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20,000 KILOS UNDER THE SEA

int. pitch black – night

garbled voice (filtered)

Eyes out, two vessels. Departed Mariel, north-northeast, 01:00. Over.

Static on a MONITOR. An infrared aerial view of a coast.

garbled response (filtered)

Copy, JIATF Key West. Triple engines and low profile. Over.

EXT. gulf of mexico – NIGHT

The moon exposes the infinite sea. A 20-foot BOAT with triple engines is silhouetted by the shimmer. The serenity is pierced by a BABY CRYING.
int. small boat – night

The eyes of a DOZEN MIGRANTS clustered on deck. Gaunt and terrified. A YOUNG MOTHER struggles to comfort the crying baby.
cuban smuggler (subtitles)

Silence or you and the baby go below!
The burly SMUGGLER stands at the controls with a CAPTAIN.

smuggler captain (subtitles)

The cargo below is worth more than these cattle. The baby goes overboard if Rao does not come.
The young mother cowers, shielding her child. All heads turn at the DRONE of a vessel. The captain aims binoculars.
                         smuggler captain (subtitles)

A Scarab... It’s Rao.
They see boat lights 100 yards away. The captain lifts a 2-way.
captain (subtitles)

Rao! Hurry or we’ll all be dead!
They patiently watch the Scarab accelerating towards them.  Then suddenly flinch -a thunderous crash, like CRUNCHING STEEL.
They gasp to see the Scarab launch as if striking a rock. It EXPLODES with a blinding FIREBALL.

cubaN smuggler (subtitles) 

MY GOD! A missile?
The men look skyward. The captain throttles engines to flee.

The migrants notice a pointed WAKE following in their trail, advancing fast. On both sides are GLOWING ORBS like eyes.

elderly refugee 

Monstruo marino!
The migrants point and shout. The wake advances like a torpedo. 
ON SONAR: An enormous shape like a cigar races toward them.

captain (subtitle)
That is no whale!

The refugees huddle, crying. Old women clutch rosaries. 

ext. gulf of mexico – continuous

As the boat races, it abruptly CRUNCHES from the rear like an accordion. The hull is splintered with flaming engines. The smugglers are slaughtered like striking a buzz saw.
Migrants plunge into the sea. They cry for loved ones, grasping debris. The mother struggles to hold her baby above water.

                          elderly refugee (subtitles)

It’s turning back!

The mother sees the EYES, fifty yards away -the creature’s turning. The beast then races forward. The mother closes her eyes amidst CRIES. The creature suddenly submerges. Gone. 
A light shines from above with the DRONE of a MH-60 JAYHAWK. Lights reveal flaming wreckage and migrants clutching debris.
A 40-foot INTERCEPTOR GO-FAST with flashing strobes splashes to a halt beside the survivors who cry out, panicked.
int. DEA interceptor – continuous
Senior DEA AGENT KURTZ (50s), square jaw and buzz cut, aims a light to see the shattered boat and fuel flaming on the waves.
kurtz

RUIZ! Before the tanks ignite! 
A blur of activity. Like a relay, boyish AGENT RUIZ and their TEAM throw rings to pull the surviving migrants aboard. 

ruiz

That’s it! No mas! Let’s go!

They narrowly flee before the smuggler’s tanks EXPLODE.
As the DEA vessel races, the survivors are given water and Mylar blankets. The mother cries tears of gratitude.
Agent Kurtz squats beside them. He shouts over the engines.

kurtz 

What the hell happened?
The softer Ruiz moves in to interpret to the survivors.

ruiz

Que le paso a tu bote?
Hoarse responses in Spanish:
refugees (mult.)
-El monstruo!

-Monstruo de Cojimar! 
Kurtz frowns, puzzled. Ruiz turns to him, mystified.

ruiz

They say it was a… sea monster.
ext. truman annex, key west – day

Beyond pastel island Victorians is a whitewash sign, “NAVAL AIR STATION – TRUMAN ANNEX.”

int. truman annex, boardroom – day

Though a government building, the room’s tropical with plantation shudders and a paddle fan swirling cigar smoke.

kurtz

…Which is why we’ve put together this little expedition. This was the fifth… incident in six weeks.
FIVE AGENTS in uniforms and a MAN sit at a table under a brass sign, “JOINT INTERAGENCY TASK FORCE.”

Senior Agent Kurtz sits at the head with Ruiz at his side. There’s one tan CUSTOMS (ICE) OFFICER, two COAST GUARDSMEN, and a RUGGED MAN in khakis (30s,) impatient with crossed arms.
Ruiz reads from a report as a video screen displays a map.
ruiz

We tracked the vessels from Mariel, east of Havana. Known narcotic smugglers. But last night’s load included human cargo –our witnesses.
The sunbaked ICE officer scoffs.

ice officer

Laborers who believe in sea monsters. 

The gruff Kurtz scolds.

kurtz

Show respect, Randy. Those poor souls paid five years’ salary to risk comin’ to our neighborhood.
ruiz

Their descriptions all match. I don’t know about sea monsters –but maybe some sort of rare… whale?

The door opens. A JUNIOR AGENT enters to announce.
junior agent
Agent Kurtz: Dr. ARRISON has arrived. And she has an assistant.

An appealing but serious woman (40s) enters. Conservatively dressed for the tropics, but tanned and fit like a swimmer. With her is the epitome of a Millennial male student (20s.)

kurtz

Ah, perfect timing as we babble about whales and krakens.
                       (to the group)

This is Professor PATRICE ARRISON, with the FSU Coastal and Marine lab. We’re lucky to get her.

Arrison flashes a brief smile as she and the young man enter.
arrison

I’m sorry we’re late. Not many planes flying from the panhandle to the southern-most point.

She winces to wave away cigar smoke.

kurtz

I apologize, ma’am. Key West isn’t as caught-up as we should be.

