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      Praise for 

      BASS ACKWARDS AND BELLY UP & FOOTFREE AND FANCYLOOSE

      “Bass Ackwards and Belly Up is a new novel I just read and ah-dored. It’s about four BFFs who, for a juicy reason I won’t divulge, decide not to go to
         college to pursue their dreams. It’s one of those things most of us fantasize about but don’t have the guts to do.” 
      

      —Lisi Harrison, author of the #1 New York Times bestselling Clique series 
      

      “Funny, wise, heartfelt, and hilarious! A must-read for every teen standing at the fork in the road after high school and
         wondering about the road not taken. Filled with belly laughs at every turn, taking us from the lavish guesthouses of Beverly
         Hills to Parisian youth hostels, to a barista’s life behind the cappuccino machine, and what happens when you hook up with
         the guy you’ve been in love with forever— and ‘forever’ isn’t that long after all.” 
      

      —Melissa de la Cruz, author of the bestselling Au Pairs series 

      “Full of romance and adventure, laughter and tears, their story is a vibrant reminder that veering from the straight and narrow
         road doesn’t always lead to a dead end.”
      

      —Publishers Weekly 

      * “They don’t need magic jeans to stay in touch, just e-mail, and they learn similar lessons about life, love, and female power.”
         
      

      —KLIATT (starred review) 

      “Writers Craft and Fain’s unique voice sends this novel to the top of the must-read list. Funny, compelling, and honest, the
         characters will dance in your mind long after you finish the last page.” 
      

      —Kevin Williamson, creator, Dawson’s Creek TV series; writer, Scream movies 
      

      “Many teens… will delight vicariously in the brave journeys and fierce friendships.” 

      —Booklist 

      “If more people followed the example of the women in this book, we’d live in a better and more interesting world. Let’s hope
         that happens. In the meantime, read this book. It’s hilarious, smart, and cool.” 
      

      —Bob Fisher, writer, Wedding Crashers movie 
      

      “For readers who have exhausted Ann Brashares’s Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants series.” 

      —School Library Journal 

      “Becca, Kate, Sophie, and Harper — a more grown-up Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants team — share some of the same questions
         and crossroads as women in their twenties and thirties, making their inspirational, fun adventures easily relatable to women
         of all ages.” 
      

      —Carrie Karasyov and Jill Kargman, authors of The Right Address and Wolves in Chic Clothing 

      **** “The perfect transition for the Traveling Pants posse.

      —OK! Weekly 

      “With quirky humor and a huge heart, Bass Ackwards and Belly Up flips the intricacy of tight group friendship on its head — with all its secrets and foibles — and leaves even a boy reader
         wanting more. Becca, Sophie, Kate, and Harper will stay with you long after you’ve finished. A gem of a novel.” 
      

      —Daniel Ehrenhaft, author of 10 Things to Do Before I Die 

   
      Also by Elizabeth Craft and Sarah Fain:

      BASS ACKWARDS AND BELLY UP

   
      To girlfriends everywhere.

      What would any of us do without them?

   
      PROLOGUE

      Harper Waddle wondered how she’d survived seventeen years without her own pool. Or at least access to the pool that belonged
         to Genevieve and Gifford Meyer, the Hollywood power couple who owned the Beverly Hills estate where one of her three best
         friends, Sophie Bushell, was living in the guesthouse while pursuing her dream of becoming an Oscar-winning (read: red-carpet-posing)
         paparazzi-charming actress. Two hours into an afternoon of lying on a deep-cushioned cream-colored chaise, basking in the
         California sun, Harper hadn’t felt so relaxed since her junior year in high school, when she mistakenly took Tylenol pm in
         the middle of the afternoon and fell asleep for four hours on the grungy pleather sofa in the student lounge.
      

      “Sweetie, you really need to up your SPF.” The singsong voice of Genevieve Meyer buzzed into Harper’s consciousness like an
         annoying fly. “Especially with that pale skin of yours.” 
      

      Harper opened her eyes and fake-smiled at her hostess. Genevieve was fifty-something, superskinny, with a frozen forehead
         and frosted platinum blond hair. She looked like she spent every night entombed in a cooler. 
      

      “Will do, Mrs. Meyer. Thanks for the advice.” Given that Genevieve was Sophie’s (sort of) patron and issuer of invitations
         to the Meyers’ annual black tie New Year’s Eve bash, Harper wasn’t about to make waves by informing the Queen of Sheen that
         she’d never had a sunburn in her life. 
      

