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Prologue
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The music finally died down as the last customer left the café. She sighed as she locked the door. Looking through the glass, she saw the lights glistening off the water. This was not the view of the water she dreamed about. The gulf was nice, but nothing compared to the Pacific hitting the beaches of California. It had been three months since she graduated high school, and she was still stuck in the muggy state of Louisiana. 

After working the past few years, she still didn’t have enough money saved up to move. At least her car was in great shape for the drive. It helped to have an ex-boyfriend as a mechanic. 

She wiped all the tables down as her best friend, Renee, swept the floor. 

“I’m sick of working here,” Syrena mumbled as she threw the dishrag into the sink. It would join the laundry pile before they left. 

Waitressing at The Salty Dog wasn’t her dream job. She wanted to be in movies, not the lead actress, but supporting would work. She wanted out of this small town more than anything. There was nothing here except fish, water, and more fish. Most people were either fishermen and women, or they worked in the restaurants that served fish. 

It was too much fish.  

“I can hook you up with my cousin,” Renee said as she set the broom in the corner. “He’s a stunt double. He’s been in lots of movies.” 

“What’s his name?” 

This wasn’t the first time Renee had mentioned her cousin, but this was the first time she took note. 

“Spencer,” Renee said as she wiped her hands on her apron. “He could get you on the crew.” 

“I need a place. I’ve saved some money, but not enough to live on my own,” Syrena said as she leaned back against the counter and crossed her arms. “I refused to move out there without at least a hint of a place to live.” 

“Spencer may know someone. He has a lot of friends,” Renee said as she reached for the mop. “Don’t worry.” 

“My dad’ll worry,” Syrena said as she dropped her arms. “He wants me to stay in this town and work here. For the rest of my life.” 

“Girl, I love you like the sister I never had, but you need to leave. Don’t stay in this town. There’s nothing for you here,” Renee said as she dropped the mop in the bucket full of water. 

Some water splashed on the floor. It would get mopped with the rest of the floor. 

“You’re staying,” Syrena said as she grabbed the cleaner and dumped it into the bucket. 

“Randy’s here. We’re getting married next year,” Renee said as she pulled the mop out and set it in the ringer. “I can’t leave him.” 

“He may want to move,” Syrena said as she moved back. “Like you said, there’s nothing here.” 

“For you,” Renee said as she squeezed the water out. “Your dreams are too big for this podunk town. It’s time to swim past the wall under the bridge.” 

Their town was protected by a sea wall under the main bridge. Before the wall was put in place, the town flooded anytime the sea level rose more than ten feet. Everyone joked about swimming past the sea wall to leave town. 

“I still think you should talk to Randy. He may decide to leave. We can take Hollywood by storm,” Syrena said as she walked around and set the chairs on the tables for Renee to mop the dining area. 

“He won’t,” Renee said as she started mopping. “He wants to make manager at the tire shop.” 

“I’m sure they have tire shops in California. He could probably manage more than one out there,” Syrena said as she filled the napkin holders. 

“But not many babysitters,” Renee said as she paused. 

“Babysitters?” Syrena asked as she stopped what she was doing. “Does that mean there’s a stick with pee on it in the garbage at your house?” 

Renee nodded as she gripped the mop. 

“Oh, my goodness,” Syrena said as she rushed over to her best friend and hugged her. “I’m so happy for you two.” 

“Thanks, we’re excited, but no one knows yet,” Renee said as she stepped back. “His mother’ll freak, and who knows what mine will do.” 

“At least you love each other and this new little life,” Syrena said as she placed her hand on Renee’s belly. “I can’t believe you’re a mom.” 

“Well, it’s still early,” Renee said as she sighed. “I didn’t want to tell you.” 

“Why?” Syrena asked as she dropped her hand. “I’m not judging you for getting pregnant.” 

“Because I don’t want this to stop you from leaving,” Renee said as she grabbed Syrena’s hands. “I want you to leave and find your dream. It’s not in this town.” 

Syrena nodded. Her dream wasn’t here. 

“Talk to your cousin.” 

“I’ll call him when I get home. I’m out of minutes on my phone, or I’d call him now,” Renee said as she smiled. “You’re still my maid of honor and, of course, the godmother.” 

“I better be,” Syrena said as she hugged Renee again. 

She held back her tears. Her best friend was starting her life, and it was time for her to start hers. Could Renee’s cousin be her ticket out of the town? She’d always wanted to be part of the movie world. This could be her only chance, and she needed to take it. 

There was only one person she needed to convince. 

Daniel Evans. 

Her father. 



Two weeks later, she still hadn’t said anything. She wanted all her plans in place before she spoke with the scary Daniel Evans. Snapping her suitcase closed, Syrena sighed. It was time to face her father. She dragged her suitcase off the bed and set it on the floor. She didn’t want him to see it before she had a chance to talk to him. He would shut down without listening to her. 

