
Table of Contents

The Syrene Caper (SpaceColony Journals - The Next Generation, #2)

ABOUT THIS BOOK

THE OFFER

LOST & FOUND

A TAPESTRY OF THREADS

THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS

PIECES OF EIGHT

THE BLACK FLAG

SHIVER ME TIMBERS

YOU'LL NOT CATCH ME

HIDE & SEEK

MATTERS DOMESTIC

THE TROUBLE HUNTERS

REMEMBERENCES PAST

WALKING THE PLANK

A HUNTING WE WILL GO

DARK NIGHT RISING

SKIP-TRACER

SUPERMAN’S CAPE

THE JOURNAL CONTINUES | EXCERPT FROM BOOK 3 – SOTURI!

HISTORICAL NOTES ON VENSOOG

THE CONFEDERATED PLANETS

ACTIVE CONFEDERATED WORLDS MEMBERS

OCEANA

THE KARAMINE COALITION

SANDUSKI ISLAND

Further Reading: The Inheritance Genome


The Syrene Caper

SCJ II – Book 2

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


Gail Daley



​​​​​GAIL'S OTHER BOOKS

SPACE COLONY JOURNALS

Options of Survival

Destiny Rising

Tomorrows Legacy

The Betrayal Syndrome*

The Interstellar Jewel Heist

The Designer People

Alien Trails

Quantum Light

NEXT GENERATION SPACE COLONY JOURNALS

The Inheritance Genome

The Syrene Caper

Soturi!*

Alien Seed*

ABOUT GAIL’S WORLDS

Federation Colonies & Civilizations

Rulari – Land of Myth & Magic

Forbidden & Outlawed

ST. ANTONI – THE FORBIDDEN COLONY

Warriors of St. Antoni

The Enforcers

The Gaslight Bandits

Cradle of Fire

This dystopian earth

The Portal Lawman

The Clone Initiative

Cloned Ambition

Day of the Clone*

THE OUTLAWED COLONIES

ARCADIA

Game Theory

The Arcadian Web

BARSOOM

Heirs of Avalon

City of Deception

SHANGRI-LA

Babylon Shattered

Daughter of Shadows

LEMURIA

Apex Predator

Riddle of the Halivaara Wheel*

MAGI OF RULARI TRILOGY

Spell of The Magi

Magi Storm

Paladin

NON-FICTION

The Complete Modern Artist’s Handbook

PAMPHLETS

Introduction to The Internet #1

The Hard Stuff – Handbook #2

Art Show Basics – Handbook #3

Framing on a Budget – Handbook #4

Are You Making Money? – Handbook #5

For Writers Only – Handbook #6*

*Working Title. Release dates TBA

COPYRIGHT

The Syrene Caper Copyright © 2025 by Gail Daley dba Gail Daley's Fine Art

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

E-BOOK ISBN: 979-8-89238-050-8

PRINT ISBN- 979-8-89238-054-6

LARGE PRINT ISBN 

For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed "Attention: Permissions Coordinator," at the address below.

Gail Daley

5688 E Sussex Way

Fresno, CA 93727

www.gaildaley.com 

Ordering Information: Quantity sales. Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the "Bulk Sales Department" at the address above.

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction, and any resemblance to any persons living or dead is unintentional and accidental. 

Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

Book 2 The Syrene Caper Gail Daley—1st ed. Copyright © 2025 by Gail Daley dba Gail Daley's Fine Art

Cover Art Copyright © 2025 Used with permission

Signature Page

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ABOUT THIS BOOK

[image: ]


Twins are supposed to share everything, but when Azalure rescued Lorelei from Hans Grouter's breeding farm, Meredia couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy. She longed for the same bond she saw between her twin and her new daughter. The records showed that Lorelei was supposed to have a twin sister, Nerlisa, who was nowhere to be found. 

Meredia's successful acting career brings her to the remote island of Sanduski for a publicity shoot. She didn’t know this trip would reunite her with her long-lost daughter, Nerlisa. But their reunion is anything but peaceful, because a dangerous crew of pirate and drug runners has sights set on Nerlisa's unique Syrene diving abilities. As Meredia struggles to become a mother and protect her new daughter from harm, she must also confront the truth about what happened to Nerlisa all those years ago. Will she be able to keep her daughter safe among a labyrinth of dangers? 

If you enjoy heart-pounding adventures and strong family bonds, you'll love The Syrene Caper - a gripping tale of motherhood, love, and danger. Fans of stories about family, adventure, and overcoming obstacles will enjoy this thrilling tale.

