
  
    
      
    
  


		
			Synopsis

			Sometimes, the girl who has it all—really doesn’t.

 

			At first glance, high-school basketball superstar Logan Watts is living the American dream—perfect grades, perfect appearance, perfect boyfriend, and a college athletic scholarship already lined up. But if people looked deeper, they’d see Logan is plagued by the loss of her older brother and unending internal questions about what’s missing from her life. Logan’s world is turned upside down when she catches Carter Shaw—the witty and stylish head of the school newspaper, and the only out lesbian in school—staring at her in class.

 

			A high-school romance is not on Carter’s radar. She just wants to survive the year so she can move on and enjoy the freedoms of college. But when a chance encounter puts her alone with Logan for hours, Carter discovers just how much they have in common.

 

			And Logan realizes Carter could be that thing she’s felt was missing all along…
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Praise for the works of Riley Scott

			A Time to Speak

			This book is a romance, murder mystery, political statement, and family drama all rolled into one, and it pulls off all facets in fine style. Amelia is in the closet, so far back in it she could see Narnia. Dominique is a great blend of strong with a hint of vulnerable. Alongside the two leading women, Scott has also created portrayals of some key figures in the town. When I first started reading these multiple points of view I feared I’d get lost in all their stories, or that it would be spread a bit thin. Groundless fears, it turns out, as Scott’s masterful use of these points of view only adds delicious richness to the story. It is fantastic writing, brilliant weaving of a story, and I couldn’t put it down. Highly recommended.

			-Rainbow Book Reviews

			I really liked the tone of the book. It would be too easy to have created a dark story of inner turmoil and grief, with negative emotions and a violent display of ignorance and discrimination. Riley Scott, however, tells the story with almost a confidence that, even if it is only possible to win the fight with one person, then that one person is important.

			-The Lesbian Review

			Backstage Pass

			Backstage Pass is a celebrity romance with an out-of-control rock goddess and her new PR rep. It’s a little grittier than I’m used to seeing in celebrity romances, and it works well. Reading a new-to-me author is always an adventure because I never know if I’m going to like them, love them, or walk away and never look back. I had never read anything by Riley Scott before, and I was more than pleasantly surprised by how much I enjoyed this book. It’s very well plotted and perfectly paced, and I found myself wanting to shut out the world so I could just focus on Backstage Pass.

			-The Lesbian Review

			This is a great read. Strong personalities, a solid and well-drawn setting and a plausible and well-constructed plot. Riley Scott fills in detail on a wide range of characters as well as Raven and Chris, creating a good grounding for the plausibility of their interactions. Their behaviours are believable, and even when Chris breaks her own rules we can see how she has been swept up in the rush of life on the road.

			-Lesbian Reading Room
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About the Author

			In addition to having published poetry and short stories, Riley Scott has worked as a grant and press writer and a marketing professional. She holds a degree in journalism. Riley’s love for fiction began at a young age, and she has been penning stories for over a decade. Her days and her writing alike are fueled by strong coffee, humor, people watching, and just enough daydreaming to craft imaginative novels. She lives in Pensacola, Florida, with the love of her life and their three beloved dogs, as well as six chickens who provide comic relief, as well as breakfast. 
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Chapter One

			Around her, sneakers squeaked on the cheap tile of the school hallway. The fluorescent bulbs overhead whirred, and in the distance, Carter could hear the click of someone’s heels. 

			Who was impractical enough to wear heels to high school? She shook her head, drowning out the noise of the hundreds of voices, and focused on the book in her hand. 

			“Could you be any more predictable?” Her best friend, Aiden, leaned against the locker next to her, smiling. He was always far more chipper than should have been allowed before eight o’clock in the morning. 

			“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She shrugged, marked her place in the book with a receipt from this morning’s coffee purchase and shoved it in her locker.

			“Let’s see.” Aiden laughed and held up his hand to count off his list dramatically. “Number one, we’ve got the oversized iced coffee, despite the snow on the ground outside. Number two, we’re reading Poe this morning. How very on-brand and gloomy for you. And, number three, what is that lip color?”

			Carter brought her hand up to her mouth, defensively touching her lips. “What’s wrong with it?”

			“It’s amazing,” he said, shaking his head. “It’s not an insult…It’s just…it’s purple.” 

			“I thought I’d try out something new.” She pushed her glasses up on her nose and looked him up and down. “You’re one to talk about predictability,” she said, shaking her head. “You look like you’re ready for a job interview at a CPA firm.” 