Daniel Evans wasn’t a horrible father. He loved her. They just had different ideas about how her life should go. He wanted his mermaid girl to stay at home, get married, and give him grandkids. He wanted to be able to protect her. Or if not him, then her two brothers. Being the only girl was hard. Her mother died when she was nine, which left her surrounded by men. Johnny and Troy, as older brothers, were problematic. Sometimes more than her father. 

She glanced around her childhood bedroom once more. She’d already shipped some stuff and packed the rest in her car. Gone were the movie posters and sticky notes of quotes. But it was still her safe place. It was the room she’d run to after hearing of her mother’s death. Just because she was leaving, don’t mean it wouldn’t be here. 

If she needed it. 

“Syrena, you home?” 

Taking a deep breath, she left her room. Her father was standing in the living room, waiting for her. She paused to study him for a moment. This big man who braided her hair when she asked was why she had second thoughts about leaving. 

Who would take care of him? Her brothers were married with lives of their own. Daniel Evans might not think he needed looking after, but he did. 

And she was leaving him. 

Just like her mother. 

“I’m here,” she said as she stepped into the room. 

“So, you haven’t left yet?” 

Someone spilled the beans. Sometimes she hated how small this town was. This wouldn’t be easy. 

“What do you mean?” she asked. 

“I heard from Old Man Jetson that you’re leaving town. He said he mailed three huge boxes for you.” 

She sighed. This town and their big mouths. He wouldn’t listen to her now. This would break his heart. 

“Daddy, I found a job. I need to be there by Monday,” she said as she stepped forward. 

“And you’re just now telling me? Or were you going to tell me?” he asked as he crossed his arms. “Did you plan to sneak out in the middle of the night?” 

He was angry. 

“I planned to tell you tonight,” she said as her teeth sank into her bottom lip. 

Horrible habit, but one she couldn’t seem to break. 

“Like you told me you were looking for a new job? When did you interview for this job?” he asked as he threw his hands into the air. 

“I had a phone interview last week.” 

“Where’s this job?” he asked as he crossed his arms again. 

“LA,” she said. 

She waited for the explosion. Barely a second later, it came. 

“What?” he yelled. “You’re not moving to LA. All those empty-headed druggies and rapists live there. My only daughter isn’t moving across the country.” 

“I have a job, and an apartment is lined up,” she said as she fingered the hem of her shirt. “They’re not empty-headed druggies and rapists.” 

At least not all of the people living in Hollywood were on drugs and raped people. Having a job and an apartment should show she was an adult. She wasn’t jumping in her car and running away. 

“You’re not moving, end of the discussion,” he said as he dropped his arms. 

“I’m eighteen. I’m not a child anymore. This is what I want to do. You know, I’ve never wanted to stay here,” she said as she stepped toward him. “Please, understand, daddy.” 

“When I lost your mother, I never dreamed I’d lose you too,” he said, shaking his head. 

“You’re not losing me,” she said in a huff. 

She knew he would see it that way. She saw it that way too. 

“Moving hundreds of miles away means I’m losing you,” he said. “Why can’t you be happy here? Get married, have kids. You have a job here. You don’t need to drive across the country for work.” 

“Daddy, this is my dream, and I’m doing it,” she said as she held back her tears. 

She knew this wouldn’t be easy, but he made it more challenging than she thought he would. 

“Go then,” he said as he turned away. “Enjoy your new life.” 

What?

She stayed still as he left the room. She couldn’t believe his reaction. Knowing him as she did, she assumed he would put up more of a fight. She expected at least another hour of yelling. Not this cold shoulder he gave her. It was like he didn’t care enough to put up more of a fight. 

She closed her eyes and sighed. After waiting to see if he would appear, she acknowledged that her father wouldn’t be coming back. He’d said his goodbyes. Harsh as they were. Without him there, she didn’t have to hold back her tears. She walked back to her room and grabbed her suitcase as tears tracked down her cheeks. They splashed on her shirt as she loaded her last case in her car. 

She looked at the house again as she brushed her tears away. Might as well get on the road. 

It was time to start her new adventure. 

Time to see her dream become a reality. 
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Ten Years Later
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Rolling out of bed, Caspian groaned as he stretched. He picked up his phone and checked it on his way to the bathroom. Twenty missed called from Nessa. He didn’t wonder if she was still angry about the premiere. The woman was awesome in bed but could be a pain in everything else. They weren’t dating, at least not this week. 

He shook his head as he checked the rest of his notifications. One text from his father. Three missing calls from his mom. Several Facebook likes, Twitter replies, and more than a few dirty messages from different women. Buried at the bottom of the list was one missed call from his uncle. That would be the first one he returned after his shower. 

“You are up.” 

He spun around and saw Nessa. Why did he give her a key again? Might be time to think about getting it back. Or just changing the locks. He could say it was for security purposes. He wouldn’t have to listen to her whine about giving his key back. He’d let his security know. 

