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	My bag fell to the floor with a heavy thud and I leaned against the door for a moment, glad to be home. Turning to secure the locks, I felt a dull ache in my lower back and silently cursed my dance partner. The life of an aging dancer was one filled with dull aches, a reality I was starting to learn now that I was nearly thirty.

	"Paige? You home?"

	"Hey, Kat." I padded down the hall to her bedroom doorway where I leaned gratefully, tired but still buzzing from the matinee, then post-show dinner and drinks with my castmates.

	Kat sat at her dressing table mirror, a podcast playing on her phone. She was old glam all the way, like a forties movie star. As I watched her carry out her beauty routine, we listened to the conversation coming from her phone, a stand-up comedian being interviewed by the host. The comfort of another night's end settled around us.

	She raised a slender arm, graceful as a butterfly, and finished wrapping a satin scarf around her dreads. Kat wasa dancer like me, but so much better. Enchanting. She moved from the Joffrey Ballet in Chicago to the American Ballet here in New York.

	I've always preferred jazz and contemporary. And I loved musical theater, which had landed me an ensemble role in a revival of Cabaret on Broadway. I loved the show, but I'd been performing in it for well over a year. It was getting close to the end of my contract, and I was trying to decide if I wanted to renew.

	"So how did you know you were getting a little famous?" the podcast host asked.

	"I was in the middle of Illinois," the guest replied, her voice husky and perfect for radio. "A guy with a camo hat told me he liked my set at a club I'd played the night before. Imagine me, this little queer, being approached by this big hunter at a gas station. I was so flattered I almost asked him out. But then I remembered... lesbian!"

	I chuckled. Her comedic timing was great. "Who is that?"

	"Her name is Alexandra Tate. I've never heard of her but she's charming."

	"Mmm," I replied. We listened for a little while longer as Kat continued her skin care regimen. Alexandra Tate had laughter in her voice. I liked it.

	Kat paused the podcast. "How was the show?"

	I shook myself out from under the sound of Alexandra's husky voice. There was something so soothing about it that I'd gotten a little lost. "Same as always. Great audience today. Dev almost dropped me during the second act, which he hasn't done since rehearsals. I have never seen him more apologetic, but now my back is killing me. How was class?"

	She threw me a pot of Aspercreme, a standard in our medicine cabinet. "It was good." Her voice hitched. From all the years we'd lived together, I knew her tics. She was hiding something.

	"What happened?"

	Kat turned and began delicately applying under-eye cream. She paused and met my eyes in the mirror. My expression was fierce, one eyebrow raised.

	"Okay, okay. We went out for drinks after class and I ran into... Ethan."

	I groaned and slid to the floor, my legs splayed out in front of me. I stretched over them, hoping for some relief to my back pain and also maybe to disappear and never hear the name Ethan again.

	"That's a bit dramatic." Kat's voice dripped with sarcasm.

	"Ethan makes me dramatic," I moaned into my knees.

	"Don't I know it."

	I whipped my head up and glared at her. Kat was the only person in my life that I let rag on me about Ethan.

	Ugh.

	Uggghhhh.

	I groaned again and lay flat against my legs, gripping the arches of my feet. I could feel Kat staring at me, and I knew exactly what her expression said: You brought this on yourself, get over it. And even though you're a little nuts, I still love you.

	I heard her move and pick up the cream where I'd dropped it. With the intimacy that all theater people have, she plopped down next to me, lifted my sweater, and rubbed the cream onto my lower back.

	"Thank you." My face was still buried in my knees.

	"Well. I used the last of yours yesterday."

	I snorted. She really was the sister I never had. In the silence that followed, a siren went past the building. Joyous shrieking reached our second-floor window. Queens was alive tonight. Kat's strong hands slid along my back and moved my sweater back down. I sat up, sure my face was red.

	"Are you going to make me ask what he said to you?"

	A devious grin stole over her face. "Yep."

	I swatted her arm and reached for one of her numerous pillows. I hugged it to my chest. Kat's room was warm, decorated with tapestries and throw pillows everywhere. The lamps were draped with scarves which created an intimate glow. I loved it in here. My own room seemed stark in comparison. I pouted at her.

	"All right, I'll stop torturing you. We were at a bar. I saw his face. He caught my eye before I could avoid him, and you know he and I don't have any beef. So... what could I do? He actually came over to me. And we said hi hello how are you great I'm fine. The end. Really."