			“Is the bow tie too much?” He adjusted it and ran a hand through his shoulder-length blond hair. 

			“Probably, considering we’re only on our way to AP English.” 

			“Here,” he said, handing her a breakfast burrito. “This is to keep the peace after interrupting your reading.”

			“Thank you,” she said, taking it and inspecting the yellow wrapper from her favorite breakfast joint. She held the warm gift in her hand and breathed it in, smiling as she saw the writing on the side of the wrapper. “Egg, cheese, potato, and green chile?”

			“Would I get you anything else?” 

			She thought about hugging him, but offered a smile instead. As she unwrapped the bundle of joy—a true gift from the gods if there ever were one—she glanced across the hallway and watched as the doors from the gym opened. 

			Freshly showered, and somehow miraculously put together, the basketball team breezed into the school building as if they were on a runway. She could picture it—a fog machine, dance music playing, and each of them taking their chance to walk down the hallway and do a turn. She shook her head. Even without the added theatrics, it was quite the show. Morning practices were another gift from the gods, she decided. She tried to swallow a bite of her burrito and choked, as her mouth went dry. 

			Was it considered gay panic if she wasn’t afraid of her sexuality, but was just a lesbian who had anxiety around every pretty girl she saw? She pondered the thought, as she forced herself to look away from the beauty before her. Of course, there were a couple of them who stood out, but all of them had the power to turn her into an even bigger sports fan than she already was. 

			“You show every emotion on your face.” Aiden’s laughter beside her drew her out of her thoughts. “Why don’t you try talking to one of them one day?”

			She shook her head, quickly dismissing the notion.

			“Oh, is there one in particular?”

			“No,” she snapped. “There’s not. And there probably won’t be. Not here anyway.” She sighed and looked at the calendar in her locker. “Not until next year.” 

			“Why not?” 

			She stared at him, trying to figure out if it was ignorance or just his lack of dating that made him ask the question. Perhaps it was a little of both.

			“In order to have a relationship between two girls, both parties involved have to, in fact, like girls.” She exhaled sharply and took another bite of her burrito.

			“You’re going to sit there and tell me that not one single female basketball player at this school bats for your team?”

			“Oh, come on, I know you know that’s the wrong sport,” she shot back, looking back to where the crowd of players had now dispersed. 

			Directly across from her, she watched as Logan Watts chatted with her boyfriend, Barrett. She heard Logan’s laugh ring out into the stuffy air, changing the atmosphere for a second and adding an ethereal element. Logan smiled and turned away from him, pulling her thick, long hair into a ponytail. Its color was like amber honey, somewhere between blond and brunette, and adding yet another layer to Logan’s beauty. As she reached up to secure her hair, the movement pulled her hoodie up just above the top of her jeans, exposing the small of her back. 

			Carter looked away, not wanting to exploit the moment. 

			“What is wrong with you?” Aiden asked, stepping between her and Logan. 

			“Nothing.” She finished her burrito and walked past Aiden, tossing the wrapper in the trash. “Thank you for breakfast. I’ve got you covered tomorrow.” 

			“Deal.” He grabbed his books and fell in step beside her, as they followed Logan and Barrett toward the English room. 

			Barrett grabbed Logan’s hand, and Carter winced. 

			“Are you jealous?”

			“No,” she said. “I mean, not of him.” She kept her voice low, her eyes never leaving their entwined hands. “I just don’t think they have any idea how lucky they are.”

			“Those two?” Aiden stopped and turned to face Carter. “They’re in a sham of a relationship if I’ve ever seen one.”

			“They look pretty happy to me,” she said, craning her neck to watch them for another second as they turned around the corner.

			“Word on the street is they don’t even sleep together.” 

			Carter laughed at the grimace on Aiden’s face. “You know, first of all, that’s none of our business. Second, you don’t have to have sex with someone just to be in a relationship.” 

			“True.” He popped a piece of gum in his mouth and nodded, as if he was considering the fact. “But, I guess her logic is that she doesn’t want to get pregnant and screw up her scholarship to UNM.” He shifted his weight and his stack of books to gesture with his right hand. Holding his hand in the air, he wagged his finger. “Everyone knows there’s birth control.” 

			“She doesn’t owe anyone an explanation, not even Barrett. If you’re trying to make me feel better, this weird anti-feminist shit isn’t the way to do it.” 

			“Sorry.” He glanced down to the floor. “I guess you’re right. Just seems like there’s something missing there.”

			“There might be, but as two people who have virtually zero dating experience, I don’t think we get a say.” 