“Just woke up,” he said as he set his phone down. “What’d you need?” 

“Why haven’t you called me back?” she asked as she tapped her foot. 

Sexy heels did not make his morning. 

“Nessa, I literally just saw where I missed your calls. I haven’t even taken a leak yet.” 

“You should’ve called me when you got home,” she said as she crossed her arms. “No, actually, you should’ve taken me to the premiere. We’re together. The press needs to see us together.” 

“Why? To help your career?” he asked as he peed. 

He didn’t care if she was standing there. 

“Gross, do you have to do that with me standing here?” she asked. 

Once he finished, he turned to face her. “Nessa, get to the point of this visit. I need to call my uncle.” 

He moved around her to wash his hands. 

“No, you need to explain to me why I couldn’t go to the premiere with you. How can I show my support for your career without being seen with you?” she asked as she waved her hand. The other hand was poised on her hip. 

“We’ve discussed this. I don’t take anyone to my premieres,” he said as he tossed the towel on the sink. 

“You take your mother,” she said as she moved forward. 

“Yes, because she’s my mother. She’s been to more premieres than I have,” he said. 

Maureen Whitman was still one of the top actresses in the town. His mother won several awards for her work. Why wouldn’t he take her? Besides, it always stuck it to his father when she was on the red carpet. Anything he could do to stick it to his old man, he tried to do. 

“Her career is established. Mine isn’t,” she said as she brushed her hands down his chest. 

“Which is why I didn’t take you,” he said as he grabbed her hands. He didn’t have time for her this morning. 

“You’re a jerk, you know that,” she asked as she pulled her hands out of his grip. “I don’t even know why I stay with you.” 

“You’re free to leave,” he said as he waved his hand. “In fact, why don’t you leave my key on the table on your way out.” 

“Are you seriously kicking me out?” she asked as she stomped her foot. “You’re cheating on me, aren’t you?” 

“Considering the press would report on it before I could blink, no,” he said. “If you decided to drop by this morning to see if I brought a woman home last night, you can see I didn’t. I got in late, so I didn’t call you.” 

“You still should’ve taken me,” she said with a pout. 

“No, now what was so important that you couldn’t wait for me to call you?” he asked as he grabbed his toothbrush. “I do have things to do today.” 

“I wanted to tell you I’m flying to New York to audition. They want me there tomorrow morning,” she said as she moved closer. “I think you should join me.” 

“I’m not flying to New York,” he said as he shook his head. “My agent’s sending me some scripts over to read through.” 

He hated New York. 

“But it won’t be fun without you,” she said as she leaned into his side and ran her fingers over his biceps. “Think about us in one of those hotel rooms.” 

“No,” he said as he grabbed the toothpaste. “I’m busy. Why are you auditioning in New York?” 

“It’s for a play.” 

“You can’t sing,” he said as he scrubbed his teeth. 

The whiskey and wine weren’t a great combination in the morning after. 

“I can sing,” she said as she pinched his bicep. 

He shook her hand off as he spit. He shoved his toothbrush into its holder and turned to look at her. 

“I’ve heard you, and you suck at singing. Plays are weeks long. You realize you’ll be in New York longer than a few days,” he said. 

“I know, which is why I want you out there with me. You don’t have a movie right now. You can read scripts from New York,” she said as she moved closer again. “You could support my career as I do yours.” 

He shook his head as he moved back. 

“This isn’t working for me,” he said as he rubbed the back of his neck. “Go to New York, and good luck.” 

“You’re really not coming with me?” she asked as she pouted again. 

“No, I’m not. I’m too busy to fly out with you. Now, can you please leave so I can call my uncle? He doesn’t like to be put off for long,” he said as he walked out of the bathroom. 

“You need to tell him to cast me in his next movie,” she said as she followed him. 

“Tell your agent to talk to him like everyone else does,” he said as he walked into his closest. 

He needed clothes that didn’t smell of last night. 

“Your uncle hates my agent,” she said. 

His uncle hated her. But he didn’t say anything. 

He looked at her, sitting on the bed. Why couldn’t she get the hint? He was not in the mood for her this morning. His head was already throbbing, and he didn’t drink much last night. He grabbed an old pair of jeans and put them on as he yanked a t-shirt off a hanger. 

“Get a new agent he doesn’t hate,” he said as he pulled a t-shirt over his head. 

He walked out as he buttoned his jeans. 

“You still have those?” she asked as she motioned to his jeans. “I thought you threw them away when we cleaned your closest.” 

He looked at the jeans. There was one hole around his left knee, nothing to make him throw them away. 

“I rescued them from the pile you tossed them in,” he said. “Aren’t you going to be late for your flight? Have you even packed yet?” 

“No, but I thought you could help me,” she said as she stood up. “Since we didn’t get to see each other last night.” 