[image: ]

FYI: this is the second book in the new series Space Colony Journals: The Next Generation. It is meant to stand alone, but if you would like more information on the extended cast of characters, I suggest you start the series with book 1 in the original Space Colony Journals and the History of Vensoog located at the back of this book.
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The show was closing. After two years as Saturday’s headliner, The Tempest had earned a good run—but Meredia still felt as though the curtain had dropped too soon. Ariel had been both her first professional role and the part that made her a star. She played Ariel in Shakespeare’s The Tempest there for all that time, as well as supporting roles in various other plays, but the cast learned this week’s performance would be the last for The Tempest. Ariel had been her breakout starring role (it had also been her first role as a professional actress). However, during the last six weeks, the box office had shown a steady decline, and the manager had decided it was time for a new play. She still had supporting roles in the three other plays the theater put on, but The Tempest had been its headliner.

“We will be replacing it with The Mongol Khan. It’s another Shakespeare-style play, so I urge you to try out for a part,” the theater manager, Jerry Storm, told the cast.

Dan Tanaka had been waiting to hear how the play’s closing was going to affect the security schedule for him and his employees. When he had retired from the Interplanetary Space Patrol, he had  wanted a complete change, For a time, he had worked with Clan Okiro  but he had moved into private security and built a small but reputable firm.

“Until our next opening, we will only need minimal security in the evenings, Dan,” Storm told him. “I hope this won’t adversely affect your business.”

“It won’t,” he assured her. Watching Meredia perform had become one of the few bright spots in Dan’s life. With the show ending, the old loneliness pressed closer—the legacy of losing his wife, daughter, and patrol partner within a single year. 

Meredia had no idea of the impact she was having on the security chief’s life. She would be at loose ends until she landed another major role. She supposed she could go home, but she had just spent a weekend there celebrating her niece Lorelei’s sixth birthday. She was glad Azalure and her daughter had found each other, but she couldn’t help wishing they had found Lorelei’s twin at the same time.

She walked the short distance to her apartment in a complex catering to theater and vid people. Port Recovery was a bustling city, with a mixture of humanoid races thronging its streets. The spaceport wasn’t yet the hive of interplanetary traffic it would become when the Planting Festival opened a few months later, but there was plenty of people and vehicles already streamed to and fro. Airsleds and motorized tricycles mingled with foot traffic as city residents went about their business.

Her apartment in the multistory dome was on the third floor. She was one of the lucky few with easy rooftop access. The rooftop terrace would likely be empty this time of day, but she decided not to climb the stairs. After dropping her purse on a chair, she programmed a cup of Cafka and sat down to go through her com messages. She scrolled through them, looking for something interesting. A message from someone named Dean Johnson caught her eye. The name was vaguely familiar. Oh yes, Johnson produced commercial vids for various things, and he sometimes used live actors in them instead of programming CGI characters. The theater director had brought him to her dressing room after a performance. Meredia remembered wondering why the other actresses had raved about his looks. Johnson’s handsome face and figure had made little impression on her; she had grown up with two halfling brothers, and all the Elven were gorgeous, even halflings like her brothers. After just a few minutes in Johnson’s company, she realized he traded on his looks to get what he wanted.

She opened the message anyway. Among other things, it contained an offer to appear in a trailer he was making for a new live-action vid about treasure hunters searching for a sunken ship. The role required diving experience. Well, that wasn’t a problem. She wondered whether someone had told him she was a Syrene. Diving posed no problem for a Syrene. Meredia and her twin, Azalure, had the aquamarine hair, silver eyes, copper skin, and underwater gifts of Oceana’s native people, although both had been created far from that water world on Grouter’s breeding farm. The thought drew her back to Azalure’s adopted daughter, Lorelei, and the twin who had never been found.

Meredia shrugged off the melancholy feeling brought on by thinking about the child. She commed Johnson to say she was interested and asked for more details.

Her com chimed as she hung up. It was her mother. Lady Katherine’s face wore the same tender expression Meredia remembered from childhood. “I just heard about the show closing. I’m so sorry, darling. Do you have other offers?”

Meredia blinked back tears. “I love you, Mom. Azalure and I were so lucky the day you and Dad adopted us. How did you find out about the show closing so soon? They only just announced it.”

Lady Katherine’s grey eyes twinkled. “I’ll never give away my secrets. Why don’t you come home for a few days?”

“I’d love to, but I found a message on my com inviting me to take part in a vid trailer for a new vid. I don’t know when he wants to meet.”

“Sounds exciting. Tell me when you find out more.”

Meredia surprised Johnson by bringing her own representative to the contract discussion. Her sister Patrice was young, but despite her sugar-candy appearance, she had gained quite a reputation as a canny attorney. The two sisters looked nothing alike; like most Syrenes Meredia had aquamarine hair, light copper skin and silver eyes. In contrast, tiny Patrice had fiery red hair, a porcelain complexion and a fragile-looking build.