			“Fine.” He resumed the walk to class and put his arm around her. “But, I’d like the record to show I called it when they don’t last.” 

			“Noted.” 

			As she took her seat, she fought to keep her eyes off Logan. Was it lust or a crush, or was she just enamored by someone who looked so confident, so at ease with herself? Liking girls was confusing sometimes. She bit her lip, as she watched Logan fish something out of her backpack and then lean back in her chair. 

			The level of coolness, without all the usual jackassery that came with it, just seemed impossible somehow. Logan stretched her neck side to side and glanced over in Carter’s direction. She smiled and nodded, before turning her eyes to the front of the room. Carter’s breath caught in her throat. She dropped her pencil to the desk, grabbing it quickly before it rolled to the ground. She gulped and looked down at the floor to still her thoughts. She’d been caught staring like a creep. 

			She grabbed the Hydro Flask from her bag and took a long sip, hoping her heart rate would return to normal at some point. 

			





Chapter Two

			Mr. Garcia droned on about calculus in front of the classroom, and Logan was sure her eyes were going to glaze over. No matter how many times he explained it, none of it made sense. Sure, she could memorize formulas and plug in numbers better than most, but what did it even mean?

			She felt a sharp sting in her right shoulder and winced. Rotating it slightly, she bit her lip to quell the pain. She glanced around, making sure no one noticed. The last thing she needed was for word to get back to coach that she was still hurting. She’d managed to pull it off well enough for the past week and wasn’t going to let a lingering injury keep her from continuing into the most important year of her career. Still, she felt like she was a thirty-something, always being overly careful of how she moved or slept so she wasn’t in pain. 

			Leaning back in her chair, she resisted the urge to pull the hood of her sweatshirt up over her head and lay down on the desk. The early morning practices, combined with evening practice, homework, and trying to have a life outside of it all had taken their toll. She looked around the room, wondering if anyone else understood this more than she did. Glancing over her shoulder, one seat back and to the right, she saw the girl who had been staring at her this morning. Carter Shaw, editor of the Albuquerque Prep Gazette. They were in three honors classes together, and Logan had seen her around throughout the years. She was sure there was more to the girl, but she was best known for her school newspaper and for being one of the smartest students in the school. 

			They’d never spoken, but Logan was sure if anyone understood calculus, Carter did. She always had her head in a book and seemed to ace every test she ever took without a struggle. Logan smiled, thinking of how Carter’s weekly column in the school paper always held some sort of wisdom, a deep message, or even just musical suggestions. She watched Carter as she scribbled on the page in front of her.

			Was she taking notes? Was there something noteworthy happening, or was she drawing because she was as bored as everyone else in the class? Logan wanted to lean back to get a closer view, but knew doing so would catch the attention of Mr. Garcia. The last thing she needed was to get busted for not paying attention—again. She stifled a sigh. What was the point of paying attention if she still got As? 

			She’s definitely drawing, Logan decided. Amused, she watched the furious scribble of Carter’s pencil. Her long fingers were smudged with pencil markings all the way to her fingernails that were painted with black matte polish. Somehow, Carter had gotten past the fashion police enforcers that usually patrolled the halls, making sure no one wore hats or baggy pants, and she was proudly and adorably rocking a dark beanie. It was like the cherry on top of a sundae, the way it paired with her plaid flannel and high-waisted jeans. Logan’s smile grew, as she thanked the powers that be that their school board had voted to abolish school uniforms. 

			If nothing else, it gave her a chance to observe the world of fashion through others. She looked down at her favorite red hoodie, with her number, eleven, emblazoned on a basketball in the middle and her last name across the back. Maybe she’d try to dress in a trendy fashion one day. 

			“Miss Watts, what do you think?” Mr. Garcia’s voice boomed.

			Her cheeks grew hot, as heads around her turned in her direction. Carter’s gaze was first, locking eyes with her for the second time of the day. She dropped her eyes to the ground and then stared at the board covered in letters and formulas. She racked her brain. They’d been going over the Mean Value Theorem all morning, and she could recite the formula and even solve the problem on the board, but truthfully she had no idea of what he’d even asked. 

			She’d been so deep into admiring Carter’s outfit that she’d spaced out the last half hour. She cleared her throat. 

			“I don’t know,” she admitted, leaning back in her chair. 

			She heard giggles in the back of the room, but knew they weren’t directed at her. For some reason, a handful of her classmates always thought it was cool to blow off everything the teacher said with nonchalance, so by her dumbing it down, she’d just earned more ‘cool points.’ She gulped, detesting the cool points, even as she was thankful for the fact she wasn’t the laughing stock. 