“I don’t have time,” he said as he shook his head as his phone beeped. 

“You never have time anymore,” she said. 

He walked back into the bathroom and grabbed his phone. He hoped it was something that resulted in him having to leave. 

It was. 

“I need to go,” he said as he walked out of the bathroom. 

“You’re just saying that to make me leave. I want to spend the day with you,” she said with a pout. 

“My uncle needs to see me,” he said as he grabbed his shoes and socks. “He said it’s an emergency.” 

He sat down and put his socks and shoes on. 

“Then he should call 911.” 

“Nessa, go pack for New York. I’m leaving to see what he needs,” he said as he stood up and grabbed his wallet off his nightstand. 

“Fine, but you have to promise to spend time with me when I get back,” she said. “I miss you.” 

“Whatever,” he said as he escorted her out of the house. 

He didn’t care as long it got her going. 

“I’ll call you when I land,” she said before climbing into her car. 

He waved before spinning on his heel to walk to his car. His uncle deserved the biggest pie known to man for giving him an excuse to get rid of Nessa this morning. He would pick one up from his uncle’s favorite bakery on his way to George Wells’ house. 

He fired a text saying he was on his way before calling his mother. 



“Wow, the set looks amazing,” Syrena said as she spun around to look at it. “Just like the book.” 

“It better be, considering the amount of money that’s budgeted for this movie,” Spencer said as he led her to the stunt trailer. “Are you sure you’re comfortable with this movie?” 
“Why wouldn’t I be?” she asked as she looked up at him. 
“You barely take your shirt off when you’re at the beach,” he said. “This calls for a bikini in every scene.” 

“A bikini top and a mermaid tail, I think I can handle those,” she said as she patted his arm. “Don’t worry. This is like a dream come true. What other girl can say they played a mermaid in a movie?” 

“I guess, but it’ll still be a lot of skin on display,” he said as he looked at her clothes. 

She was wearing an oversized t-shirt and baggy jeans. It wasn’t that she didn’t like showing her body. It was laundry day. She didn’t have anything else to wear. Living near the ocean all her life, she’d worn bikinis. 

“I don’t like being burned at the beach, and this was the only clean clothes I had left,” she said as she motioned to her clothes. 

“The shirt looks like it could fit a five-hundred-pound man,” he said as he touched the sleeve that fell past her elbow. 

“It’s not that big,” she said as she shook her head. “Now, what do I need to do today?” 

“They’re measuring you for the tail. They want a perfect fit due to the close-up filming,” he said. 

“Okay, I can do that,” she said as she knocked on the trailer door. 

This was the same trailer they had on every movie set. Being a stunt double wasn’t her goal when she moved out to LA, but it was perfect. She got to play in lots of movies without the pressure of being great on-screen and remembering lines. 

“Syrena, Spencer, we’ve been waiting for you two,” Lisa said as she opened the door. 

“Sorry, my last appointment ran late,” Syrena said as she stepped into the trailer. “I’m ready for my fitting.” 

“Good, step behind the divider. Your bikini is there. Once you get it on, we’ll help you with the tail,” Lisa said as she waved to the divider at the other end of the trailer. “Spence, Terry needs your help with the underwater netting.” 

“Okay, I’ll check it out,” Spencer said before turning away from the trailer. 

“How did your casting go?” Lisa asked. 

“Good, still think I need to stick to being a stunt double. I hate remembering lines,” Syrena said as she slipped her clothes off and put the bikini on. “Wow, this leaves little to the imagination.” 

“Girl, I know. The other girls paraded out here, and I swore I almost saw what their momma gave them,” Lisa said. 

“Good thing I’m wearing a fin over the bottoms. These make thongs look like full bottoms,” Syrena said as she stepped out. “Are there any others? I’m not going to be comfortable in this.” 

“Oh, that’s not yours,” Lisa said as she waved her arms. “I forgot. George wants you to be Myra’s stunt double.” 

“George, as in George Wells, the director?” 

George Wells was a fantastic director, unlike his brother Thomas. It had been a goal to be in one of George’s movies. He was visionary as a director. Some of her favorite movies were his. She’d been excited when she found out he was making a movie from her favorite book. 

“Yes, he stopped by this morning,” Lisa said as she turned to the rack next to her. “He met with Myra and found out she is scared of being in the water. And, according to him, she looked like a dead fish underwater. They were trying to do some test shots. Didn’t work out too well for her.” 

“Why did she take the part?” Syrena asked as she waited for Lisa to find her bikini. 

“She assumed she would have a stunt double for all the underwater scenes,” Lisa said as she pushed back the hangers. “Found it.” 

Syrena took the hanger and looked at the purple bikini. “She knows she’s playing a mermaid, right? Mermaids mean underwater scenes.” 

“Between you and me, she’s spoilt. After being nominated last year, she thinks she can demand anything,” Lisa said with her hand on her hip. “Go, try it on. I need to see if any adjustments need to be made.” 

