
  
    
      She's a Star with a Secret

      
        A SIRI'S SAGA NOVELLA

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        JESSIKA KLIDE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons living or dead are entirely coincidental.

      

      Copyright © 2014 Jessika Klide, LLC  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

      

      This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people.

      

      Editing by: Maria Clark

      Formatting by: Jessika Klide, LLC

      

      Published in the United States of America

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Siri's Saga

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          	
        She's a Star with a Secret
      

      	
        The Cocktail Party
      

      	
        The Perfect Man
      

      	
        It’s Ladies Night
      

      	
        The Battle is On
      

      	
        The Divine Diva
      

      	
        In Heaven at Last
      

      	
        A Shakeup Occurs
      

      	
        Maximus Aurelius Moore
      

      	
        The End of Her
      

      	
        A Shakedown Happens
      

      	
        Family First —Always
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      To my Mr. Sexy, my soulmate, my Golden God.

      

      Without his forever love, this book series could not have been written.

      

      He is my ‘every thang.’  ;)
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        Las Vegas, NV

      

        

      
        February 14

      

      

      

      The rhythm of my swim stroke calms my mind, quieting the echoes from the gentleman’s club.

      As I approach the wall, a hand appears, waving under the surface.

      What the fuck? I stop swimming and tread water.

      My best friend and manager stands on the edge of the pool. The look on her face makes time stand still.

      “Cat, what’s wrong?”

      “Siri, there’s been an accident.”

      My heart stops, then starts to race. “Who?”

      “Come here, baby girl.” She holds up a towel.

      Swimming to the stairs, my mind is both blank and racing.

      Blank, not wanting to think about how bad this must be for Cat to use her key to my apartment and invade my privacy.

      Racing, wondering what has happened to whom.

      As I emerge from the water, I ask again. “Who?”

      She holds the towel for me. “Come sit down.”

      Oh, god!

      My heart beats hard with a dull ache as I allow Cat to wrap the towel around me and lead me to the barstool in the kitchen.

      When I’m seated, she moves to the liquor cabinet, takes two lowball glasses, and pours us both a heavy splash of Crown Royal. Neat, so it bites.

      She doesn’t say a word until we have both taken a hit of the whisky, then she says one of the two names no one wants to hear. “Your mother…”

      “There’s been an accident. Your dad called me when you didn’t answer your phone. He doesn’t know much, but they are prepping her for surgery.”

      I take the glass of whisky, toss the rest back, then stand. “I need to pack. Will you ask Bart if I may use his jet?”

      “Sure, baby girl. I’ll make the arrangements.”

      An hour later, I take off from McCarran International Airport in Las Vegas, Nevada, wondering when I will return, trying not to use the word ‘if.’

      For three years, Vegas has been my home.

      For three years, I’ve lived a life other people only dream of. I’m the headlining act at Been Jammin’, the premier gentleman’s club on the strip.

      Looking out the window not seeing the passing landscape, my thoughts drift back to the summer I arrived.

      Piper and I came out to celebrate graduating from Florida State University. We were only supposed to stay a couple of weeks, but we landed jobs at Coyote Ugly so we thought, 'Hell yeah! Let's stay all summer.'

      We laughed at how much money we were making working at a ‘Tits and Ass’ establishment, dancing on the bar, serving people food and drinks, having a blast.

      The flight attendant touches my arm. “Can I get you anything, Siri?”

      “No, thank you. I’m good.”

      She smiles, returns to the front, and I look back out the window.

      That September, Piper went home to London. "I miss me Mum, Siri, and the rain! It never rains here!"

      But I stayed in Vegas. I couldn't bring myself to return to the rednecks and hicks from the sticks.

      The day she left, I met Bart, and my life changed forever.

      He was my first customer, and he offered me a job dancing at his club. He said I could make more money in tips in one night dancing than I made all week. I had no clue who he was, so when he pulled out his business card and I read Been Jammin', my mouth fell open.

      “Come to the club tonight and see for yourself.”

      I took him up on his offer.

      When I arrived, he escorted me through the casino, past a steakhouse, and two other nightclubs before we arrived at Been Jammin’.

      The famous gentlemen’s club features a big stage with several finger runways and pole dancers on the ends. As well as, pole dancers elevated along the walls. The space between the stage and the bar in the back that runs the full length of the wall contains booths and tables, but also has a standing room only section.

      He walked me through to the bar, and introduced me to the bartender, Cat. We hit it off right away. Instant friends.

      After several drinks and observing the atmosphere, I questioned her about dancing for Been Jammin’.

      She was honest and explained that pole dancing was the heart of their business. And I explained that I didn’t know how to pole dance.

      She smiled and assured me that she could teach me, but what they really needed was a stage dancer.

      I perked right up. “Now, that I’m interested in.”

      She grinned, “You must have some dancing chops, because Bart doesn’t recruit, and yet, here you are.”

      And then she challenged me. “Show me what you got.”

      Beyoncé's "Dance For You" started to play, and the rest is Vegas history.

      On the barstool, I became Beyoncé, and I danced the video choreography exactly like she does.