Arrison motions to her assistant.
arrison
              This is CHANDLER, my T.A.
The guy seems subtly miffed at the description.

arrison (cont’d)
In addition to oceanography, he studied Latin American folklore. It might assist with the… assertions.
They sit. Kurtz looks at the kid to outline their roles.
kurtz (cont’d)

I’m Agent Kurtz with the DEA. I’m rabbi to this man, Agent Ruiz. We’re members of the Joint Interagency Task Force. We have members from FBI, ICE and local PD.
He makes intros around the table. 
kurtz (cont’d)

Randy here is with Immigration-Customs Enforcement. Officers Roberts and Newstreet are with our esteemed Coast Guard. 

He motions to the chiseled man who appears bored.

kurtz (cont’d)
This gentleman’s NED LANDA, former Marine, Force Recon. Invited as an armaments expert. 
chandler

So you’re like the Avengers…
Dr. Arrison huffs, embarrassed at his comment.

kurtz

We are exactly like the Avengers.

He winks at the kid. 
arrison

An armaments expert..? I was told the expedition was for potentially-rare marine life.
Landa reacts, irked. 

landa

This task force isn’t a Green Peace vacation. Every destroyed vessel has been known smugglers--  

Kurtz scowls; Landa’s revealing too much. He lifts a hand.
kurtz 
--However, Ned… The reason the fine doctor was invited is because we have no incendiary evidence.
On a large SCREEN, Ruiz projects images of tagged wreckage.

ruiz

In every case, we found no explosive residue. Any sort of missile, bomb, grenade or bullet would leave evidence behind. Zero shrapnel.
Arrison and the agents watch, riveted. Landa interrupts.
landa (heated)
--Narcos have tested cellulose bombs that don’t leave shrapnel.
Kurtz clears his throat for order. He smiles at Arrison.

kurtz

These boys are passionate about their jobs. You can see our need to investigate both sides. It is a big coincidence –in this triangle- all victims have been smugglers.

He points to a marine chart depicting a triangle of cases.

As Chandler pours from a carafe, he accidentally drenches the table.

chandler

Whoa..! My bad!

Arrison cringes, mortified. The agents hand over napkins.

Arrison

I apologize. Fortunately, Chandler is more… book smart.
He looks at her, hurt. Kurtz senses the awkwardness.

kurtz (to chandler)
Glad to have you aboard. So, explain how folklore studies can help out.

Chandler’s a boy in headlights. He then springs to life, fumbling to connect a laptop to project images.
chandler

I... we... read the survivor’s accounts. The Monstrua de Cojimar they describe is a legend from Cojimar, Cuba. Locals say it’s a monster-sized shark. 
The illustrations are wildly-exaggerated DRAWINGS.

chandler (cont’d)
There are similar stories between here and South America. Massacooramaan in Guyana is a creature that attacks boats, plunging men to their death.
The officers around the room glower, cynical.

chandler (cont’d)

In Peru, Yacumama is a giant serpent, destroying anything within its--

Dr. Arrison uneasily interjects.

arrison

--What he’s trying to say… Myths can be rooted in fact. Ancient people saw whales, giant squids and so on, and called them monsters.
She types to project marine images of various WHALES.

arrison (cont’d)

Witnesses described a whale-like beast with a tusk like a unicorn. The perfect description of a narwhal –but only found in arctic waters. 
Landa huffs, a waste time. She turns soberly to the agents.

arrison (cont’d)

No one mentioned smugglers. I flew 600 miles due to rare humpback sightings off Miami. Migrations of whale sharks, the largest fish in the world. Both can destroy small boats.
Kurtz nods, decisive.

kurtz

This will be a balanced pursuit. The Coast Guard graciously offered a vessel. Dr. Arrison: we need you there for any unique marine life. Landa: for any sign of assault or  weaponry. Two guardsmen to pilot--
landa (interrupts)

--Five people..? Two are a professor and a kid? What if we’re targeted? We need heavy arms--
Arrison objects to Kurtz with growing unease.

arrison

--This voyage is quickly changing from your request to the university.
kurtz

Our radars can see twenty-five nautical miles. We’ll have eyes on any vessel that enters the triangle.
                        (to Arrison)

If you no longer want this rare opportunity, the University of Florida’s a call away. The boat departs at 22:00 hours. 

Dr. Arrison and Chandler react, dumbstruck.
ext. Coast Guard “sector key west” station – dusk
The palm-lined USCG facility has wide piers on the Gulf. Brightly-lit with a fleet of Coast Guard vessels of all sizes.

int. arrison’s cab – night

A pink Key West CAB approaches a guard gate. Arrison has to show ID. As they proceed, Chandler’s anxiously babbling.

chandler

…I got Cuban coffee and medianoche sandwiches. How long will we be-- 
arrison (interrupts) 
--Chandler: I know you’re nervous. But we really need this.

ext. uscg base – moments later
Dr. Arrison and Chandler walk towards the base’s entrance.
chandler

If your program loses funding, can’t you just… pursue something else?
arrison

I’m not your… Millennial friends, changing degrees every year. I’ve devoted twenty years to--

She catches herself. Takes a breath.

arrison

I’m sorry. That wasn’t fair. I have to trust Kurtz. If I can document new migrations –or anything unique- it could change everything. 

Chandler reflects with a smile.
chandler

It’s okay –you can count on me.

ext. uscg piers – night

Landa’s on the pier with USCG Officers Roberts and Newstreet. He snuffs out his cigar to see Arrison approaching the docks.
landa

Doesn’t Arrison sounds like arrogant?
roberts

Why are they really here?

landa (chuckles)

To appease the animal rights wackos.  
newstreet

Let’s hope it is just whales. 
Roberts motions to a large rectangular case at Landa’s feet.

roberts

We will need to know any heavy arms you’re bringing aboard.