Syrena nodded as she stepped behind the screen. “So, how did I get chosen for her stunt double?” 

“Honey, he took one look at your headshot and declared you were the stunt double,” Lisa said. “That red hair got you the part.” 

“Oh,” Syrena said as she tied the purple bikini in place and stepped out. “This is so much better.” 

She ran her hands over the material covering her hips. 

“Just like Nerida,” Lisa said as she clapped her hands. “You should’ve auditioned for Nerida. You would’ve been a lock for the part.” 

“Hair and eye color don’t get you leading parts,” Syrena said as she shook her head. “You know that. And I can’t be the lead. I’ve barely been in the background of different movies. I’m better on the stunt crew.” 

“Pish-posh,” Lisa said as she waved her hands. “You’re a natural in front of the camera.” 

“You haven’t seen me act,” Syrena said as she held up her hands for Lisa to pin the sides. 

“Honey, I know these things,” Lisa said around the pins she held between her lips. 

Syrena smiled as she waited for Lisa to finish the adjustments. Myra’s stunt double. It was just crazy. It would mean more of the camera’s focus than she was used to. Most of the time, she was lost in a crowd or not the focus of the scene. And she was okay with that because she still got paid. 

“Okay, you’re going to look fabulous,” Lisa said as she clapped her hands. “Now, let’s get the fit of the tail.” 

Syrena nodded as she sat down on the couch. This wasn’t the first time she’d been in a tail for a movie. This was the fifth. As she slipped into the tail, she thought about all the scenes she would be in. Nerida was underwater for at least half of the book. Maybe more. 

“Oh, this color looks so good against your skin,” Lisa said as she checked the fit. “I wish it looked as good on Myra. I may have to change hers a little. Hopefully, it won’t be noticeable on camera.” 

“Well, she’ll be above water wearing it,” Syrena said. “That could explain the color.” 

“Won’t explain it that much,” Lisa said as she put her hands on her hips. “They’ll have to recolor it in post.” 

“You could change mine to match,” Syrena said as she stared at the emerald green tail, she was wearing. 

It was exactly the color she pictured when she read the book. The texture was unique and so smooth. The scales looked like they had glitter or something in them. It would sparkle on camera, even underwater. 

“No. I’m not changing yours. It looks too perfect,” Lisa said as she shook her head. “Besides, what mermaid is tan? They live under the water. The sun doesn’t get to them.” 

Syrena laughed as she eased the tail down. “Anything else?” 

“No,” Lisa said as she took the tail. “I wish I could see you in the dresses, but Myra doesn’t need a stunt double above water.” 

“She shouldn’t. This isn’t anything too physical except walking,” Syrena said. “Oh, I’ll have to do the net scene.” 

“Yeah, but I looked at the shooting schedule, and it’s toward the end of filming,” Lisa said as she hung the tail up. 

“That’s good. I’d hate to mess that beautiful tail up early in the filming,” Syrena said as she stood up. “You need anything else?”

“No. We’re good. Go find Spence and get out of here,” Lisa said as she opened the door. “Oh, look who’s waiting for you.” 

“Bye, Lisa,” Syrena said as she walked out of the trailer. 

“You good?” Spencer asked. 

“Yeah, and I’m Myra’s stunt double,” Syrena said as they walked off the lot. 

“I know. That’s what I had to look at the netting for,” he said as he shook his head. “Are you sure you’re comfortable with this?” 

She heard him unlock his car once they were close. 

“Yeah, as long as you boys with the rescue equipment are ready and close by,” she said as she opened the passenger door. 

“We’ll be close.” 

“I’ll get to be super close to Tom Rogan,” she said as she climbed inside the car. “His voice is smooth like butter.” 

“Really?” he asked as he climbed in beside her. 

“Yes,” she said as she closed her eyes. “He’s so perfect for Destan.” 

“He backed out,” he said as he turned the key. 

“What? No,” she said as she shook her head. “I’ve been waiting to see him bring Destan to life.” 

“Well, he’s not. He had a family emergency and had to back out. George and the casting director are looking right now for someone else.” 

“Who’s the top actor?” 

“Don’t know. But if they can’t find anyone before Monday, the film will be pushed back which’ll cost some big bucks,” he said as he backed out of the parking space. 

“I’m not happy about replacing Tom, but I don’t want the movie pushed back,” she said. “Hope they get someone just as awesome as Tom.” 



“Caspian, you need this role if you want to break out of the chick flick rut you’re in,” George said as he held up the script. 

Caspian groaned as he looked at his uncle. “It’s an action movie with romance,” Caspian said as he crossed his ankles. “I didn’t even read the book.” 

Romance books weren’t his thing, even if he played in a lot of romance movies. Those paychecks were nice and kept rolling in. Women and some men would always flock to the theater to watch a chick flick no matter how many times the storyline was told. 