      When I started tossing my hair, the people closest to me noticed, and when I twisted my torso and snapped my chest, a hush began to spread like a wave over the room.

      By the time, I stood and walked out to the dance floor, the only sound was the music. The only one dancing was me.

      When the music stopped, I received a round of applause, and on my way back to the barstool, phone camera's began flashing everywhere. People started pushing each other, trying to touch me.

      Then the crowd parted, and sweet giant Brutus found me.

      He didn't say a word. He simply led me safely back to Cat, then took up post behind me.

      I look over at him. He insisted on escorting me home. He has had my back ever since.

      People pushed their way up to try to get a selfie with me in the background. They saw who they wanted to see in the dim lights and alcohol induced state. Beyoncé. All I had to do to sell it was keep my face turned away.

      A short time later, Bart came back to get me. He put his arm around me and whispered in my ear. "Beware, fame is addicting."

      Then he addressed me in a loud voice for the surrounding crowd to hear. “My Queen, we appreciate you stopping by and gracing us with your presence. Brutus will escort you out.”

      When I stood up, I kept my clutch in front of my face. The room lit up like the 4th of July.

      I followed Brutus to the back where he put me in a dressing room and told me. "I will be right outside the door if you need anything."

      When I left, Bart and Cat escorted me out. We climbed into a limousine with the paparazzi cameras flashing and were whisked away.

      That night my dreams came true. I was hired to be an entertainer. I would dance exclusively at Been Jammin’ and I  became the headlining stripper Seary, and the sensation on the strip starring as Surreal, the anonymous celebrity impersonator.

      I close my eyes and rest. As soon as Mama doesn’t need me anymore, I’ll return home to Vegas.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Fort Rucker, AL

      

        

      
        April 1

      

      

      

      Leaving the flight line, I check my iPhone for any new messages, but there aren’t any.

      Beverly’s weekly update is late.

      Walking back to debrief my students, I wonder. Is no news good news? It’s been over a month since Seary vanished.

      That night when Beverly explained that she had had a family emergency earlier and had gone home, I was crushed, but not defeated. Beverly assured me I would be the first to know when she returned. I’m back in hardcore survival mode with my heart on lockdown until I see for myself that gorgeous golden goddess again. I refuse to give up hope that she will return to Vegas, and to me.

      Rebecca was right. Seary is unforgettable, but I’ll be damn if she will remain untouchable. I finally find a woman who makes me feel something and I’m not letting her go. It’s not a matter of if, but a matter of when I will have her.

      Dos Gringo’s song, "Has Anyone Seen My Wingman?" starts to play and my phone vibrates as a call comes in from Dirk Sam. I let it go to voicemail. I know why he’s calling. The crazy Brit bitch has decided on which apartment complex she wants to live in. I’ll handle it on my way to work in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      Pulling into the parking lot, I turn the key in the ignition and shut my truck down. My eyes scan the landscape. It’s a nice, high-end apartment complex. Upscale and quiet. I pick up my ringing phone as my eyes focus on the office building.

      "Moore speaking. Yeah man, I'm at Dogwood Court now checking on the apartment for you...." The office door swings open. A bolt of lightning shoots through me and I stare dumbfounded. "What the hell?" My hand lowers the phone and I grip the steering wheel as I stare out the cab at the most beautiful girl in the world as she casually walks across the parking lot right in front of me. I hear Sam talking, and lift the phone. "Let me call you back."

      I can't believe it! Seary! Seary is here. Right there!

      My eyes follow her like a hawk hunting its prey. She is dressed in a white button-down shirt with a business jacket that hangs open over a matching short skirt. She looks professional, but there is no hiding her curves. Her breasts pushed up by her bra, strain the buttons of her shirt, and the cut of her skirt hugs her nice ass. There is no hiding a body built like that. She IS simply stunning!

      She stops next to her car, a customized Shelby GT500, and accidentally drops her keys. With her back to me, I watch as the flexible dancer slowly bends over her stiletto’s. Her skirt sliding up to hug her perfect ass as she reaches down to them. She takes a small step to the side to balance herself as she reaches under the car to retrieve them and she flashes me.

      She is panty-less! I laugh out loud at my view. "This girl is perfect!"

      Another lightning bolt jolts me and the word 'perfect' echoes around in my mind, taking on a completely different context, as I watch her pull her skirt down then lower her voluptuous body gracefully into the car. She glances my way as she eases out of the parking spot and a ray of sunlight highlights her face. "She is simply stunning" falls off my tongue and out my mouth again as I watch her drive away. When she vanishes out of my sight, my gut tightens and I know I have to have her.

      I close my eyes and lean my head back, absorbing what just happened. I see her dancing on the stage. I feel the fire she lights within me, scorching my soul. Her golden tips, swaying so hypnotically. I open my eyes and stare at the ceiling. My heart has come alive with feeling again and my whole body fills with longing for her. I know I need her like I’ve never needed a woman before.

      I hear Grandpa Al’s voice. "You will find someone, Maximus, who can handle your secrets." Then Grandpa Moore’s, "Your grandmother completes me, son. She makes me whole."