	I felt humiliation bubble up inside my chest, as it did whenever I thought of the way I'd treated Ethan. Sometimes, when I looked back on how I acted at that time in my life, I couldn't believe I was the same person. What I'd done was inexcusable. It filled me with hot shame every time I thought about it.

	I met Kat's eyes again.

	She sighed. "He didn't ask about you."

	"I know. Why the hell would he?"

	Kat shrugged and reached for me. I laid the pillow in her lap and flopped onto it. She laughed at my dramatics and began a braid in my long hair. "My sweet summer child, you are not the same person you were then. You know that."

	"I just wish I could lobotomize that part of my life out of my brain. He's such a good dude. And I was desperate. I don't even know why, now."

	"I do. You were younger and dumber and he was hot and famous."

	I chuckled. "True."

	"Remember the way I acted with Shaun?"

	"You were a mess. But that was a lot his fault."

	"True."

	I was silent for a minute, contemplative. I sighed and looked up at her. "I never meant to be a villain."

	"No one does."

	We sat that way for a few more moments, the exhaustion creeping into my limbs. The buzz of my show—the audience, the adrenaline—was wearing off and I was ready to crawl into bed. I could tell Kat was, too.

	From the hallway, my phone pinged in my bag.

	"Shit, I forgot to call my dad." I straightened up and headed for the door.

	"Tell Kevin good night from me," Kat said from the floor.

	I turned and smiled at her. "Thanks for letting me have a moment about a relationship that ended a thousand years ago."

	She stood up and stretched. "Always. 'Night, Paige."

	"'Night, Kat."

	If you asked my father, he would have told you that I have always been a little over-dramatic. I have a tendency toward hyperbole in any situation. But when I don't text or call him the second I enter my apartment after a show, he worries. Then he panics.

	So I get it from somewhere.

	I quickly typed out a response to let him know I was okay and threw my heavy bag over my shoulder. My back still ached a little, but the stretching and pain reliever had helped.

	The light from the street peeked through the curtains in my room, and I lit candles in lieu of the large overhead light. This tiny square of space in Astoria, Queens, was my haven. It was quiet, and the blue walls and minimal décor always made me feel calm. Kat had found this apartment, somewhat miraculously. One flyer on one streetlight pole that she just happened to pass. An older woman owned the brownstone and just wanted "a pair of nice young ladies" to move in. While the "nice" and "ladies" description of both Kat and me could be debated, she liked us enough to rent it to us on the spot.

	She hadn't raised our rent in three years. For a couple of performers, it was a godsend. I feared the day Kat found a partner and decided to move out. She and I click. We met in a jazz class downtown and bonded over a shared hatred of fouettés and that we were wearing the same leotard. It was a natural progression to meeting for coffee, then drinks and dancing, then texting constantly, then deciding to move in together.

	My three older brothers were some of my favorite people, but Kat was the sister I had always wanted. And she always listened to me, even when I was being as dramatic as my dad accused me of being.

	Especially with Ethan.

	Whenever I thought about the way I'd behaved with Ethan during our relationship and then when he found someone to love, deep, burning shame punched me in the gut. It was just one of those relationships—he was one of those people, really—that makes you completely crazy. You'd do anything to hold onto them but also feel like you don't deserve them. That's what Ethan was to me.

	Broadway star Ethan Carter. Cinnamon roll Ethan Carter. Broadway's favorite boy, Ethan Carter. Tall and blond and real and kind, his incredible talent impossible to ignore. He was mine, for a while.

	I pulled out my water bottle and sipped as I gazed out of my window. Might as well feel it all now, or I won't be able to sleep. I unearthed the Ethan Memory Box from deep within the recesses of my brain and played them like a movie in my mind.

	We met auditioning. He was going in for a lead, called in by the producers and director. He rarely had to beg for an audition. I was clawing my way through the union Equity audition calls every day, just trying to get in the ensemble of a show, any show. Hell, I would have done a revival of the reviled Taboo if that were offered to me. I just wanted to be onstage. Right after college, I'd gotten cast in a tour of Rent which I thought would launch me into a successful career, but it doesn't always work that way. After a year of touring, I did a few off-off-Broadway things. They went nowhere, but the tour and those shows beefed up my resume. Or so I thought.

	After yet another dance call, yet another number, yet another probable rejection, I stood outside the building unsure of what to do with the rest of my day—and life—when the door opened behind me.

