum, their senior musical. Charlie got the part of Hero so they’d had lots of scenes together, and sharing the stage with Tuck had been a dream come true…


  The train pulled into Jackson Avenue, and he moved to the doors as it slowed. He could stay on one more stop to Court Square and then transfer from the G train to the 7 which would double back two stops to Vernon Boulevard, only a couple blocks from his building. That would save him a fifteen-minute walk, but by the time he waited for the 7 it ended up being quicker to hoof it. Some Thursday nights, if he was totally beat, he would go the lazy way. Tonight, he was in that weird space of being equally tired and excited. He wanted to get home ASAP.


  While his feet strode purposefully along the street, his mind returned to Tucker and that magical, horrible night five years earlier: the final performance of the show, striking the set, and a cast party that didn’t even start till almost midnight. They hadn’t been celebrating long when Tuck pulled him aside, surreptitiously showed him a few cans of beer in his messenger bag, and suggested they take off together. At that moment, he’d been certain his dreams really were coming true. His wet dreams anyway.


  They’d found a discreet spot to park, and after some frantic necking, Tuck had admitted he’d never done anything like that before but had to know what it was like. Charlie had never done it either, though he’d been desperate to try, and he couldn’t believe his luck. His first time was going to be with the boy he’d been ogling since even before he’d figured out what ogling was. He started with some hand-job action and then managed to situate himself with his knees on the floorboard so he could lean over the console and take Tuck into his mouth.


  The sensations were startling. Nothing like he’d imagined—and he’d imagined it a lot. Tuck’s dick was hot, and it was rock hard but smooth and soft at the same time. The aroma of shower gel mixing with sweat seemed to set Charlie on fire. But beyond the sensory overload lighting up every nerve ending in his body, the thing that had surprised him most was how perfectly Tuck’s cock fit in his mouth. It was like hand in glove—two things that were just obviously meant to go together.


  He’d thought they were only getting started when Tuck groaned and bucked his hips and grabbed the sides of Charlie’s head. The next thing he knew, Tuck was spurting into his mouth. Charlie held on until Tuck settled, and then he pulled off, rolling Tuck’s load around on his tongue. He’d experimented with tasting his own, and Tuck’s was similar but had its own unique tang. He swallowed and then looked up to find Tuck staring down at him—only for a second before he turned his head, looking out the windows like maybe he was afraid someone had seen. His attention snapped back inside the car, and he started fumbling with his zipper. When it was up, he cranked the engine.


  Charlie was confused. “Aren’t we gonna—”


  “No. We’re not.” Tuck’s face was a blank. “Look, um…that was great and all, but…I can’t do that to you.”


  “Can’t?”


  Tuck’s stare turned icy. “Right. Can’t. Sorry, dude. This was a mistake.” He shifted into gear and they rolled forward. “Don’t know what I was thinkin’. We better get you home.”


  Charlie was dumbstruck. What was I thinking? That the school’s top jock and I were going to live happily ever after? He managed to get himself turned around and seated while they drove across the gravel lot, and he was just buckling his seat belt when Tucker gunned it, fishtailing the turn onto the main road. Charlie leaned his head against the window, ignoring the stony silence between them, and he willed himself not to cry. The next day, he’d called Tucker, not knowing what to say. He’d asked what he could do to make things better. Tucker had told him it would be better if he didn’t call anymore.
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