      What if this woman, who has this extraordinary effect on me, is the one who not only can handle my secrets but who will complete me?

      I look down the drive where Seary vanished.

      And what are the odds that our paths would cross right here, right now? They are truly astronomical.

      I grip the steering wheel and hang my head, struggling to think logically.

      Only a fool would let a woman like that slip away twice and only a fool wouldn’t take advantage of an opportunity like this that has fallen into his lap.

      I lift my head and stare at the vacant parking spot. "I’m no fool. I am going to make this happen!”

      I open the truck door and get out. As I walk to the apartment building, I call Dirk back. "Sam-I-Am, sorry about that, but the girl of my dreams just walked by."
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        Live Oak, AL

      

        

      
        April 5

      

      

      The belt moves and my items slide to the cashier. The little old lady in front of me smiles sweetly and apologizes for taking so long.

      Instantly, my impatient mood changes. It is not that big a deal to be a few minutes late. Mrs. Smith, my landlord, won't be upset.

      I nod, “God bless you, too, ma'am.”

      Once in my car, I hit the gas to make up the lost time on the highway. The speed relaxes me. I turn on my tunes, and Pharrell Williams sings "Happy.” My hands begin tapping the steering wheel as I rehearse the video in my mind.

      I can’t wait to tell Cat I intend to do “Happy” for my return performance. She will come unglued.

      Once I work out the details of breaking my lease with Mrs. Smith this morning, I can set a return date. The thought of seeing my team again puts a smile on my face.

      Parking and grabbing my bags, I hurry. I have just enough time to put my groceries away and get back down to Mrs. Smith’s office on time.

      At the door, I turn my back to push it open and notice a badass truck in the visitor’s spot. A Tuxedo Black Metallic Ford F-150 SVT Raptor Special Edition.

      Ooo, what a sweet ride! A real ‘man’ truck. I wonder if a badass drives it? I laugh. Probably not. Probably just a want to be, but hey, at least he has good taste.

      Rushing through the lobby to the elevator, I glance toward the office and see Mrs. Smith talking to a young man.

      In my line of work, sizing men up is part of the job. My instant impression is stud! He looks to be my age, athletically built, 6' tall plus or minus. He is wearing a pale-blue shirt with distressed blue jeans and could go over 200 pounds depending on his muscle mass.

      In the elevator, I whip around to hone in on the man-target. He has a military style haircut that’s buzzed on the sides with dark roots, but the top is long, thick, ‘dirty blonde’ hair streaked with natural sun highlights. It is sleek and moves gently as he talks.

      As I press #9, Mrs. Smith looks around him and waves. He turns to look too as the doors begin to close.

      My breath catches in my throat.

      My heart stops beating.

      Golden tan skin.

      Perfectly symmetrical features.

      Dark hawkish brows.

      But it’s his piercing light eyes that rock me to my core.

      He is beautiful!

      The doors close.

      My heart jolts back to reality.

      I gasp, “Sweet Zeus! What just happened?”

      My hand touches my pounding heart, and I feel the wild chaos inside. “Fuck, he is fine!”

      I laugh at my response. “Woo! That look!”

      The elevator stops on my floor, and I sprint to my apartment, 9A, at the end.

      Stuffing my grocery bags in the refrigerator, I rush back out, hoping to return to the lobby before the stud leaves.

      Pressing the down button, I wait impatiently. As soon as the doors begin to open, I slip through the gap and push the close door button twice to force them closed.

      I ride down, standing in front of the gap, ready to exit when there is enough space.

      Just when the elevator bounces to a stop, the phone alarm I set the day before and forgot to turn off blasts the confined space with "Sexy And I Know It." by LMFAO.

      “Shit!”

      As the doors slide open, I stretch my torso and shove my hand deep into my front pocket. Trying to pull it out as I step through the gap proves to be a mistake. I stub my toe and stumble, snatching the phone from my pocket and losing my grip.

      As it sails away with the song blasting the entire lobby, I stagger and flail until I regain my footing. Somehow managing not to bust my ass.

      I laugh at myself. "Note to self, check your song and volume before setting the timer."

      I walk to my phone and bend over to pick it up. As my fingers grasp it, the weight of my thick mane shifts, and the clip that tamed its mass slips. Reaching up, I release it, and my long hair engulfs my face.

      Out of habit, I flip it over my head as I roll up with the flare of the stripper I am.

      The song is almost over when I finally turn the music off.

      “Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! I'm sexy and now everyone here knows it.”

      Squaring my shoulders, I turn toward the office, but the step I was about to make balks.

      The stud is leaning on the threshold of the door completely relaxed, watching me with a sexy as fuck smirk.

      Oh … Holy Hades!

      My heart and my breath collide in my throat.

      My view shrinks.

      The rest of the world falls away.

      Our eyes lock.

      But this time, there are no elevator doors to interrupt the connection.

      This time, I stare openly into the most intense gaze on the most handsome face of the sexiest man I have ever laid eyes on and witness his beautiful face smile.
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