“Do you really feel you need separate representation, Miss O’Teague?” Johnson asked, laughing indulgently. “I’m sure Robards here can handle things. He handles all my employee contracts.”

“Lady Meredia is wise to ask for separate representation,” Patrice interposed. “And forgive me, but she won’t be an employee; she will be an independent contractor.” She smiled and handed the other attorney a data crystal. That smile made Meredia inwardly roll her eyes. Her sister only smiled like that when she was going in for the kill.

“Please look these over. I think you’ll find they are standard industry contracts for independent contractors.”

Johnson chuckled. His smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Johnson chuckled. His smile didn’t reach his eyes. “I confess, Lady Patrice—is it ‘Lady,’ not ‘Miss’?—that I’m ignorant of the difference between the two types of employment.”

Izzibet, Patrice’s dactyl companion, made what Meredia recognized as a rude noise, and both women received an emotional push of distrust from her. Like her mistress, the dactyl was tiny. She couldn’t speak human languages, but she communicated through emotions and images that she pushed at others. Dactyls were native to Vensoog; small, four-limbed mammals with fur-covered wings. Absently, Patrice reached up and stroked the dactyl soothingly.

“I’m sure Mr. Robards can explain it to you in detail, but the major difference is the amount of autonomy a contractor has compared with an employee. Lady Meredia, as an independent contractor, will have the right to refuse a dangerous dive or insist on increased safety precautions. I’m sure we can come to an accord over the terms.”

“I’m certain everything is in order; I’m aware of your reputation in legal circles, Lady Patrice, but I’d still like to look at the contract.” Smiling wryly, Robards laid the crystal on his port-tab and invoked a privacy cone while he reviewed it.

Johnson didn’t allow his annoyance to show on his face. His reason for wanting Meredia on the shoot was only partly her acting ability. He was sure he would have more control over her actions if she were an employee, but he realized that would not happen under the watchful of her attorney.

He picked up a plate of cookies on the desk and offered them to the two women. “My housekeeper makes these; they’re excellent.”

Patrice touched a raised bump on her com as she reached for a cookie. When it flashed red, she picked up a cookie, and said, “Why, Mr. Johnson, how naughty of you. What’s in these, Payome?”

He flushed and jerked the plate back, spilling some cookies onto the floor. “I beg your pardon, ladies. I didn’t realize—these were leftovers from a private party, and my housekeeper didn’t know they had additional ingredients.”

“Payome isn’t illegal but giving it to anyone without their consent is. I assume you told your guests last night that they were ingesting it? I should report this to the Accuser’s office, you know.”

“I know it isn’t illegal. I understand it’s used in Vensoog handfasting ceremonies,” he protested.

“That’s true,” she nodded. “However, the Priestess carefully monitors the dose given during a handfasting to prevent any nasty side effects from an overdose.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that. A friend brought the cookies to the party. No one suffered any ill effects, I assure you. I’ll see these are disposed of.”

“You do that.” Izzibet wrinkled her nose as if she smelled something bad, and both women got the impression of a big, fat lie.

Meredia intervened. “Tell us about the shoot. What exactly do you want me to do?”

He smiled with relief. “Nothing that will require draconian precautions, I assure you. Remember, to get an excellent shot, the camera needs a clear view. The area has many sunken reefs and even a few shipwrecks we can use to stand in for the wreck used in the movie.”

Despite the unpleasantness concerning the drugged cookies, they came to an agreement regarding the terms of the contract.

“Wow, sis, I’m glad you came with me,” Meredia told Patrice as they left the building. “I’m not sure I’d have caught the drugged cookies.”

Patrice laughed, nodding at the dactyl, who did a little air dance. “You can thank Izzibet for that. She knew he was up to something. Are you sure you don’t want to take someone from security with you? Sanduski is a long way off.”

“It’s still O’Teague territory,” Meredia reminded her. “I should be safe enough.”

“I’d feel better if you had a dactyl or a Quirka with you,” Patrice said.

Meredia shrugged. “I never got lucky.” Dactyls and Quirkas were small, fist-sized natives to Vensoog, adopted by human colonists as companions. Humans loved them, and the creatures gained a ready source of food and a satisfying emotional bond in return, but they not the humans—chose the bond.

Johnson’s shoot would take Meredia to Sanduski Island, where her rare combination of acting talent and Syrene diving ability made her indispensable. She looked forward to the trip, hoping the island would offer some of the serenity she missed from Veiled Isle.
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LOST & FOUND
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Johnson informed the crew they would leave for Sanduski early Saturday. He was providing two large air shuttles for the crew and cast, and a third to haul the equipment and supplies. Meredia, who had arrived at the meeting area in her personal two-seater sled, looked at the crowded shuttles and elected take her own instead.

