














If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”


[image: Image]She’s beautiful,
she’s talented,
she’s famous.


She’s a star!


Things would be perfect if only her family was around to help her celebrate….


Follow Star’s adventures in
star power
a new series from Aladdin Paperbacks!


[image: Image]Supernova


Look for the next book in the series
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Catch Star’s act!


star power
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A new book drops every other month!


Next up:
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One
Posey’s Picks: Music review


Supernova: Star Calloway
Rating: ✩✩✩✩✩


With the release of her second album America’s favorite teen pop princess proves that lightning can strike twice! Filled with the same great singing and infectious tunes that made her first album, Star Power, a planetwide hit, Supernova won’t disappoint Star’s legions of fans. And it’s dropping just in time for the start of Star’s upcoming international tour—the first chance for the whole world to catch this celestial sweetheart, live and onstage.


So before you rush out to buy your concert tickets, be sure to buy the album so you can sing along at the show—or in your shower. Whatever you do, don’t miss this stellar hit from a bright new star!


“Star! Star! Over here!”


“Is that her? Are you sure it’s really her?”


“Eeeeeeee! Star, we love you!”


Star Calloway peered through the two-inch crack at the top of her limousine’s tinted window. A crowd was gathered on the sidewalk in front of her apartment building. Several police officers were trying to contain the crowd, but it was already spilling over onto the street. There were so many people around that Star couldn’t even see the elegant gold-lettered sign outside the door that spelled out the building’s name: the Summit.


“Careful, Star-baby” Tank Massimo warned. “You never know what kind of crazies you’re going to encounter here in the Big, Bad Apple.”


Star grinned at her bodyguard. “Oh, Tank, you’ve been saying the same thing since we got here. And everyone I’ve met in New York has been mega-nice.”


Star’s dog, Dudley Do-Wrong, let out a bark. He jumped out of Star’s lap and scrabbled his paws against the window, wagging his short, curly tail and panting as he tried to see out of the car.


Star grabbed the little fawn pug and hugged him. “See?” she told Tank. “Dudley agrees with me.”


Tank glanced at her in the rearview mirror. His broad, swarthy face broke into a grin, and his brown eyes sparkled. “Fine. Next time I’ll let Dudley drive, okay? Now, sit tight until I come around to let you out.”


“Anything you say, Tank,” Star said obediently.


She leaned back and waited with Dudley on her lap. Outside the window she could see her fans pushing closer to the car as the police tried to hold them back. She could also see her own reflection looking back at her from the shiny, translucent surface of the tinted window—a pretty, blue-eyed face framed by a cloud of silvery-blond hair.


Tank cut the engine and climbed out of the limo. There was a swell of noise from the crowd, and Star felt a shiver run down her spine. For me? she thought, still hardly daring to believe it. Are they all really screaming for me?


Her new life as a singing superstar still seemed like a spectacular dream. She never imagined that at just fourteen years old she would have everything she’d ever wanted. Well, almost everything … She touched the star-shaped silver pendant she always wore around her neck, feeling a familiar twinge of sadness.


Outside she saw the crowd falling back before Tank’s impressive bulk. Tank was only a little over five and a half feet tall, but his well-developed muscles made him appear at least twice that wide. “All right, now,” he called out firmly. “Give her room.”


Star tucked Dudley under one arm. She could feel the little dog quivering with impatience. “Stay cool, Dudley,” she whispered. “We’re almost home.”


A second later the car door swung open, admitting daylight—and the much-louder cries of the waiting crowd as they caught a glimpse of their idol. “Coming through!” Tank shouted, holding back several young girls who had darted past the nearest police officer and were trying to fling themselves at Star. “Give her space, please.”


Flashbulbs glittered like fireflies as Star hopped out of the backseat and, shielded by Tank’s massive body, gave a quick wave to the crowd with her free hand. As she hurried across the sidewalk, she caught just a few dizzying glimpses of her fans: a handful of high-school boys, some curious tourists, a cluster of squealing girls around her own age, even several white-haired women who looked a lot like her grandmother back home in Pennsylvania.


“We love you, Star!” someone cried out. The rest of the crowd shrieked its agreement.


“I love you guys, too!” Star called back with another wave. “You’re great! Thank you!”