			“Let’s focus our eyes up here then,” Mr. Garcia said. He gave her a tight-lipped grin and tapped his marker on the white board. 

			She nodded and hoped the blush on her cheeks wasn’t noticeable. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Carter stare at her curiously, while rolling her pencil through her fingers, as if trying to solve the puzzle. Only this time, it wasn’t the Mean Value Theorem. It was Logan. She straightened in her chair and leaned forward, doing her best to at least feign interest in the subject at hand.

			Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She furrowed her brow. The last thing she needed was another thing vying for her attention, but she let curiosity win. She glanced at the screen. It was a text from her best friend, Josie. 

			What’s going on with you? 

			She looked over her left shoulder, where Josie raised an eyebrow in her direction. 

			She gave a thumbs-up sign and turned back around. Her phone buzzed again, but this time she ignored it. By the time the bell rang, she bolted for the door. 

			She needed to focus on getting through her next class. She glanced at her phone to check the time and made a beeline for her locker to switch books. As she rounded the corner to the row of lockers, she stopped in her tracks. Barrett was already waiting for her, and he was pacing in front of her locker. 

			“What’s up?” She looked him up and down. When he said nothing, she stepped around him and switched out the book in her hand for her chemistry book. 

			“Why am I getting texts that you were drooling all over the smarty spice lesbian during calculus—so much so that you couldn’t answer a single question?” 

			“Lesbian?” Logan crinkled her forehead. “What?” As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she gasped. Her mouth went dry, and she shoved her hands in her pockets. She opened her mouth to speak, but her thoughts ran rampant. Carter was a lesbian, so everyone clearly thought that’s why she was staring. “No,” she said, looking down to the ground and then around her. Even though no one was looking at her, she felt like all eyes were on her. “I wasn’t.”

			“What’s going on then? Two of the guys were texting me about how you couldn’t seem to tear your eyes away, and you had this goofy, lovestruck smile the whole time.” 

			“I didn’t.” Logan shook her head. “I like her beanie. I want one.” 

			He eyed her carefully, then shrugged. 

			Logan cleared her throat and grabbed Barrett’s hand. “Hey, why are you jealous of her? I’m with you.”

			“It’s just what a couple of the guys in class said.” He tightened his grip on her hand. “I don’t know. I just wanted to check with you before anyone else said anything.” 

			“News sure travels fast around here.” She shook her head. “It was nothing. It started out because she was drawing something, and I wanted to see what it was. Then, I was thinking about how warm her beanie must be. I think I was half daydreaming to be completely honest. I need to start getting more sleep.” The words tumbled out quickly, as she covered her tracks, but it did nothing to slow her erratic heartbeat. What had she been doing? She’d spent half an hour doing exactly what they said—drooling over the cute lesbian girl in class. It didn’t matter that Carter was fashionable or cute. She shouldn’t even be thinking that way. She was straight. She had a boyfriend, after all. 

			Barrett was talking, but she wasn’t listening. As they parted ways, he leaned in and kissed her, taking her lips in his possessively. She stiffened, but accepted the kiss. He headed off toward his shop class, and she turned on a heel. She laughed at the thought that a man as seemingly tough as the captain of the state championship-winning football team, who she’d dated for three years, could be insecure about the fact that she was admiring another girl’s clothing. She shook her head and made her way to the chemistry classroom. 

			At least Carter wasn’t in this class, and only a couple of quiet kids from the calculus class were here. She needed an escape somehow, and more than anything, she needed to get her head in the game. It was no secret she’d been off recently. That’s how her parents explained it. 

			I know you’re still getting good grades, and you’re killin’ it on the court. Something is just off. 

			She could hear her mom’s voice in the back of her head, but she took a deep breath, exhaling and pushing the thoughts away. There would be time to sort that all out one day, or maybe she wouldn’t even need to. She was young. She was resilient. She’d figure it all out. In the meantime, no one would be the wiser. 

			Taking her seat, she pulled her book from her backpack and flipped to the chapter they’d been studying. Busying herself, she kept her eyes on the pages in front of her. She read in a hurry, and the words blurred. She retained nothing, but to the naked eye, maybe she’d just look like a dutiful student. Maybe she could disguise her panicked inner monologue. She swallowed hard and forced herself to breathe normally. 

			Who cares what anyone thinks, anyway? 

			Her racing heart gave her the answer to her question. Clearly, she cared. But she ignored it, looking straight ahead, as if once more needing the help of the periodic table in the front of the room, even though she’d long since memorized it. She straightened her posture, only to wince again at the stinging pain in her shoulder. 