Landa smirks, proud.

landa

Kurtz loaned me a FIM-92 Stinger. We don’t care if the cartels are annihilating each other –just keep it off our shore, you know?

Arrison and Chandler approach with wide eyes.

arrison

That’s our boat?

Between large impressive vessels is a 32-foot ALUMINUM BOAT. Open-deck, center console and an immense gun on the front.
newstreet

Yes professor. The Abraham Lincoln,  Port Security Boat. Defender class, twin outboards, .50 caliber gun.
landa

How can we complain? Tax-payers are funding our little field trip.

int. abraham lincoln – night

The five board the vessel. Chandler’s decked with cameras, thermos and lunch bags. Arrison studies the vessel with unease.
MONTAGE as the boat idles past the port towards a moonlit Gulf. 
Landa sits away from the others on the bow, readying his gear. Dr. Arrison stands with Newstreet at the controls, curious.

newstreet

We’re heading into the triangle, sixteen miles southeast. Where every vessel’s been destroyed.

Arrison blinks, daunted. Newstreet chuckles.
newstreet (cont’d)

Reminds me of the old Devil’s Triangle. Never solved that one!
On the BOW, Roberts approaches Landa. He leans to speak low.

roberts

We have intel a triple-engine is heading north out of Manzanillo. 
Landa nods, fastening a gripstock to the STINGER’S tube.
landa

I’ll be ready if anyone targets a biology boat with civilians.
In the stern, Chandler sits with earbuds, watching his phone. He raises his cell, aggravated at fading reception.

ext – gulf of mexico – night

The moon slides west as time passes. The Lincoln on the horizon.

int. abraham lincoln – night

Arrison and Chandler listlessly eat sandwiches in the stern.  Just lapping waves. Newstreet speaks into a radio at the conn.

newstreet 

Nada. We’ll give it ‘til 04:00. Otherwise return to port. Over.

Dr. Arrison approaches Newstreet, impatient.

arrison

You do have a… fishfinder, right?

newstreet

We got sonar. It’ll show any large or approaching school of fish--
The radio interrupts with STATIC. It’s KURTZ’S VOICE.

kurtz (v.o.)

--Lincoln: the suspect vessel’s now southeast, two miles. 23°59'11" North, 81°47'06" West. Over.
newstreet

Copy. We’ll attempt visual as we--
arrison (exclaims)
--You knew a boat was coming? 

Newstreet ignores her as they scurry to prepare. Fast-paced.
Roberts

Cut the lights! Southeast, 20 knots.

The boat’s lights go out. Roberts and Landa aim binoculars. 
newstreet

Vessel approaching south-southeast.

Arrison and Chandler dart their heads in the dark, anxious. 

POV: INFRARED BINOCULARS discern a dot on the horizon.

landa (o.s.)

Yep, I got ‘em... Two kilometers.

A pause in the rolling blackness. Dr. Arrison struggles to see. A sudden FIREBALL plumes on the horizon. Arrison gasps.

newstreet (eager)

They’ve been hit! Do we engage?

roberts (w/binoculars)
I see no other vessels.

landa
A long-range weapon?
Landa lifts his stinger. Roberts mans the .50 caliber gun. Newstreet glances at the sonar -his eyes widen.
newstreet

A large reading, closing fast…

INFRARED POV: A spiked wave approaches with GLOWING “EYES.”
landa (o.s.)

Impossible…

Arrison and Chandler crouch –the menacing wave races closer. Arrison aims her professional camera; Chandler uses his phone.
newstreet

It’s massive –it’s not a whale!

Landa readies the stinger on his shoulder. Roberts FIRES the .50 caliber gun. The EYES race closer with a trail of spray. 
Landa struggles to aim in the chop -the creature now fifty yards. He FIRES a missile. He’s thrown back, off balance.
The projectile misses and EXPLODES underwater. The flash silhouettes something massive. 
Newstreet joins Roberts in the bow to FIRE an M-4 MACHINE GUN. 

The bow’s crushed, shattering upwards. Both officers thrashed.
A DEAFENING CRUNCH. The remaining hull capsizes. Arrison and Chandler are heaved overboard. Flaming debris rains down.

ext. gulf of mexico – continuous

Chandler and Arrison cough and splash between large swells.

chandler

Where are you..?
A strong current pulls them away from the flaming debris.

arrison

Current’s too strong! Grab anything!

They find each other, panting. A fracture in the boy’s voice.
Chandler

Are they all dead?

An unnerving lull of lapping waves… Then a faint VOICE SHOUTS.
landa (o.s.)

I found your whale…

They turn, all directions. Like a mirage, Landa appears in the gloom, crouching above the water. They fight to swim closer.

They see waves breaking against a surface. Landa slowly stands on an unseen deck. He helps Arrison and Chandler out of the water. They gasp, unable to comprehend where they are.
chandler

It’s… metal. A platform?

Arrison sees its long and narrow, stretching into the darkness. She recognizes the “eyes” on each side of an angular bulkhead.

arrison

Two… portholes..?

Landa tenses at the realization. 
landa 

Jesus… it’s a narco sub.

chandler
What’ a narco s--

DARK FIGURES pull hoods over their heads. FLASHES of stun guns.
FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. blackness – NIGHT

Blurred motion. Echoes of muffled SPANISH and RUSSIAN VOICES.
int. The brig – day

Arrison’s eyes open. Bleary, a gasp of fear.
Arrison

Where am I!
She’s on a steel floor in a stark 8 x 6 CELL. She turns to an unconscious Chandler next to her. She grabs him.
arrison (cont’d)
Chandler..! Are you okay..?
He stirs, grimacing. He squints at the gritty bulkheads.

chandler

Where are we? What…happened? 
Landa’s voice (o.s.)

We’re in a sub.