“I brought you a copy. You can finish it before the weekend, then read the script,” George said as he waved the book at Caspian. “I need a leading man, and Tom backed out.” 

“Who’s opposite of me?” 

“Does it matter?” 

“Of course, it does,” Caspian said as he uncrossed his ankles and leaned forward. “If I have to act with them, we need to have chemistry.” 

“Son, you’re thinking like a romantic lead. This is action/adventure. The woman is the accessory,” George said. 

“Says the one who cast last year’s swimsuit model for his horror movie,” Caspian said as he shook his head. 

“She looked great in a tank top and could lay in fake blood,” George said as he rubbed his hands. “I did want the cover model this year, but she couldn’t sing.” 

“This movie has singing? I’m out. You know I can’t sing, and I refuse to dance,” Caspian said as he stood up. “Since when do you produce musicals?” 

“It’s not a musical. The lead female has to sing. If it wasn’t in the book, I wouldn’t care, but those crazy book lovers will protest. And I don’t want to see all the emails for that.” 

“What does it matter? Seleniczk cut two of Scarlett’s children out of the script, and it’s still a classic,” Caspian said. 

“He didn’t cut out Mammy or Melanie, though. The girl being a singer is like a character on its own,” George said. 

Caspian paced the length of his uncle’s living room. 

“Let me read the book, then decide,” Caspian said as he rubbed the back of his neck. 

He didn’t have anything lined up for the moment, but that didn’t mean he wanted to be in this movie. Movies made from books could go one of two ways. Really good or really bad. 

“I need to know today. The casting director has her pick.” 

“You get the final say,” Caspian said as he dropped his arm. “Explain that I need time.” 

“You don’t have time. I’ll start filming B-roll footage with the mermaids on Monday. Principal filming starts Wednesday,” George said as he stood up. 

“Why did you wait so long?” 

“I told you Tom backed out. The guy we had as a backup is filming a new show for the L network.” 

Caspian closed his eyes as he shoved his hands into his pockets. 

“I know I’m going to regret this, but alright. I’ll be in the movie. What’s my character’s name?” 

“Destan Waters,” George said as he picked up the book. “I suggest you read this. I’ll send your agent the script. Be on set Monday for your fittings. Your scenes start on Wednesday.” 

Caspian nodded as he grabbed the book. 

“Uncle, don’t make me regret this.” 

“It’s a paycheck. Who could regret those?” 

Caspian sighed before walking out of the house. Nessa wouldn’t be happy because he wasn’t free to fly anywhere. Besides, he never promised her he would fly to New York to see her. One of the perks of not being in a relationship was not making promises. 



“Make sure you take a deep breath before diving. There are rescue divers in case of emergencies. The water is cold, ladies.” 

The director’s words echoed along the water. Syrena checked her tail once more as Spencer knelt beside her. 

“Don’t worry. You’ve got this,” Spencer said as he placed his hand on her shoulder. 

“Thanks, Spence,” she said as she smiled. “I can’t believe I’m in a movie as a mermaid. I’m still in shock.” 

“Yeah, think about all those hours you’ve spent in a fin,” he said. 

“Oh, hush,” she said as she pushed his shoulder. “Have you heard who the lead is? No one’s said a word all day.” 

“You haven’t heard? Where have you been?” 

“Running between castings,” she said. “Spence, you knew I have a full week of them.” 

“That’s right,” he said as he snapped his fingers. “You blew off two dinners with me.” 

“It was only one dinner, and I already said I was sorry,” she said. “Now, tell me who was cast to play Destan. I picture the character with black hair and green eyes, smaller build due swinging on the ropes, and being on a ship all his adult life.” 

“Girl, you know they’re not casting a skinny dude. This is supposed to be an action blockbuster,” he said as he shook his head. “Tom wasn’t a skinny dude.” 

“I read the book.” 

Reading the book had to mean something. Of course, the book didn’t say that Destan was skinny. She just pictured him that way. 

“So? Skinny action dude doesn’t sell unless he’s beefed up in the movie like Captain America,” he said. “You know they don’t always stick to the book.” 

“Ugh!” She shook her head as she watched the other girls dive into the water. She was next. 

“You better get in the water. You don’t need to be fired on your first day,” he said. 

She nodded as she slipped into the water. 

“So, who did they pick?” 

Please let it be an actor she liked. She wanted to enjoy this movie in the theater with her friends. She would also have to act with him in a few scenes. It would be easier if she liked him. 

“Caspian Wells.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding. He’s not the right fit for Destan. The man couldn’t be charming to save his life,” she said as she tested the tail. 

Why did it have to be Caspian Wells? Seriously, the man was awful in those chick flicks he did. He couldn’t be Destan. 

“Keep your voice down,” he said as he looked around them. “The director is Caspian’s uncle. He asked him as a personal favor.” 