Her heart fluttered as the fans screamed in response to her words. She wished she could stop and talk with some of them, but there was no time for that today. As Tank whisked her through the crowd toward the stern doorman waiting outside the apartment building, all she could do was blow a few kisses.


Soon Star, Dudley, and Tank were safe within the quiet lobby of the Summit. At first, Star had found the grand old building overlooking Central Park kind of stuffy with its subdued and tasteful decor and even more subdued and tasteful residents. When her manager, Mike Mosley, had decided to rent an apartment—Tank called it a pied-ô-terre—to use as a base of operations in New York City, Star had envisioned a groovy artist’s loft in SoHo or a cramped but interesting warren of rooms in Greenwich Village. But she had to admit that her spacious, well-equipped suite in the Summit was much more practical. Over the past few months as Star and her team had been planning her upcoming world tour, the apartment had started to feel almost like home. After all, she’d spent a lot more time there than at her real home in New Limpet, Pennsylvania.


“Good afternoon, Miss Calloway,” the doorman said politely as he closed the door firmly behind Star and Tank, shutting out the noisy fans still clustered on the sidewalk outside.


“Hi, Martin.” Star set Dudley down on the floor. The dog’s nails click-clacked on the parquet as he sniffed around the potted plants near the doors. “Did my friend Missy get here yet?”


“Yes, miss. She arrived a short while ago. She’s waiting for you upstairs.”


“Cool! Thanks.” Star spun toward the elevators at the rear of the lobby, but Tank stopped her.


“I’ve got to go put the car away, Star-baby,” he said. “Will you be okay by yourself?”


Star laughed. Along with her manager and her tutor, Mrs. Magdalene Nattle, Tank had been with Star since the beginning of her career. And like Mike and Mags, he was as protective of her as if she were his own daughter. Sometimes a little overprotective.


“Don’t be a goof, Tank,” she teased. “I think I can remember how to work the elevator!”


“Okay, okay, Mādchen,” Tank said, slipping momentarily into German, one of the many foreign languages he spoke. “Just be careful. And tell Mike I’ll be up in a few minutes to help him with the transportation calls.”


A few minutes later Star was knocking on her apartment door on the nineteenth floor. She was always forgetting the key Mike had threatened many times to duct tape it to her forehead. Luckily, though, someone was always there to let her in.


“Who is it?” a suspicious voice called from within.


Before Star could answer, Dudley let out an impatient bark.


There was an excited squeal. “That’s Dudley! It’s her!” a different voice cried happily. “Let them in!”


The door swung open, and a tall, skinny blur with shiny braces and straight dark hair burst out and grabbed Star into a big hug. Star laughed and hugged back. “Missy!” she cried. “You’re here!”


“Of course I’m here.” Missy Takamori untangled herself from Star and pushed back her bangs. “How could I pass up a chance to jet-set up here to hang with my world-famous best bud?”


“I don’t think you can call it jet-setting if you take a car,” Star pointed out.


Missy shrugged. “Okay, then, limo-setting. How’s that? Almost as cool, right? Even if you only sent your second-best limo for me instead of the main one.”


Star giggled. Back in their Pennsylvania hometown, a lot of people were surprised that the two girls were friends. Star had always been petite, bubbly, and outgoing, while Missy was a tall, thoughtful beanpole of a girl who preferred reading books over going to parties. Star had been singing since she learned to talk, and dancing since she could walk, while Missy was tone-deaf with at least two or three left feet.


But despite their differences, the two of them had been practically inseparable from the day they’d met at age six. Now that Star’s singing career had taken off, they weren’t able to spend nearly as much time together as they both would have liked, but their friendship remained as strong as ever. Star relied on her friend for news of home—especially updates on her grandmother, who lived next door to the Takamoris. Nans Calloway adored Star, and had dedicated herself to being both mother and father to her, but Nans was rather old-fashioned and refused to learn how to e-mail or to IM in order to keep in touch with Star. She wasn’t even too crazy about what she called “those newfangled touch-button phones.”


Star and Missy stepped into the apartment with Dudley winding his way around their feet, his flat, moist nose sniffing at Missy’s skinny legs. A short, sallow-looking young man with limp brown hair was leaning against the wall of the gleaming mahogany foyer. “Hey,” he said, gesturing in Dudley’s general direction. “You want me to take the dog out now or what?”