They turn to see Landa hunched on a bench. arrison responds, then realizes he’s breathing heavily, hands on his head.
Arrison

A sub? –are you okay? 
Landa

I’m not good in… tight spaces. 
Chandler retorts, naïve.

Chandler

You’re claustrophobic? A Marine--
Landa (Terse)

--It’ll pass! Yes a sub! The white whale of the DEA, a narco sub.
He looks up to see their bewilderment.

Landa (cont’d)

Cartels have tried to acquire subs for smuggling. Usually homemade pieces of crap. The fear is if they get their hands on a Soviet sub.
Arrison (wary)
You think this is a Russian sub?
Landa points to a rusted sign by a vent. It’s in RUSSIAN. Arrison and Chandler anxiously debate their predicament.
Arrison

Russian? I heard Spanish voices… What if Cuba’s attacking the U.S.--
CHANDLER

--I think the Spanish was Colombian.
ArrisoN
How could you know that?
Chandler

Remember Lina from school? She’s from Bogotá. I heard a voice say “Que pena.” That’s how they say “sorry” instead of lo siento.
Arrison frowns, evaluating.
Arrison
Who’s apologizing to us?

Chandler pats his pockets, fretful.

Chandler 
Our cameras are gone! So is my phone and wallet!
           


  Landa

They took our belongings.
Arrison

They robbed us?

Landa

So we can’t communicate. They’re probably running our backgrounds. I suspect we were drugged.
They flinch at the CLANK of the steel door. It opens with the silhouettes of TWO GUARDS. In all black, aiming guns.
GUARD (spanish accent)
Face the wall!

Landa (brazen)
Spanish holding Russian Makarovs… That solves that.
The guard kicks Landa off the bench. The guards quickly lift them against the wall and zip-tie their hands behind them.
They see a FIGURE block the door’s light. Though unclear, the man’s tall and trim. He speaks with a calm RUSSIAN ACCENT.
Man

I am NIKTO. I am captain--

Landa shouts.

Landa

--you’re a murderer!

Nikto pauses, assessing.

Nikto

I am not a killer of innocents. I target my former employers, and anyone who commits an act of war.

Landa

What act of war? 

Nikto shouts to the guards in SPANISH

nikto

Tráelos conmigo.
INT. NARROW PASSAGE – DAY
Nikto leads the three down a dim corridor. Stained, bare pipes and a steel-grate deck. Like an abandoned factory.
Dr. Arrison’s eyes dart, terrified. Chandler shuffles close behind her. Landa walks tall, perspiring but vigilant.
INT. “wardroom” officer’s MESS HALL – CONTINUOUS
They enter a contrary space with a higher ceiling, a long ornate table and an elegant chandelier swaying. The bulkheads are covered with velvet drapes and priceless art. 
The three halt. Arrison notes a PORTRAIT of a beautiful ASIAN WOMAN. Nikto turns at the far end of the table.
They see he’s late 40s, in the same uniform as the guards, black fatigues with a turtleneck. He’s handsome with a neat beard, but pale as if he hasn’t seen the sun in months. 
nikto (to the guards) 
Corta tus enlaces. Déjalos aquí.
The guards lift BLADES. The three tense, but the guards cut their binds. Nikto gives a faint smile.
nikto 

I apologize for the binds. I must recall my… terrestrial manners. 
His accent has an aristocratic flair. He frowns at Landa.

nikta (cont’d)

It was an act of war because you attacked my vessel. My warning receiver identified your missile locked on me. Your officers fired heavy artillery. Acts of war.
                         (he sits)
Take a seat.
The guards step forward from the shadows. The three take seats. Nikto pulls a cigarette from a tin. His brows lift, emotional.

Nikto (cont’d)
The refugees were a truly regretful mistake. They were not supposed to be onboard. Did any perish?
Landa shouts, derisive.

landa

You murdered four. One couple, married sixty years and their two granddaughters.
Nikto’s eyes widen. He glances at the chandelier, raw emotion.
Nikto 

That will never happen again. Which is why you are here now. Alive. You are aboard the NAUMTSEV--
Landa (interrupts)

--a Soviet Akula class. Quietest in the fleet. Did the cartels abduct you? Or just old-fashioned greed?
Nikto flashes a lethal smile.

Nikto

Mr. Ned Landa, former engineer-mechanic for the Marines, now a self-proclaimed armaments expert.

Landa

Once a Marine, always a Marine.
Nikto

Not when you are dishonorably discharged for dereliction of duty. You have two IRS liens. Now you are a contractor who sells opinions.
Landa fumes. Nikto then smiles at Dr. Arrison.
Nikto 
Conversely… I am elated to have a marine professor onboard. Dr. Patrice Arrison. You are more… impressive in person than your university photograph.
Arrison’s thrown, unable to reply.

Nikto (cont’d)
I am sickened to see your funding cut due to dwindling respect for marine studies. My partner was also a scientist. 

He glances at the Asian woman portrait. An expressive pause.

nikto (cont’d)

She had a thirst for exploration. She modified this vessel for research after I brokered its sale to my former employers-- 
landa (interrupts)
--Cartels don’t do research. Did you steal this sub? Now attacking them? Committing international crimes--
nikto (curt)
--I am free of any land-based society. I do not obey its rules, and I ask you never to invoke them in my presence again.
Chandler speaks up with the purity of a child.

chandler

What about… us?

Nikto turns to him. He smiles at his innocence.

nikto

Mr. Chandler Arrison. Student Chapter President of a High-Functioning Autism Society. You’re a true leader. 