“Of course, he did,” she muttered. “Here I am struggling for work, while he gets parts, he doesn’t deserve handed to him.” 

“Chill out,” Spencer said. “You don’t need to be angry before diving.” 

She nodded as she grabbed the respirator. “Let’s hope this tail holds up.” 

“It will, Mermaid Girl,” he said as he stood up. 

She smiled at the nickname before taking a deep breath. 

Today was easy since they were shooting B-roll. The director wanted as many underwater shots before the main actors got to set as he could get. The main goal was swimming through the artificial reef and under the platform that would be replaced in post-production to resemble the pirate ship. A pirate ship was built, but it wouldn’t be on set until the end of the week. The main and supporting actors would show up on Wednesday. She had two short days to come to terms with one of her least favorite actors playing one of her favorite book boyfriends. 



“Hold still.” 

Caspian closed his eyes as the makeup woman brushed something on his face. Whatever it was, it made his eyes water. He hated press days.

“So, Caspian, how’d you ever give up those chick flicks you love so much?” Myra asked as she leaned against the back of his chair. 

“The script was good,” he said without opening his eyes. 

“Must be nice to have your uncle working on the movie,” Myra said over his shoulder. “To be so blessed with so many family members in the business.” 

“What’s the point, Myra? Your family’s in the business as well,” he said. 

If his uncle would’ve told him Myra was opposite of him, he would’ve turned it down. The woman was a snake. He couldn’t stand her or her acting. 

“Oh, no point,” Myra said as she brushed her lips against his ear. “Just so nice to have someone know their way around set.” 

“Your husband out of town again?” he asked as he opened his eyes. 

“He’s filming on location in New Zealand,” Myra said as she pushed away from his chair. “I heard Nessa is in New York. Must be hard not having your toy around.” 

“About as hard as it is for you,” he said as he stood up. “You know this isn’t happening. We have to work together.” 

“And you don’t sleep with your co-stars,” Myra said as she moved next to him. “Which is a shame.” 

He shook his head as he walked away from her. This woman was a viper, and he hated being around her. There was no doubt what she wanted, but he wouldn’t go there. She was his co-star, but she was also married. She might be hot, but he didn’t mess with married women. 

“Took you long enough with make-up,” his uncle said. 

“Myra was in there,” Caspian said as he crossed his arms. “You didn’t tell me she would be in this movie.” 

“You can put your hate aside,” George said as he shook his head. “You’ll only have to deal with her part of the time. The other part, you’ll be acting opposite of her stunt double.” 

“Fun,” Caspian said as he scratched his head. “And a wig?” 

“Destan has long hair. Thought you read the book over the weekend,” George said. “Be grateful you don’t have to wear contacts as well.” 

Caspian growled at the thought. His eyes and hair were the same color as Destan’s. Just not as long. He hated long hair. 

“You better be glad I like you more than my father,” Caspian said. 

“Don’t even speak my brother’s name,” George said with a scowl. “He called last night. I had to deal with three hours of him talking about your mother.” 

“Yeah, he called me too, but I didn’t answer,” Caspian said as he shook his head. “I’m not dealing with him or his problems. My mother got the short end of that stick.” 

“Your mother is a saint for dealing with him as long as she did,” George said as he slapped Caspian’s shoulder. “Now, let’s get you in wardrobe. I want some photos for the press pack. You’ll have interviews soon.” 

Caspian nodded. It was always the same thing before filming started. Getting the lead star out for the press would help fuel the public for the movie's theatrical release. Some of the press and photos wouldn’t be released until closer to the theater release. 

“You’re lucky I like playing a pirate,” Caspian said as he opened his trailer door. 

“This pirate’s a good man,” George said. 

“And I’m not?” 

“No comment,” George said before walking away. 

Caspian watched his uncle before stepping inside and closing the door. He needed to hurry because he didn’t want to leave the press waiting. 



“So, how was the set?” Fran asked as Syrena flopped on the couch. She ran her fingers through her hair as best she could between the tangles. Saltwater always tangled her hair. 

“Fine, the water was cold, but nothing I couldn’t handle,” Syrena said as she toed off her shoes. 

“Does it look like it's described in the book?” Shelley asked as she walked into the room. 

Syrena smiled at her two roommates. They’d been excited when she landed the role in the movie. 

“Better,” Syrena said as she dropped her hand. “At least the cliffs and beach do. The ship will be transported to set over the weekend.” 

“I assumed green screen would be involved with the ship,” Fran said as she sat on the arm of the couch. 

“They built two ships, but the others will be CGI. Since they needed to be on the decks of both ships, they built them,” Syrena explained as she leaned back. 

“I still can’t believe you’re in this movie. I wish you would’ve auditioned for Nerida’s part. You can sing,” Shelley said. 

“I get nervous singing in front of people,” Syrena said as she looked at her roommate. 

“I know, but you could’ve overcome it,” Fran said. 