      “You’re already showing signs of aging.” Genevieve was still talking with great fake concern. “It sneaks up.” 

      What’s next? Maybe Genevieve would go on a tirade about her lank dirty-blond hair, or suggest she replace her trademark rectangular black
         glasses with aquamarine-tinted contacts. At the very least, Harper expected a comment about the freshman fifteen she’d man-aged
         to put on since September, despite the fact that instead of going to college, she’d spent the last several months living her
         parents’ basement, attempting to write the next Great American Novel. 
      

      But Genevieve’s gaze had moved to a twenty-something, tuxedo-clad cater-waiter who was setting up a bar next to the giant
         stone fountain at the opposite end of the supersized pool. “I told him the south side. Why won’t anyone listen?” 
      

      Harper closed her eyes again. Maybe she’d work a Genevieve-like character into her novel — the one she was absolutely, positively
         going to complete now that she was free from The Lie. 
      

      The Lie started last April, when she received a rejection letter from NYU. NYU was the only college to which she’d applied
         — stupidly, she now realized — because she’d been totally convinced she’d get in. Crushed under the weight of humiliation,
         she’d led her best friends — Sophie, Kate, and Becca — to believe she’d been accepted. Harper had intended to tell them the
         truth before everyone went their separate ways in the fall. But when the moment came, she couldn’t do it. She’d felt like
         a colossal loser, a complete idiot. So instead she’d made a passionate speech about following dreams — then dropped the bombshell
         that she was going to forego college in order to pursue hers. 
      

      What happened next couldn’t have been predicted. Sophie and Kate had hopped on the so-called Dream Train and decided to nix
         their freshmen years, too. Becca had gone through with her college plan because skiing on the renowned Middlebury ski team
         was her Dream, but Harper, Kate, and Sophie had assigned her the task of following through on another — much scarier — Dream.
         That is, falling in love. 
      

      The psychic trauma of lying to her friends had killed Harper’s creativity. In four months, all she’d managed to write was
         fifty pages of stilted drivel. It just wasn’t good enough. In fact, it was awful. She’d burned the pages in her trash can
         in a private ceremony on Christmas Eve, then finally confessed everything to her three friends the next morning. Surprisingly
         (this was the part that always made her teary), they’d forgiven her. Apparently, following one’s Dream had merit, even if
         that following was based on deception. 
      

      Now Harper had a clear conscience and was on her way to a mocha-choca latté-ya-ya of a tan. Two days ago, Sophie had called
         and announced that Becca and Harper were cordially invited to the Meyers’ New Year’s Eve Blowout. The way she described it,
         the event would be a cross between the Vanity Fair after-Oscars party and a Jay-Z video shoot on some exotic Caribbean island. They’d immediately logged onto 
         Expedia.com and started planning their trip. So what if the plane ticket had cost her three weeks of hard-earned barista tips? And so
         what if she was supposed to be working on a new and improved college essay for her reapplication to NYU instead of meditating
         on a poolside chaise? This was her first-ever trip to Los Angeles, and not just any old Los Angeles — it was like she’d gone
         to sleep and woken up in Tori Spelling’s adolescence, or maybe E! True Hollywood Story: 90210. And, best of all, she was spending New Year’s Eve with two of her three best friends. When she went back to Boulder, she’d
         be ready to write. 
      

      This time, she wouldn’t fail. She couldn’t fail. Because if she did, Harper and her non-freshman fifteen would melt into a plus-sized puddle and die. 
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      “I’ll call you at midnight.” 

      From two thousand miles away, the sound of Stuart Pender-grass’s voice made Becca Winsberg’s insides chaotic. Not just her
         stomach, which was twisted into happy knots. Not just her heart, which skipped rapidly beneath her pink Polo tee. No, Stuart’s
         voice reached all the way to her loins. She’d read enough steamy romance novels to know. 
      

      Becca sank onto one of the long stone benches strategically placed throughout the lush gardens rimming the Meyers’ extensive
         estate. As soon as she’d seen Stuart’s name on her caller ID screen, she’d ditched Harper by the pool and disappeared down
         one of the narrow stone paths that wound past blooming bougainvilleas and rosebushes. 
      

      “Your midnight or my midnight?” The gushy tremulousness of her voice made her blush. 