	And there he was. He'd smiled at me, that famous smile that made you feel like you were the only person in the world, the only person who mattered. He obviously felt the opposite of what I was feeling. His audition must have gone well.

	And that was it. For some reason, that beautiful man wanted me to go to lunch with him. Wanted me to be with him. He was so reassuring about my audition, convincing me that maybe this time was the one. We were inseparable for a couple of months. I was completely thrilled and loved every second, but I kept getting rejection after rejection after rejection. And I started to be...  

	Well.

	A little ridiculous.

	He didn't deserve the way I'd treated him. I was having trouble watching his career take off, seeing his sold-out shows full of screaming girls. The stage, television, and indie movie contracts. I wanted to keep him around because he was so wonderful to me. But I also felt that I didn't deserve him, that he deserved someone on his level. So I would pull a disappearing act like it was some kind of test. As the months went on, there were times I wouldn't answer him for days, knowing he'd be getting desperate. Then I'd show up and pretend like I hadn't been gone.

	My life, meanwhile, felt like it was careening in the opposite direction. The bartending I had been doing to sustain myself was taking its toll on me. Every day, I would spend hours in line for Equity calls, and every night, hours behind the bar. And all the while, Ethan was having success after success and still claiming he loved a loser like me.

	He didn't call me a loser, of course. I did.

	In fact, he got really angry when I got down on myself. I would never forget when he'd exploded at me one evening, the angriest I'd ever seen him get. And of course, somehow, it was positive anger.

	Golden boy Ethan Carter.

	"Paige," he'd yelled, exasperated after I'd spent another hour decrying my efforts and the industry and why I couldn't get ahead. "You are one of the most talented women I have ever met! I've seen you dance. I've heard you sing. I've read opposite you. It will come. You will get there, I promise! And then you and I..."

	I'd been staring away from him, feeling shamed. I'd turned and met his eyes.

	"You and I," he'd said, while wrapping his arms around me, "we'll be Broadway's power couple. No stopping us, baby."

	This hadn't made a lot of sense. The biggest fight we'd had was about how he wouldn't go public about me. In the beginning, I'd agreed that we could keep it on the downlow. I understood that. But when we got more serious, he absolutely refused.

	He'd wanted to keep our relationship private, wouldn't post on Instagram or Twitter about me. I had known it was stupid, but I wanted him to. I wanted him to tell the world about me.

	We'd been together off and on for nearly a year. He'd tried to tell me why, something about a stalker and how he didn't want me to be hurt, but I'd ignored that. I could understand that it was scary, but I'd thought a second stalker was unlikely.

	I hadn't been very nice about it, because it hurt my feelings that he didn't want to talk about me in public. I didn't think it was fair. I mean, here was this man who said he loved me, but he wouldn't tell it to the world? I didn't get it. It made me feel small, like he wasn't proud of me, like he didn't think as much of me as he said he did.

	My self-esteem had plummeted.

	Still, I'd hung on to him, wanting to believe. Wanting to think that he would want to say something about us once I was a Broadway actor, too. Maybe that's what it would have taken.

	But the day after he'd blown up at me, it all came crumbling down.

	I'd gotten another rejection, but this time, it had been something big. I had gone through seven auditions and soul-crushing nerves for a small role in a new musical. It was down to me and another girl.

	They'd picked her.

	Completely devastated, I'd cut everyone off but Kat, and that included Ethan. He called and texted every day, numerous times, knowing what had happened. But I couldn't face him, not after he'd expressed such confidence in me and my career just hours before.

	I was wrecked. I called in sick to the bar, I cancelled another few auditions that I just couldn't face. I stayed in bed and cried and felt worthless. I considered moving back to Wisconsin. I don't know why this had been the blow to make me feel this way, but I felt everything falling apart, and my golden boyfriend was only getting wins. I didn't know how to face him. I just didn't.

	I couldn't.

	After a week of despair, I got a call from my agent. And this time, it was finally good news. I was in the ensemble of the Broadway revival of Cabaret, which I'd auditioned for months ago and forgotten about entirely.

	I'd gotten a part.

	Suddenly, everything was clear again. Elated, I had hastened over to Ethan's in his favorite lingerie and sundress and we'd made love, by way of apology. I didn't even apologize for disappearing. I'd only asked if he'd missed me, told him the good news, and took off my dress.