Syrena sighed as she propped her feet on the coffee table. 

“They want some pretty model that can sing,” Syrena said. “I’d rather swim around all day.” 

“We know,” Shelley said. “Oh, the hospital called and said they needed you tonight if you could make it.” 

“Yeah, I got their voicemail and called them back. They need me to help with the children’s program. Some celebrities are stopping by to hand out goodies,” Syrena said as she rubbed her temples. “The kids love seeing celebrities.” 

“Who’s coming this time?” Shelley asked. 

“Some of the cast from that action movie, Heroes Rise,” Syrena said as she leaned her head back against the cushions. “Spence is picking me up.” 

“Please tell me this is not a date for you,” Fran said. “Volunteering at a hospital is not a date.” 

“No,” Syrena said as she stood up. “It’s not a date. He wanted to meet one of the actors. I asked the hospital director, and he said it was okay.” 

“He talks to movie stars every day,” Shelley said as she crossed her legs. 

“Not really,” Syrena said. “Unless they’re doing a stunt, he doesn’t talk to them. He knows the stunt doubles well.” 

“I didn’t think about that,” Fran said as she crossed her arms. “So, who did they choose for Destan?” 

“I thought Tom was announced,” Shelley said. 

“He backed out,” Syrena said. “He had a family emergency.” 

“Didn’t he get hurt on his last movie?” It could be the reason he didn’t want another action movie,” Fran said. “I saw the article in my magazine this month.” 

“Could be,” Syrena said with a nod. “Sorry to leave you two, but I need to jump in the shower. Spence’ll be here soon.” 

“But you didn’t say who was replacing Tom,” Shelley said. “Please tell me he’s handsome.” 

Syrena sighed. “Rumor is Caspian Wells is playing Destan.” 

“What?” 

Syrena laughed as she looked at her roommates. 

“Don’t say anything. I hope it’s not true. He’s not Destan to me. I hope his uncle changes his mind and casts someone else.” 

“The man is handsome enough to play Destan,” Fran said as she tapped her chin with her finger. 

“Forget handsome, the man is hot,” Shelley said before groaning. 

“Arrogant enough,” Syrena said. “I wanted someone else.” 

“Who? If you think about, Caspian is a good choice,” Shelley said. “He has the same eye color and hair color. He just needs a wig.” 

“I guess,” Syrena said with a shrug. “We can discuss it when I get back tonight.” 

Turning, she walked out of the living room to her bedroom. She didn’t know how to explain how much she didn’t like Caspian being Destan. This was one of her favorite books, and she didn’t want him to ruin the movie. 
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Caspian scratched his head as he dialed Nessa. The wig would have to go. His uncle should’ve told him he would have to wear one. Surely, some pirates had shorter hair. Why did they all have to have long locks? It was frustrating, and it itched. 

“Baby, please tell me you’re in the air on your way to me. This big bed feels lonely.” 

He hated it when she called him baby. But she insisted it was perfect for him. 

“No, I’m not flying out,” he said as he unlocked his car. 

“But, I miss you,” she said in a whine. 

“Sorry. I start filming this week for my new movie,” he said before switching the call to Bluetooth. “Uncle George’s directing the movie on that book everyone loved.” 

“What book? And when did this happen? You didn’t have anything yesterday when I left,” she said. “I wouldn’t have left to audition. I know you love my moral support while you’re filming.” 

“Nessa, it’s fine,” he said. 

He suppressed the groan. He hated it when she came to set. She acted like a diva and caused problems for him and the other cast. 

“Are you sure? I could put off the play to come back and be with you.” 

“No.” He wouldn’t be able to stand it if she came back now. “Stay and do the play.” 

“If you’re sure,” she said. 

“I am,” he said firmly. “I just wanted you to know in case you called, and I didn’t answer.” 

“You never answer your phone,” she said. “Oh, baby. I need to go. I’m meeting the girls for drinks.” 

“Have fun,” he said as he shifted into reverse. 

“No worries there, love you,” she said. 

“Bye.” 

He punched the end call button on his steering wheel as he turned to back out of the space. Why she said she loved him, he didn’t know. They weren’t dating. This separation was the best thing. He needed to figure out a way to tell her they were done. 


Syrena smiled as she watched Tony knelt beside Jake. If only the press could see the megastar now. Laughing and playing in a children’s ward of the hospital. Slipping her phone out of her purse, she took a few shots and sent them to his phone. 

Tony was a great guy. Even if he did have more zeroes on his check than she’d ever seen. 

“I got my nephew all of their autographs,” Spencer said. 

“I’m sure Renee will love another sheet of paper with names on it,” she said as she grabbed a twinkie off the table. 

“Well, Rudy can show it off to his classmates,” he said as he looked at the piece of paper. 

“Please tell me it’s not on the back of another handwashing poster,” she said as she opened the treat and looked at the paper. 

“Uh,” he said as
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