      Becca ran one hand through her less-frizzy-than-usual, shoulder-length auburn-brown waves. She had to relax. Everything was
         good. There was no reason she couldn’t sound gushy and tremulous. Stuart was her boyfriend, after all. It was simply that she’d never felt this way before, and it was more than a little frightening. Becca had always
         believed that there were some people in the world who were allowed to be all lovey-dovey and gushy — people who’d been handed a special Happy Pass at birth — and she wasn’t one of them. So
         now she couldn’t shake the niggling feeling that her newly minted Happy Pass was a forgery — made in Tijuana and smuggled
         over the border — ready to be snatched away by the Love Police at any time. 
      

      Even worse was the overwhelming fear that if somehow she managed to fool everyone into thinking she had a right to be so happy,
         at some point she was going to get hurt anyway. Not toe-stubbing hurt. More the tractor-trailer-to-the-face kind. 
      

      Stuart’s voice was smiling. “Both,” he said, “and I’m going to owe you a kiss when we get back to school.” 

      There was a sexy, masculine gushiness on his end of the phone, too. She didn’t have to be afraid. Stuart wasn’t like her parents
         — constantly putting themselves first and letting her down over and over again. Becca could trust him. He cared about her.
         He wouldn’t hurt her. 
      

      “I’ll make sure you pay up,” she sighed. 

      “I’ll call you later.” 

      “Okay.” 

      There was a pause. Becca’s heart started pounding faster, as if it were aware of the significance of the pause before her
         brain was. And then her brain caught up. This wasn’t just any pause. Oh God, was he…? Was he going to say it? Becca inhaled. Was Stuart Pendergrass about to tell her he loved her? 
      

      He cleared his throat. “I miss you,” he said quietly. “Bye.” 

      She exhaled. “I miss you, too. Bye.” 

      Becca exhaled. 

      Her hands sank to her lap. 

      He’d almost said he loved her. She was sure. And given everything they’d been through in the past several months, that awareness
         alone was a small miracle. 
      

      Becca realized she was smiling. 

      He hadn’t said it this time. But he would say it soon. And when he did, she knew just what she was going to say back. 
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      The closet was hot. And stuffy. Sophie Bushell also noted there was a sickly smell, possibly emanating from the open bottle
         of sweet almond oil — apparently Jackie Kennedy’s favorite beauty product — that Becca had sent her from a Vermont country
         store a few months ago. 
      

      Go away, go away, Sophie silently willed, using the visualization technique her therapist-mom taught patients. She’d heard Sam Piper’s signature
         rat-tat-tat on the guesthouse door just as she’d slipped into her favorite Isaac Mizrahi for Target red bikini to rejoin Harper and Becca
         poolside. Her stomach had dropped at the sound, and she’d immediately dashed into the closet (the only space in the little
         casa without a window) to avoid detection. She knew she’d have to see Sam eventually, but she wasn’t ready. Not yet. Not when
         she knew she was in for a big fat “I told you so.” 
      

      For several seconds there was silence. Sophie waited. She knew from experience Sam wouldn’t give up that easily. He had a
         habit of knocking on her door until she was shamed into answering it. Finally, she heard tapping at the bedroom window. 
      

      “You can’t hide forever, Bushell,” he called. 

      Go away, she willed again. And this time it worked. Moments later she heard Sam’s footsteps as he clomped noisily away from the guesthouse.
         
      

      Sophie emerged, relieved that neither Harper nor Becca had been witness to the incident. After four months of pursuing her
         life’s passion of becoming a bona fide Hollywood actress, cowering in a messy overstuffed closet wasn’t exactly the image
         she wanted to project. 
      

      Of course, she wouldn’t even know this particular closet existed if Harper hadn’t made her “I Have a Dream” speech on Kate’s
         roof that night. She wouldn’t know a lot of things. Like how to drive on the LA freeways, or how to strategize the best outfit
         for auditions, or how it felt to spy a paparazzi shot of her supposed boyfriend, Trey Benson, making out with his married
         costar while she was waiting in line at an Aspen grocery store on Christmas Eve. 
      

      I also wouldn’t know what it was like to get three lines in an actual movie, Sophie thought, grinning as she remembered the call that had convinced her to return to Los Angeles after professing in Harper’s
         basement that she was never leaving home again. 
      

      Staring at herself in the full-length rectangular mirror attached to the closet door, Sophie had no doubt that she looked like a soon-to-be famous actress. Her skin was a creamy caramel, she had huge chocolate brown eyes, and her lustrous dark
         curls had helped her win a national shampoo commercial. 
      