			Cursing under her breath, she resumed her comfortable slouch. It would seem weird if she presented differently today, she decided. She was overthinking things, but then again, she had a habit of doing that. 

			As Mrs. Washington called the class to order, stepping to the front, draped in a bright yellow dress that could really only be pulled off by someone who deemed herself a mad scientist in jest, Logan took a deep breath. 

			Her normal morning routine had quickly devolved into a state of panic, but it didn’t have to continue in that fashion. Everyone would soon forget about her staring at Carter, and they’d have some other anecdote to share about their own classes. 

			She glanced to the whiteboard, where Mrs. Washington was presenting, and sighed with relief as her body found its way out of its panic response. Opening her notebook, she jotted notes, stopping halfway through her sentence to look at the board and try to comprehend what was being said. 

			For once, she understood the jokes about Charlie Brown’s teacher in the old cartoons her grandma used to play for her and her brothers when they’d visit. She smiled at the memory, and leaned back in her chair. 

			* * *

			“Logan.” Mrs. Washington’s voice was soft and kind, drawing Logan from her dream. Mrs. Washington! Logan’s eyes flew open, and she jerked her body back, staring up at Mrs. Washington’s bemused expression. “Class is over.”

			Logan’s eyes darted around the room. She was the only one remaining. How embarrassing! Had she snored? How long had she been out? She tried to remember, but couldn’t recall anything past the first five minutes of class.

			“I’m so sorry,” she said, grabbing her things, and stepping from her desk. 

			“You’ve been taking on a lot for a student.” Mrs. Washington’s words were slow, as if she was choosing each word carefully. “You’re not in trouble with me, but I do have to send you to the counselor’s office. I’ve noticed you trailing off a lot lately, and I want to make sure you’re okay.” 

			Logan grimaced. She nodded and shoved her books into her bag. It could be worse. She could have dozed off in Mr. Garcia’s class. She knew he would have shown no mercy. “Thank you. I mean, thanks for not sending me to Rumble’s office.” She shuddered, thinking of their intolerable principal. 

			“That’s Dr. Rumble to you.” Mrs. Washington’s laugh echoed through the room, but not before she put her hand on her hip. “I think you need to go to the counselor’s office on your lunch break today. I don’t want you to miss out on any of your other classes, but this is important.” 

			“Do I have to skip lunch?”

			“You can grab something quick and then go before your afternoon classes.” Her tone was gentle but nonnegotiable. 

			Logan wanted to protest, but knew it would do her no good. The woman was a saint of a teacher, every bit as eccentric as she was brilliant and nurturing, but even she had her limits. As a straight-A student-athlete, Logan knew better than to cross her allies.

			Her final classes of the morning passed without incident, thankfully, but she couldn’t clear her mind of her impending meeting with the counselor. She’d talked about her feelings enough over the past two years, and she hadn’t made any progress in “healing,” or “getting over it,” whatever that even meant. After fourth period, she headed to her locker to store her books. 

			In front of her locker, Barrett was waiting for her. He was like a lost puppy, always waiting for her to make his next move. He greeted her with a kiss, pulling her tight against him. “Not now,” she mumbled, pushing him away. “I have to go to the counselor’s office.” 

			“But we have plans,” he protested. For a legal adult, he sure pouted a lot. 

			“You have plans,” she corrected. “I have to go.” 

			“I’m taking you for burgers, remember?”

			“That has to wait. Like I said, I can’t get out of it. Not today.” She forced herself past him, dumped her books, and walked away before he could ask any more questions. The last thing she wanted to do right now was face yet another interrogation. 

			She’d grab a protein bar from her gym bag on her way to fifth period, but for now, she just wanted to get this over with. She was tired of talking to people who outwardly seemed like they had good intentions, but really just wanted to know what was wrong with her. 

			She wanted to scream. They should all know what was wrong. Part of her died two years ago, and life was never going to go back to normal, if normal even existed. Sure, she could keep playing ball, going to school, and focusing on the future, but that didn’t change the past. Nothing could. 

			Holding her head high, she knocked on the semiopen door with the emblazoned “Counselor” plate. 

			“Come in,” Susan called out in a singsong. Susan, who insisted the students call her by her first name in some kind of ruse to get them to trust her more, was always a bit too bright and sunny for Logan’s liking. “Ah, Miss Watts.” She smiled and motioned for Logan to step inside. “What can I do for you today?” 

			“I…I, uh, fell
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