Chandler blossoms at the compliment. Arrison smiles at him.

nikto (cont’d)
If you are anything like your mother here, I will show you things your eyes cannot imagine…
Chandler smiles at Arrison –his mother. Landa interjects.

landa

Read between the lines –he’s saying we’re prisoners. 
Nikto lifts his hands with an elegant shrug.
nikto

I will never harm you. But I cannot have anyone betray my existence. 
He leans in with a magnetic gaze at Dr. Arrison.

nikto (cont’d)
What if I show you what lies 600 meters beneath Guanahacabibes?
She gasps. Her eyes dance around the lavish room.
arrison

But that’s been shielded by Cuba for seventy years…
nikto

I assure you the Naumtsev is not limited by imaginary borders.

int. truman annex – day

The JIATF table has expanded. Among a group of uniformed OFFICERS from multiple agencies is a young female NAVY OFFICER.

agent kurtz (emotional)
…Unlike our Guardsmen –who were dear friends- we have not recovered the bodies of Landa, Arrison or her son. 
agent ruiz

This is the Lincoln’s last broadcast: 
A garbled, panicked VOICE plays. A WAVEFORM ONSCREEN. 

                         newstreet’s voice (filtered)

It’s massive –it’s not a whale!
It’s played twice. The room’s faces glower in deliberation. Kurtz introduces the bookish FEMALE NAVY OFFICER (30s.)
kurtz

Meet Officer ENGEL, a Navy Intel Specialist who’s way smarter than me. We’re lucky to pry her away from her desk in D.C.
Engel sheepishly nods to the men and women.

engel

Greetings, I’m rarely invited to the field. In this case, regrettably, all cameras were lost. But one phone onboard uploaded images to the cloud. We retrieved these:
She projects IMAGES ONSCREEN. Dark and blurred with two spots.

engel (cont’d)

It appears to be an object with a discernable wake. Note the two spots that could be mistaken as eyes.

The image is brightened, with a digital graphic outline. 
engel (cont’d)

We applied filters to reveal this: A dark shape like a whale, but much larger. In the foreground it appears to have a sharp, bayonet-like nose. 
Kurtz and Ruiz exclaim simultaneously.

kurtz

Jesus Christ, it’s a--

ruiz

--Narco sub.

Engel shows FILE IMAGES of shoddy (real) NARCO SUBS.
engel

The only narco subs ever seized have been home-grown. Some even wood and fiberglass, under forty feet. Using reference points, analysts estimate this object’s span at over 350 feet.

She turns to her rapt audience, somber.

engel (cont’d)
The U.S. doesn’t have any missing subs. A Soviet Akula is 375 feet long, with stealth equal to ours.

The agents freeze at the implication. An officer exclaims.
USCG officer 
In 2018, a Russian sub was sited off the coast of Virginia. We need to--

kurtz (interrupts)

--Commies aren’t attacking, son. It attacked five drug traffickers. It’s a turf war –in our backyard-- 
uscg officer (heated)
--It’s a national security matter--

kurtz

--It’s DEA if it came from Colombia. If a cartel bought an entire sub, there’ll be a shitload of witnesses.
He motions to Ruiz.

kurtz (cont’d)

Ruiz’s coordinating with Colombian National Police. I can’t keep this from the press too long –a school will be looking for their professor.

int. the NAUMTSEV – day

Dr. Arrison opens a steel door. She’s clean and refreshed.
nikto (o.s.)

I trust your quarters are suitable?

Her QUARTERS is a small cabin, ironically furnished with exquisite Spanish furniture, framed art and Persian rugs.

arrison

I don’t feel like I’m on a submarine.

nikto

That is my goal. This is my home.

She’s wearing new clothes –a uniform like the crew. 
arrison

Where’s Chandler and Landa?

nikto

Your son wished to see our control. He is curious, gifted. Mr. Landa is… resting in his quarters.
cut to: landa’s quarters – day

A stark cell with a bench. Landa BEATS on the door, shouting.

landa

Get me the hell outta’ here! Hello…?
int. nikto’s parlor – day

Nikto and Arrison enter the PARLOR. Her eyes widen. Forty by thirty feet to span the tapered forward hull. Its high ceiling, with pipes and vents, is like brass steampunk.
nikto

My grand parlor. I spend most of my time here –for obvious reasons.
Neoclassical furniture, Persian rugs, velvet couches. The walls hold framed art, with a piano at the end. He motions to items.
nikto (cont’d)
The furnishings have been in my family for generations. Colombian craftsmen required six months to reassemble the fixtures. Monets, Van Gogh… stolen by my former employers.
Arrison turns to the source of pulsing light: eight-foot CIRCULAR WINDOWS. One on each side with extraordinary views. 

nikto 

My IRIS windows. Glaza na mir… 

                         (smiles)

Eyes onto the world… The sphere is the strongest shape to endure high pressure. Thermoplastic, fifteen centimeters thick. 
She’s like a child at Christmas. She smiles down at a swiftly passing reef underneath. Swirling schools of colorful fish.

nikto

The Irises can close for combat.

She wilts, reminded of their predicament.

arrison

What are your intentions with us--
A FEMALE VOICE interrupts, a SPANISH accent.

girl (o.s.)
--How many are dining? Two or three?
Arrison turns to see a beautiful Latina (20). Slim in tailored khaki. Glossy hair falling on a black turtleneck.

nikto
Dr. Arrison, this is my ward, PILAR. 

Pilar meekly nods, seeming shocked at seeing another female. Nikto responds to her in abrupt SPANISH.

nikto (subtitles)

Two for dinner. Dr. Arrison and her son. I am not certain of the third.

The girl gives a meek smile and exits.

arrison

She’s beautiful –your daughter?

Nikto pauses to select his words.

nikto

She is the daughter of my… prior employer in Bogotá. He understands she is in a safer world here.

Arrison pauses, uneasy.
int. naumtsev’s Control room – day

A tall officer, PAVLO, escorts Chandler to the CONTROL ROOM. The area’s gritty, Cold War. The gray walls and ceiling are covered with monitors and controls. The smoky air is filled with chatter in SPANISH and RUSSIAN from ten busy CREWMEN.