“Thanks, Vernon. That would be great.” Star smiled at the young man, the newest member of her entourage. In addition to walking Dudley—it was too hard for Star to take the dog out on the streets herself since she’d become so famous—Vernon was in charge of all the other little odd jobs that nobody else had time to do. Star didn’t know Vernon very well yet, but Dudley seemed to like him well enough. Of course, Dudley liked just about anyone that didn’t have feathers. The little pug harbored a clumsy but intense killer instinct toward birds of every variety, and he spent most of his walks in New York lunging at passing pigeons.


Star handed Dudley’s leash to Vernon, then led Missy into the living room. Huge picture windows lined the far wall, revealing a stunning vista of the green treetops of Central Park. But nobody in the apartment was admiring the view at the moment. Just inside the entryway a very tall man with a shaggy mustache was sitting behind a large oak desk, his purple cowboy boots propped up on the corner as he talked on one of several phones. Nearby a middle-age African-American woman with bright pink, spiked hair, and glitter on her nose gave Star a cheery wave before disappearing down the narrow hall leading to the bedrooms and bathrooms.


“So did you meet the new people?” Star asked her friend as they wandered across the room to the comfortable seating area near the windows. It had been more than a month since Missy had been able to come up to New York, and since then, Star’s entourage had expanded as the tour date drew nearer.


Missy nodded. “Mike introduced me around,” she said. “That Vernon guy didn’t have much to say, and the new publicist had to leave almost as soon as I got here. But Ms. LaRue talked to me for a while.” She gestured toward the spot where the pink-haired woman had been.


Star winced. “Uh-oh. What did she say?”


Missy grinned and flopped onto the suede-covered couch in front of the big-screen television. The TV was tuned to the twenty-four hour music channel, PopTV, though someone had hit the mute button.


“She told me your tour had already set some kind of record, even though it hasn’t even started yet,” Missy said. “She was a little iffy on the details, though. Oh yeah, and she seemed pretty sure you would probably be doing a private concert for the queen of England while you guys are in London. Apparently Her Majesty is, like, your biggest fan and has a poster of you hanging up in the throne room at Buckingham Palace.”


Star rolled her eyes. “Um, not” she said with a sigh. Mike had recently hired Lola LaRue as the hair-and-makeup artist for the upcoming tour. Everyone loved Lola’s skillful way with a makeup brush and her adventurous sense of style, but they also wished she would stick to lip gloss and hot rollers rather than trying to act as Star’s public relations person. Her frequent and breathless pronouncements to the press about Star were always sincere, but rarely accurate.


Suddenly Missy gestured toward the silent TV screen. “Check it out!” she cried. “Eddie Urbane’s new video! Isn’t he yummy?”


“Beyond the yum,” Star agreed, grabbing the remote and clicking on the sound. Eddie Urbane was only a few years older than Star, but he’d been in the music business for ages and was one of her favorite artists. “I wish he’d said yes to doing that duet on my album. Then we could’ve met him.”


Missy put a hand to her forehead, pretending to faint. “Major drool factor,” she declared. “I’m not sure I would’ve survived!”


The two girls watched as the handsome young rock star dressed in a tuxedo danced smoothly atop a train car and then leaped off it and into a fancy ballroom through a glass skylight. When the video ended, a smiling, perky, dark-haired VJ named Lucita appeared onscreen.


“That was Eddie Urbane grooving to his new hit, ‘Too Suave for You,’” Lucita chirped. “And the latest news from the Urbane lane is that Eddie kicks off his Urbaneiac tour next month in Cleveland. Of course, PopTV will be there to cover the whole mad scene. In other music news …”


“Check it out, Mike,” Star called across the room. “Eddie Urbane’s going on tour this summer too.”


The mustached man at the desk glanced up from a stack of papers. “Yep. Heard about that.” He stared at the TV screen for a moment, then returned to his work.

OEBPS/images/img01_1-1.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-2.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-3.png





OEBPS/images/img03_1-3.png





OEBPS/images/img03_1-1.png







OEBPS/images/9781439114421.jpg
Supernova

Catherine Hapka

ALADDIN PAPERBACKS
New York London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/images/img02_1-1.png







OEBPS/images/img02_1-3.png





OEBPS/images/img04_1-1.png
lli =