	Afterwards, feeling glowy, I had started to daydream about what this would mean for us. I thought this had been what he needed to go public about me, that maybe he could see us walking the red carpet at the Tonys, too.

	He'd exploded, and this time, it hadn't been positive anger.

	He threw me out, accusing me of not listening to him, of going against his wishes.

	That was it. He wouldn't answer me after that.

	It was another blow. But I threw myself into rehearsals and tried to let him go. After a few months, I thought I could reach out and we could be friends, but that wasn't about to happen. He was furious, and it was over.

	And then suddenly, there was this new girl in his life, seemingly the opposite of me.

	I hated it. I hated that I had ruined our relationship, that I couldn't calm down enough to just respect what he needed to feel safe, to feel that I was safe. And I could feel a monster growing inside me when I saw her photo with him on the internet. That she got his smile directed at her... 

	I felt crazed. I saw red. I wasn't thinking. The fact that he wouldn't say a word about me, but all of the sudden, seemingly didn't care that he was with this girl all over the internet?

	After one day?

	Fury overtook me. I had always had a jealous streak, and it reared its ugly head with a vengeance. And so, knowing he wanted to be private, and to be honest, goaded by Kat, I thought I could make him see me again at this fancy gala.

	When I'd finally found him, I had never seen his eyes so cold.

	It was painful. And I did something so vindictive, I can't believe it was actually me that did it.

	I posted a photo of the two of them on Twitter, and through mutual friends, I knew that it had affected them. I had hurt them both.

	And I was so, so sorry.
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	Maybe I should have told Kat not to tell me about Ethan, no matter what she heard. It was nearly two years later, and I was better off without him anyway. Our personalities had never meshed, not really. And clearly, he'd found the one. He and Evie had been together ever since.

	I didn't like thinking about that time in my life. I didn't like trying to justify the way I treated him, but maybe it was just as well. I had seen how far I would go to get "justice." Shocking myself, I could have put their lives in danger. And once I'd gotten onto Broadway and learned about the fervor of the fans...  

	I'm not a villain.

	I watched a few neighbors return home after a late night. I had lost track of time mulling over my past behavior, and physically shook it off. To distract myself, I found the podcast Kat had been listening to and played it. Alexandra was very funny, and I couldn't get over how pleasing her voice was to listen to.

	In the candlelight, I stripped off my post-show clothes and put on my fluffy bathrobe. I ran a hairbrush through my hair, then I headed to the bathroom. Over the sink, I used a cloth to wipe the thick show makeup off of my face. The podcast ended as I turned on the hot water. Alex, as she liked to be called, was incredibly charming, and I was going to look up more of her work. I turned on some music.

	Under the hot water, I listened to "Hold On" from The Secret Garden, one of my very favorite musicals. A thought floated toward me as I hummed along.

	I was so, unendingly, heart-crushingly lonely.

	It's nearly impossible to date when your job is to be onstage during prime dating hours. Eight shows a week, I threw my body around the stage in an ensemble, a job so physical it left me exhausted. I couldn't fathom trying to meet up with someone after. And before a show, I couldn't have a drink, and it would be weird hours anyway. Our call time was 6:30 p.m. We're performers, so our schedules are hard to understand. We're night owls, so we can't be pinned down for normal dates.

	The only people it was logistically feasible to date were other actors, and that seemed impossible, too. I had tried. There had been guys I went on dates with that went nowhere, or somewhere for a little while, or somewhere for far longer than it should have.

	It had been so long since I'd felt a spark with anyone. I was so focused on my career—the auditioning, the prepping, the classes, and then the time-consuming, all-exhausting job itself—that it always seemed like bad timing.

	New York City had always been my dream, and I had been there for over a decade. I moved here to attend the American Musical and Dramatic Academy, the complete opposite of the rest of my family. I came from a working class, small town Wisconsin family. They had seen how hard I had worked my whole life and supported me every step of the way. My dad and brothers drove me to classes and were in the front row of every show.

	But when I got accepted to AMDA, they weren't as on board. New York was too far away and too dangerous. But I headed to the big city by myself anyway. Three bucks, two bags, one me. They came around eventually. My dad even loved to visit. But if I was honest with myself, I had always felt lonely in the city of eight million people.

	With my mind on how far I'd come but how little I felt that I had accomplished, I turned off the shower, brushed my teeth and collapsed onto my bed, hair still wet and heart still hurting.