They approach ROMAN (30s), thin and bald with thick glasses. Pavlo speaks UKRAINIAN to Roman.
pavlo (subtitles)

Captain Nikto said to show this boy around. He asks many questions.
Roman exhales smoke with a chuckle. He shrugs.

roman (subtitles)

We can answer everything –they are never leaving!

Chandler looks between them, puzzled. Roman smiles.
roman 
Welcome to the Naumtsev. I am Roman. I came with Nikto from Severodvinsk. 
chandler

Does everyone only speak Russian?

roman

Half the crew is Spanish. The rest Russia or Ukraine. Like air pilots, we try only English for navigation.

                     (points to console)
I am a… data… communication expert--
chandler (abrupt)
--Are you a hacker?

roman (smiles)

Of course. I am the best. You recall the 2016 American election?

Chandler gives sharp laugh –but stops, unsure if he’s kidding.

int. landa’s quarters – day

Landa sits alone on the steel floor. He looks up at the CLANK of the door. It opens to reveal Nikto with a scant smile.

nikto

Mr. Landa, would you care for improved accommodations?
Landa stands, puffing his chest.

landa

I want off this barge before someone’s navy -or cartel- sinks it.

nikto

If you are truly a mechanical expert, I need your help for a repair. If you succeed, you are free to disembark at the next port.

landa (wary)

What’s broken?

int. Control room – day

Chandler is seated next to Roman at an array of monitors.

chandler

How do you communicate? There’s no Wi-Fi down here.

Roman openly responds, a butt dangling from his lips.

roman

Waves cannot travel through seawater. If we surface, it could disclose our location. I created C-BUOYS, communication buoys. 
He points to a monitor with a graphic depicting a C-BUOY.

roman (cont’d)

Captain Nikto asked me to search for any reports of our vessel. I launch a C-Buoy –size of a basketball.

On a monitor, we see a round buoy ejected from the hull. It quickly ascends, tethered with a thin cable.
roman (v.o.)

When it reaches the surface, I am able to create a secure link.

WE SEE: the buoy has a small antenna, bobbing on the surface.

roman (v.o.)
After a data dump to the ship, the buoy is scuttled.

WE SEE: from its base, barbs spring out, self-destructing the buoy. The pieces sink, no evidence left behind.

back to: roman in the Control room – continuous

Roman’s monitor fills with Russian code. He taps his earpiece.

roman (subtitles)

Captain, I have a bulletin.

int. parlor – day

Nikto stands with an awestruck Landa at a large Iris window. Nikto responds in RUSSIAN.
nikto (subtitles)
This is Nikto.
roman’s voice (subtitles)

The U.S. claims it is a capital offense to kill service men. Two officers are dead. Our three guests are also considered dead.

He struggles to conceal a brief wave of emotion.
nikto (russian)

We will not be returning to the U.S. anytime soon.

landa 
--What the hell’s going on?

Landa points outside, his nose pressed to the Iris window.
HIS VIEW: They are stationary above a reef in clear Caribbean water. Upon it rests the fresh remains of a DEMOLISHED BOAT.

A tubular MINI-SUB moves from the Naumtsev towards the boat. The sub is five meters long with a single dome window.
nikto (o.s.)
That is the CYCLOPS. Created for me in China. The same schematics as the sub that explored the Titanic.

The Cyclops proceeds to the gaping hull of the sunken boat.
nikto (o.s.)

It holds four men, can dive 3,000 meters with a 1,000-kilo payload.

landa (o.s.)
Who’s boat was that? 

MECHANICAL ARMS unfold from the sub, but one arm hangs limp.
nikto (o.s.)

It was an… enemy vessel. As you can see, one arm is in need of repair.
Spilling from the boat’s hull are countless white bricks. The Cyclops opens a CLAW to begin to lift them, collecting them like a crab into a net under its dome.

BACK TO LANDA: Astonished as he grasps what’s happening.

nikto

Can you make the repairs to my sub?

landa (distracted)
I’ve fixed… hydraulic gun turrets…

nikto

If you make the repairs, you may depart the next time we surface.

Landa turns from the window, soberly to Nikto.

landa

I’ll do it. I want out.
int. Control room – day

Roman seems exasperated at Chandler’s questions.

chandler

How far can the fuel last?

roman

With enriched uranium, we can circumnavigate the globe many times.

chandler

What about water and oxygen?

Roman wipes his face and lights a cigarette.

roman

An apparatus creates fresh water from seawater. Oxygen is “scrubbed” from the carbon dioxide--

He’s mercifully interrupted by an approaching Pilar.
pilar

--Nikto says the guests should rest in the parlor before dinner.

Chandler turns to lock eyes with her. Like a lightning bolt. Several Spanish crewman WOLF-WHISTLE and hiss at her presence. She swiftly scolds them in SPANISH.
pilar (subtitles)
Do your jobs or I’ll tell Nikto to cut you into chum for the sharks!
The crewmen quickly turn back to their systems. Chandler BEAMS, in love. Pilar flashes a cool grin at Chandler and exits.
int. parlor – day

Dr. Arrison and her son stand alone, arm in arm, gazing out an Iris window. They speak low, personal.

arrison

…But if he’s telling the truth about Guanahacabibes, do you realize what that implies?
chandler (wary)
Mom, I’ve read the myths… Do you trust him? He says we can leave-- 

They pause to see Landa enter. She points at countless fish.
arrison

Look: cactus coral, so we’re still in the Caribbean. 
chandler 

That goliath grouper is the size of a Volkswagen! 

Landa steps between them, brashly interjecting.

landa

I know marine life. 