“I’ve got room for a passenger if anyone wants to ride with me,” she told the crew crowding into the shuttles. Marylou Grayson, who ran catering in the green dome, said, “You’ve got a deal,” and slid into the passenger seat, tossing her duffel into the back.

Johnson frowned. “I don’t know what kind of security we can provide for personal sleds, Lady Meredia. I think—”

She laughed. “I’ve got good insurance. Besides, Pirates Landing is a small town. I doubt it’s a hotbed of crime.” She waved at him, closed the door, and took off.

Marylou eyed her. “Lady Meredia?”

“Please don’t hold it against me—my mother is in line to rule Veiled Isle when Aunt Corrine retires.”

“Does that mean you’re in line to inherit?”

“Goddess, no, I’m one of nineteen children—all of us adopted. My sister Juliette is First Daughter, and I wish her joy of it. It’s a lot of work.”

“Nineteen? Wow, that’s a lot of children. None of her own?”

“Don’t let her hear you say that. As far as she and Dad are concerned, we are their own kids.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean any offense.”

“None taken. Have you been on one of Johnson’s shoots before? I was wondering what to expect.”

“Well, the food will be great, if I do say it myself. The staff trailers will be small, but they’ll be clean, and the plumbing will work. He rarely gets on well with the locals. They resent the fact he doesn’t buy locally, I think, so he discourages the staff from fraternizing with them.”

They continued to get acquainted all the way to Sanduski Island. Meredia found Marylou friendly and looked forward to working with her.

Pirates Landing was a sleepy fishing village, smaller than Veiled Isle’s main coastal village, and it lacked much of the summer tourist traffic she had grown up with.

The area allotted to the vid company for its accommodations was on the edge of the village. Johnson’s efficient crew had already set up the green dome, known to non-entertainment people as the catering dome. Meredia dropped Marylou off behind it. She had explained to Meredia that Johnson always provided quarters for her and the catering staff behind the kitchens.

“Must be nice for midnight snacks,” Meredia had joked, causing Marylou to laugh.

The cast and crew trailers were still called trailers, although Vensoog’s unique architecture meant they were pop-up domes on wheels. Squat supports held them off the ground just enough to keep them from flooding in inclement weather. The dome allotted to her had a dull metal finish outside, with well-worn but sturdy steps leading to the door. Inside was a small eating area with a working robo-chef and a tiny bathroom with a shower. In the back room, a gigantic bed took up most of the space. A shelf bed hung over it, reachable by a sturdy ladder fixed to the wall.

If she opened the curtains in the kitchen and bedroom she had a pleasant view of the ocean.

She checked the stock in the robo-chef and decided to make a few friends by doing a little shopping at the local grocery store. Most of the town consisted of ancient, weather-beaten domes housing the shops and homes. A few battered airsleds, some with open-air cargo space, were parked around the village.

When she entered the store, she saw surprised looks on the faces of the clerk and several shoppers. She picked up a half-gallon of milk, a bottle of juice, some fresh fruit, and a loaf of bread and walked to the counter to check out. A rough-looking man was standing at the counter. As she waited her turn, she realized the clerk was handing him credits out of the cash drawer. She didn’t look happy.

“Isn’t that backwards? I thought he was supposed to give you money,” she remarked.

The checkout clerk eyed her warily when she brought her items up to the counter. Instead of answering her question, she said, “Aren’t you with those vid people?”

“Yes, I am,” Meredia admitted, realizing the man’s behavior was off limits. She waited for the small-town inquisition she knew would come. “You sound surprised to see me. Why is that?”

The middle-aged woman shrugged. “Johnson doesn’t encourage his workers to shop with us.”

“And they just stay away? Why would they obey a silly order like that?”

“I think he’s afraid of us,” one of the other shoppers said with a sniff.

“You mean he thinks that if his people hang around us, they’ll find out about the little drug pipeline he and  Ring run,” another shopper retorted continuing what was obviously an old argument.

“Or maybe about Ring’s shakedowns,” another shopper interjected.

“Who is Ring?” Meredia asked.

“Just one of the local bad boys. We shouldn’t talk about him; remember what happened to that tourist couple,” Maris warned the others.

Deciding it might be time to change the subject, Meredia said, “This is my first time working for Johnson. Does he use the island for a lot of vid shoots?”

“About four or five times a year,” one shopper volunteered. “I think he gets a cheap rental rate from Lord McGuffey.”

“You’ve got a male ruler?” Meredia asked in surprise. Vensoog was a matriarchy; men couldn’t inherit property, although they could hold it in trust for daughters.

“Well, he’s Lady Grace’s grandfather, and she’s only fifteen. Until she receives her first Match List
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