	 

	§

	 

	Loud trilling next to my face sent my heart pounding straight out of a deep sleep. Due to my phone settings, this could only mean two things: my agent was calling with good news, or my dad was calling with bad news.

	And I had been really looking forward to sleeping in on my Monday off.

	"This's Paige," I slurred blearily.

	"Paige, I'm going to need you to wake up, and fast." Nathan, my agent. As it did every time he called, whether I wanted it to or not, hope bloomed in my chest. I sat up quickly and swished my hand down my face.

	"I'm awake, I'm here. Alert and ready for duty, your honor."

	Nathan snorted at my attempted alertness, but his voice was full of warmth. "I appreciate your enthusiasm."

	I knew this tone. I sat up straighter. "Something good happened."

	"Why else would I be calling you at eight in the morning on your day off?"

	"Rip off the Band-Aid, please." My fist was clenched in my comforter.

	Not everyone got along with their agents as well as I did with Nathan. He fought for me every step of the way and truly believed in my career, and not just because he'd make money from it, too. Having him and his well-respected reputation on my side for the past seven years had been invaluable. He always went above and beyond for me.

	"Sister, you're going to love this." There was a smile in his voice as he dangled this carrot.

	I groaned. "You're killin' me."

	"Okay, short version: New musical. Pre-Broadway run in Chicago. You're up."

	I think I was silent for a full minute. Nathan was patient while I wrapped my mind around this. "What's the part?" I barely dared to breathe.

	"Baby, it's the lead. And you're on the short list."

	This amount of confidence was unprecedented. I swung my legs over the side of my bed and rested my elbows on my knees. My hands were shaking.

	"The lead." My tone betrayed my skepticism.

	"Short list."

	"Short list," I whispered. "How many others?"

	"Three."

	I blew out the breath I'd been holding and flopped back onto the bed. "So to recap: you're telling me that I am going up for the lead in a new musical, the pre-run is in Chicago, and I have a one in four chance of getting it?"

	"That's what I'm telling you."

	"Nathan, I'm going to puke."

	I could almost hear his eyeroll. "You're fine. You'll blow them away. The first audition is on Friday and they're looking to move pretty quickly. The workshop begins in April in Chicago, since they're trying to pull a lot of talent from there. I'm going to let you process this and send over the sides and music. Call me after you read them, okay?"

	"You got it. And Nathan... Thank you."

	"You don't have the part yet. But I always told you. Didn't I always tell you?"

	I smiled to myself. "You did."

	"Talk to you soon. And I don't think I need to mention that this is fully confidential."

	"So rumors will be flying any minute now."

	"Precisely. But do try to keep it to yourself." There was a huge grin on his face, I knew.

	"Will do." We hung up. I locked my phone, tossed it aside, and squealed, pounding my feet on the floor.

	Five minutes later, I had printed the music and sides to the scenes I had to prepare and was thumbing through them in our small kitchenette. The part was perfect. I'd be playing a princess looking for love, but so much more than that. I didn't have much information by way of story, but it seemed to start out as a very normal fairy-tale-romance musical and then turned into something else entirely by the end of Act One. My character would be wronged somehow and would channel that energy into a women-led system of empowerment by the middle of Act Two. The ending was set, as far as a yet-to-be-workshopped musical could set one. She would fall in love with what she really needed in the first place: her sisterhood.

	This was exactly what I needed.

	"Mornin'." An hour later, Kat stifled a huge yawn as she went for the coffee carafe.

	I couldn't contain my grin. "It is, isn't it?"

	She sipped from her mug. "No ma'am, we are not doing enthusiasm on our day off. I thought you'd be a little down after..." She fell gracefully in the chair opposite mine, every bit the elegant ballerina, even this early in the morning. "Well. Today is a day for loafing."

	I sat forward, desperate to share. "I can't loaf today. I have an audition to prepare for."

	Kat perked up, and I found myself once again very grateful that we came from different worlds. A prima ballerina and a musical theater actor don't compete for the same roles, and that was such a blessing. It was easy to be happy for each other when we weren't also secretly envious.

	"What is it?" She slid the sheet music toward her.

	"New musical, and I'm up for the lead." I couldn't contain my glee, even though there was no guarantee I was going to get the part.

	Kat set her coffee mug on the table, letting it sink in. Finally she whooped with joy. "Girl. We knew this day was coming!" She threw her arms around me and then picked up the music. "What is it?"

	"Unclear but it seems really woman-powered. Princess-turned-vigilante-activist, maybe?"