                     (points, mocking)

That grouper, I’d fry into nuggets with a little malt vinegar. That beautiful yellow tail tuna? Would make enough sushi for an entire--
arrison (interrupts)
--Cute, Mr. Landa. But Nikto appreciates our studies.
His humor fades, instantly grim.

landa

He’s no scientific benefactor. I saw firsthand what they’re really doing. 

chandler

What’d you see?

landa

Nikto’s got a mini-sub. He sent it to a sunken boat filled with narcotics. Bricks of it. He took it all. He sinks the competition, then steals their load.
He gives an ironic smile.

landa (cont’d)

He’s just a drug dealer. With a ship that could start World War III--
They flinch at a voice behind them.
nikto 

--Our work here is complete. Please follow me.
int. WardRoom - officer’s dining room – night

The four sit around the table in the captain’s dining room. Pilar sits next to Nikto. She stands out in a FLORAL DRESS. 
nikto (to Pilar)

Interesting you are so… dressed up.
                        (to the group)

We haven’t had guests in some time.
She rolls her eyes. Awkward silence. Clinks of the chandelier.
nikto 

Though modest, Pilar is the executive chef of the Naumtsev. She studied at the Bogotá Culinary Institute.

She raises her brows, so what? Nikto pushes her to speak.

Nikto (cont’d)

Why don’t you tell our guests the carte du jour this evening?

She manufactures a smile.
pilar

A wakame seaweed salad, Gulf oysters broiled with crabmeat, and sautéed Scallops in a chardonnay sauce. 
A crewman SERVER rolls in a cart. Chandler smiles at her.

chandler

That’d be like thirty bucks in a fancy restaurant.
nikto

As your American cliché goes, our food is very “sustainable,” with 139 million square miles of ocean.

Pilar smirks at Chandler.
pilar

Seafood starts to taste the same. I’d kill for a rare churrasco steak.
Nikto frowns.
nikto

Adolescents are the same around the globe, no? I am just thankful she has no cellphone or… WiFi.

Gorgeous plates of gourmet food are served. The server exits. 

landa

Everything is so perfect -on the surface. Do you mind if I ask a blunt question?

Arrison and Chandler’s eyes widen at what’s coming.
nikto

I would expect nothing less. I am as transparent as… Abaco waters.

landa
I’m not the Ph.D. so I want to understand. First, you’re a traitor to your country by somehow stealing a sub. Then you steal it again from your business partners -drug lords.
Nikto halts with a lethal smile.

landa (cont’d)
In reality, you’ve stolen twelve missiles and 200 kiloton warheads. Some might call that a terrorist.
Arrison and Chandler freeze. Nikto drills holes with his eyes.

nikto

You call me a terrorist? With Pilar as my witness, I jettisoned every torpedo, missile and warhead.

chandler

Where..?

nikto

The Pacific, the Mariana Trench. 11,000 meters. Unreachable from terrorists –and your militaries. 
Pilar gives a solemn nod.

Pilar

It is true.
nikto (cont’d)

I stole this vessel -as you so simplify- for a very precise reason: they took something from me.

He looks up at the oil PORTRAIT of the gorgeous ASIAN WOMAN.
nikto (cont’d)
My partner KANA, the scientist. The cartel has contacts in China for their heroin. Kana was hired to retrofit this vessel. We fell in love. 

The guests are silent. Arrison sees a new side to him.

nikto (cont’d)
The Bogotá cartel believed she was modifying the Naumtsev for exploration. They took her to assure I fulfill my duties.

He takes a deep breath. Dabs an eye with a handkerchief.

nikto 

So I seized something just as precious from them.

He turns to Pilar. Her large eyes glisten. 
Landa

With all respect, Skipper, I want no part of your feud with a cartel. I’ll repair your Cyclops. You let me go at the next port. As you promised.
Pilar scowls at Nikto, uttering quick SPANISH.

pilar (subtitles)

You lied to them? There is no next port. Our fuel can last thirty years--

Landa shouts.

landa

--I can speak Spanish.
Before anyone can react, a deafening ALARM SOUNDS. The guests flinch, confused. Nikto asks aloud.

nikto

What is the crisis?

crewman’s voice (filtered)

Possible coolant leak in the reactor compartment! Men are trapped!

Nikto shouts to his guests as he stands to exit.

nikto

Stay here!

landa

Fuck that.

Landa sprints behind Nikto as they flee.

int. industrial passages – night

Contradicting the guest areas, it’s the PIPE-LADEN, MECHANIZED areas. Nikto and Landa jog, ALARMS and LIGHTS flashing. 

int. ENGINE room – continuous

They enter. ENGINEERS stand at attention, oily and scared. They see a CREWMAN on deck with his LEG CRUSHED under a STEEL DOOR. 
engineer (panicked)

A leak in the reactor. They went in to contain it. The door closed, there is no override!
The crewman SCREAMS, his shin in a pool of BLOOD. Landa lunges to attempt to lift the door. Nikto crouches to assist.

nikto (to landa)
The door is designed to drop. If we contain the leak in the cooling circuit, we can stop any risk.

The men struggle to lift in the tight space. The man groans.

engineer
It’s too heavy!

Landa studies the cluttered room. He shouts.
landa

Give me that PIPE WRENCH! And the toolbox!

The men rush. The enormous wrench is 36 IN. LONG. The small TOOLBOX is like a large brick. They pass them to Landa.

landa (cont’d)
Make a lever! Move the box closer to the door for the load!
He wedges the wrench under the door like a crowbar; the box under it like a seesaw. He kicks the box closer to the door.
landa (cont’d)

Use the box as a fulcrum!

The men understand. Landa thrusts down on the wrench. The door LIFTS an INCH –enough to pull the crewman’s leg OUT. The door then SLAMS CLOSED with a BOOM. Landa pants as he scolds.

landa

Any of you take basic mechanics?
With horror in his eyes, the injured man exclaims.
crewman

Ivan is still with the reactor!

