A small girl with piercing cobalt eyes and bobbing russet hair fiddled with the drawstring on her pants. It had been two weeks since the audition, and she would be finding out today whether or not she made it. Her stomach lurched when she thought back to that day, however, she told herself for the millionth time that she didn’t screw up…at least not that badly…and continued to the longest and hardest process of all. Waiting.

 

She had always said that the worst feeling in the world is not knowing, and the fact that she wasn’t sure what she was going to do for the rest of her life only added to the initial edgy sentiment she received when contemplating the glances in her direction. 

 

RING RI—

 

“Hello?” She was quick answer the phone.

 

“Janie…any news yet?”

 

Much to the young girl’s dismay, instead of a deep baritone voice on the other line, she heard her best friend’s instead. “Marissa, chill, okay? I said I would call you as soon as I heard. And I will. Just hang up…he may be trying to call.”

 

“Well, jeez, sorry I was even born then!” There was a twinge of hurt in her pitch. 

 

“Mar…I’m—I’m sorry. I’m just really stressed out now, but there is still no explanation as to why I’m getting it out on you. Forgive me?”

 

“Of course I do. Now, hang up this freaking phone! You never know when he might call…”

 

“Oh. Right! Thanks, Mar. You’re the best.”

 

“I know, I know. No autographs, pl—“

 

With a shake of her head, Janie quickly hung up the phone. Marissa would get over…

 

RING RIN—

 

“Hel…Hello?”

 

“Yes, is this the residence of Ms. Janie Pierce?”

 

“Yes…this is she.”

 

“Ms. Pierce, this is Johnny Wright from Jive Studios.”

 

“Hello, sir. How are you today?”

 

The man chuckled. “I’m doing just fine. And just so you know, so is Chris. He finally recovered from you stepping on his feet…on several occasions.”

 

Janie smacked herself in the head. “I’m so sorry about that! I still haven’t forgiven myself and…”

 

“Janie, Janie, Janie,” he interrupted. “Don’t worry about it what-so-ever! It has actually become one of the guys’ main jokes now. Chris barely felt a thing…or so he claims.”

 

“That’s good to know,” she sighed.

 

“Well, anyway. That’s not why I called.”

 

“Hmmm…”

 

“I called to actually invite you to join the 2002 Rumors tour.”

 

Janie fell numb. “You…you…you’re kidding me, right?”

 

Johnny laughed. “Would you like me to be?”

 

“No…I’m just…numb. I’m numb right now. Oh my gosh…are you serious?”

 

“As much so as a heart attack.”

 

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Wright…”

 

“Janie, Janie. We’ll be spending the next who-knows-how-long together. Please call me Johnny.”

 

“Well, thank you Mr.…er…Johnny! Thank you so much!”

 

“You’re welcome, dear. You deserve every bit of it. Rehearsals start tomorrow at about fifteen to noon, so be here about ten to fifteen minutes early. We need to run through some standard procedures, you know, getting you used to the grounds and rehearsal rooms…at this time, we’ll give you your assigned guy. You’ll be spending more time with him than any of the others, so we worked with that for quite some time on possible dancers’ compatibilities. Any questions?”

 

Janie was grinning from ear to ear. “No! No questions! Thank you so much again, and I’ll be the best dancer you’ve ever seen!”

 

“I know you will, buttercup. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

 

“Yes…bye!” As she hung up the phone, a small squeal escaped her lips. She finally knew what she was going to do for the rest of her life, or at least for most of it. At that point and time, that was all that mattered to her.