	"I. Am. In."

	I left out the part about me moving to Chicago if I got it. We'd cross that bridge when we came to it.

	"So I'm going to spend most of today shoving this in my brain," I said.

	"Then you'll need brain food and to relax later. Let's order noodles and watch stupid movies tonight."

	"It's a date."

	She kissed the top of my head and picked up her coffee mug. As she glided out of the kitchen, she pumped her fist in the air. "That's my girl."

	My heart was filled with love for her. There is nothing like a supportive best friend to get you through a darkness in your soul, and to share the good moments with.

	 

	§

	 

	"Thanks, Joss. See you tomorrow." I hung up my phone, a voice lesson scheduled, and the last thing on my to-do list complete. Kat uncovered our takeaway ramen and cued up Dumb and Dumber.

	"Oh, you meant really stupid movies tonight," I said.

	"I don't play. Sit. Eat. Decompress."

	I knew she could see that my nerves were starting to get to me. The aftermath of Nathan's good news and the excitement of going up for the role had faded, replaced with the ever-present hum of anxiety I got before every audition. And the rumor mill began flying, of course. Broadway is a laughably small community, and any attempt at a closed audition process would be for naught, no matter what. I'd gotten texts all day from my friends but kept my promise to Nathan. I stayed mum. However, I now knew at least two of the three other women going up against me. And they were good.

	Really good.

	One had already originated a role and been nominated for a Tony. Another, Jazzy Summers, had had Broadway leads since she was a fifteen-year-old and never stopped. She was a true powerhouse. And I'm sure the mysterious third was just as seasoned. I had no idea why I'd been chosen to be in this elite group. I was just in the ensemble of my first Broadway show. I didn't have many credits besides the Rent tour, a few off-Broadway things and the requisite Law & Order: SVU episode. I wasn't even the victim or the killer, just a receptionist at the killer's office.

	I made a mental note to ask Nathan if he had any idea why they had called me in for this. Was it a mistake? A cruel joke? I was nervous it was maybe both.

	"Paige," I heard Kat say.

	I shook my head and realized I'd been standing, staring down at my spicy miso ramen in a total daze.

	She pulled me down beside her on the couch and I tucked my legs under myself.

	"I know you're nervous, but you were called in for a reason, and they're going to love you."

	"Yeah! I'm really lovable." I was feigning confidence.

	"And you're talented. So woman up! Eat your ramen and let's watch these idiots ride a scooter to Colorado."

	I snickered as she pressed play. Jim Carrey being foolish was exactly what I needed, and the spicy noodles cleared my head.

	 

	§

	 

	"Paige Parker?"

	I looked up from the sides I was staring at blankly, my nerves on edge. While I was screaming on the inside, I gave the short blonde woman a beatific smile. "That's me."

	"Right this way, they'll see you now."

	"Thank you."

	I put my bag over my shoulder and followed her into the studio. I smiled over at the pianist and then my gaze fell on the table of the producers, director, and various other production staff. They were lined up in front of the vast window from which a breathtaking view of Midtown could be seen. My heels echoed in the silent room as some of them smiled at me and some of them pursed their lips. A few weren't even paying attention to my entrance, just staring down at the various scripts, headshots, open laptops, and notes that scattered the table. One man with a slight build and wild brown curls, seemed to refuse to look at me.

	It was one of the most intimidating moments of my life.

	Given what I knew of the character arc, I had chosen a chaste high-necked blouse paired with a leather mini-skirt and knee-high boots. Girly and badass. I felt powerful. I felt prepared.

	I felt like I was going to puke.

	But instead, I smiled and set my bag down on a chair off to the side. I strode to the middle of the room and turned to face them all.

	"Hello, my name is Paige Parker and I'm reading for the part of Cassandra."

	"Great to see you, Paige," a bald man in a smart blazer said. "We're looking forward to seeing what you have for us."

	"Why don't we start with the music first?" A woman in black-rimmed glasses too big for her face leaned forward, the rings on her fingers glinting as she folded them under her chin. This was Andrea Arroyo, a total legend, and the director.

	I pretended that everything inside of me wasn't roiling and stepped into Cassandra's mind. Everything I was about to do had to project confidence. "Sounds great." I nodded at the pianist and he gave me an encouraging smile. That was nice.

	I sang through the bars they'd assigned and felt amazing. My voice was strong and clear and decisive, exactly what the
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