      “You’ve gotta be kidding me,” she pronounced. It was the first of her three lines, and she’d already practiced it a hundred times. “You
         gotta be kidding me.” Ugh. She was eyebrow acting. She despised eyebrow acting. 
      

      She grabbed a pair of True Religion jeans — bought second-hand at American Rag, because she wasn’t earning bona fide Hollywood
         actress money yet — and slipped them on over her bikini bottoms. Lounging by the pool could wait. Sophie had a performance
         to perfect. 
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      “Welcome to Ethiopia.” 

      The man behind the chest-high fake-wood counter slid Kate Foster’s passport toward her under the glass. She retrieved it,
         blinking sleepily. A pretty, carefree, blonde smiled up at her from the passport photo. Kate almost didn’t recognize herself.
         Which wasn’t entirely a bad thing. 
      

      “Thank you.” 

      “Bags are that way,” the man pointed with one slender brown hand. 

      Kate slipped the passport into a secure compartment in her now-worn suede purse and followed the direction of his finger toward
         Dorothé, one of the French aid-workers she’d met in Paris, who was waiting patiently at the baggage carousels. Dorothé’s chin-length
         brown bob was plastered flat on one side. Kate envied her. Clearly, Dorothé had been able to sleep on the seven-hour flight,
         while Kate had been too keyed-up to even close her eyes. Kate’s mind had been racing five hundred ba-zillion miles a minute
         for hours, and now she was paying for it. Her exhausted brain had completely shut down, and her body wasn’t far behind. 
      

      At five am, the stark-white steal-beamed Bole International Airport was nearly empty, except for the passengers of the 737
         Kate and Dorothé had just arrived on from Paris. Blearily, she made her way through a small group of Ethiopian men and women
         dressed in white flowing wraps that gracefully circled their shoulder and heads, and hauled her scuffed, black North Face
         backpack off the conveyor belt. Then she followed Dorothé into the warm predawn air of Addis Ababa, Ethiopia’s capital. 
      

      “This way,” Dorothé told her in French-accented English. 

      Kate followed her tall, willowy companion across the empty airport road and down a cement sidewalk to a black-asphalt parking
         lot, where several old cars and vans idled in the darkness. Aside from the chatter of the other passengers and the people
         who’d come to greet them, everything was quiet. A pungent and unfamiliar smell of blossoms hung heavily in the night air.
         
      

      Two young men in raggedy western clothes approached from the night, smiling and speaking Amharic, Ethiopia’s primary language.
         At Kate’s blank look they held their hands out for Kate’s and Dorothé’s bags and switched to English, saying “Carry, lady,
         carry.” 
      

      Dorothé handed over her backpack to one of the young men, then nodded Kate toward the other young man. 

      “Give him your bag,” she said. 

      “I’m okay. It’s not heavy.” They were almost to the vans. It seemed silly to hire someone to carry her backpack when she’d
         been carrying it herself for months. 
      

      “They want to earn a few birr,” Dorothé explained. “They have no jobs.” 

      Oh. Kate handed the second young man her backpack. He hitched it high on his narrow back. 

      “Hello, lady,” he said, accented heavily, smiling. Kate realized that he was barely a teenager. 

      Ten steps later, Dorothé stopped at a small white van. She hugged the driver, a tall Ethiopian man with a long nose and prominent
         cheekbones wearing jeans and a worn blue button-down. Dorothé introduced him to Kate as Ibrahim. Ibrahim loaded their meager
         luggage in the back of the van while Dorothé handed the young men two birr each. 
      

      As the young men nodded their thanks and walked away, Kate did a quick calculation in her head. Eight birr was about a dollar.
         So two birr… about a quarter. And then she was in the van, driving through the wide streets of Addis Ababa toward their hotel.
         Kate stared out the window. Even in the semi-darkness, she could tell she had entered another world. 
      

      Kate thought about the three words that had brought her to Ethiopia. Take the water. Harper had taken the line from a favorite poem: “Sometimes a human’s clay is not strong enough to take the water.” The three
         words had become something of a mission for Kate, a riddle to solve, a path to finding herself. So here she was, one member
         of a multi-national team of young men and women who had come to Ethiopia to build wells. She was going to, literally, take
         the water. 
      

      She only hoped she was strong enough. 
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