Nikto freezes at the sealed door, terror in his eyes. 

nikto (to engineer)
The only way to override is to shut the primary circuits?

engineer
Yes Captain. If we do, we will slow to ten knots. We must surface.

Nikto’s eyes ricochet, assessing consequences.

nikto

Cut the primary circuits.

int. reactor compartment – moments later

POV from inside the glowing reactor room. The steel door LIFTS. Two OFFICERS stand in PROTECTION SUITS like cosmonauts.
Their POV: at the base of the REACTOR, Ivan is face-down. Dead.
int. nikto’s office – night

Small but richly-appointed with maritime antiques.
Nikto kneads his forehead at his desk. He pours two glasses of something from a priceless decanter. He hands a glass to Landa across from him. With glossy eyes, he makes a toast.

nikto 
Pust' neschast'ye posleduyet za vami do kontsa vashey zhizni i nikogda ne nastignet.
-May misfortune follow you the rest of your life, but never catch up.
landa

Russian wisdom?

Landa warily sips his glass –it’d strong but good.
nikto

Irish. My mother.
 Nikto’s desk MONITOR illuminates with Pavlo from control.
pavlo (onscreen)

Captain, I regret to inform--

nikto (abrupt)
--Just the facts. Please.
pavlo

Officer Ivan Popov was exposed too long. He died. We are containing the leak. We have a safe harbor off Haiti, fifty nautical miles--
 nikto 
--That will take five hours on auxiliary power.

pavlo

Yes Captain. We need to vent--

nikto

--Make it so. Launch a C-Buoy to scan for sightings.

Nikto downs his drink. He gazes with a thousand-yard stare. 

nikto (to Landa)

I knew Ivan Popov’s family. I went to Kuznetsov Naval Academy with his father… Ivan volunteered for my crew. From Severodvinsk to Colombia… 
                          (soberly)
Each man came with me –committing treason- because they trusted me. And I failed.

Landa is lost for a response. Nikto studies him.

nikto (cont’d)

You saved a man’s life. If radiation had leaked beyond that seal--
landa

--I did what anyone would do.

nikto 
You call me a fanatic. I lock myself in this very room to cry. I can admit that. Any time a blameless dies. Unarmed refugees -or my crew.

Landa ponders this. Pours another drink.

landa

I’m no saint. And I’m not fascinated by fish. Your man said we’re surfacing off Haiti. That gives me five hours to fix your sub. 
int. staterooms corridor – night

Chandler opens his cabin door with that just-woke-up face.

pilar

I want to show you something –or do you have to ask your mother?

She smirks, stunning and poised.

int. nikto’s parlor – night

Pilar and Chandler sit on a Persian rug in the darkened parlor. Chandler looks over his shoulder like they’ve crashed a museum.
Pilar

Relajada… Captain Nikto is busy with some radiation concern.

His eyes bug. She hits a switch, the shield on the giant Iris window opens. Her face glows in the ambient light, gazing out into the blackness, waiting for something.

chandler

It’s night..? Darker than in here--
She touches his lip to shush him.

pilar

--Shh… You will see.

chandler

See what..?

pilar

Patience. There is no instant gratification in nature.

chandler

You been talking to my mom--
His jaw drops. Their faces light up –literally.
THEIR POV: In the darkness appears swirls of BLUE LIGHTS.

pilar (o.s.)

Bioluminescent life called dino--
                           chandler
--flagellates. They’re beautiful…
The lights glitter and blossom like slow-motion fireworks.

pilar (o.s.)

They illuminate because the Naumtsev is disturbing their shallow home.

Like watching a movie, they gasp to see a school of pulsing JELLYFISH with long, irradiated tendrils. Rainbows of light.

pilar (o.s.)

Comb jellyfish. They scatter light through their cilia.

Chandler cocks his head like a puppy, mesmerized.

chandler

In the 17th century, Spanish explorers tried to close-off a bioluminescent bay in Puerto Rico--
pilar

--because they believed the lights were the work of the devil.
They turn to each other, faces closer than anticipated.

pilar (cont’d)

Things are not always as they seem.

They remain on the floor, staring out at an undersea galaxy.
int. naumtsev’s “moon well” – night
Nikto leads Landa into a large chamber. Hanging from a crane is the Cyclops. Attached to the walls are high-tech DIVE SUITS.
nikto

This is the Moon Well. A floodable chamber so my divers and the Cyclops can dive and reenter at any depth.

Landa studies the room, a kid in a candy store. He approaches the Cyclops to assess its large broken arm and claw. 

landa

Looks like a… hydraulic cylinder repair… Give me access to your tools and two men -who speak English.

As Nikto turns to radio for help, Landa notices a vault protected by steel bars. In it: stacks of bricked narcotics.
EXT. Gerardo Tobar López airport – buenaventura, colombia – day
A Beechcraft King Air 350 lands at the small, dismal airport.
ext. López airport – moments later

DEA Agent Ruiz, casual in aviators, and bookish Navy Analyst Engel, exit Customs. They dodge shady cabbies to enter an SUV.

int. rear of suv – day

Ruiz shuffles through file material. Engel’s on high-alert, anxiously peeking out as the urban areas rush by.

engel

…Why’d you say Buenaventura is the most dangerous port in Colombia? My job’s typically indoors.
Ruiz locates a folder and hands it to her.

ruiz 
It’s the most dangerous port in the world –and the only Colombian port deep enough to dock a Typhoon. 
                     (points to dossier)

The Bogotá cartel controls the port. Their boss, Don Ricardo Salazar, was arrested four months ago.
Engel peers through her glasses at the material.

ruiz (cont’d)
Colombia’s Policía Nacional has granted us one hour. So please use layman’s terms and be… persuasive.

ext. “Fiscalía General de la Nación” building – day
A white, boxy government building surrounded by barbed wire. The DEA SUV enters after passing a guard gate.

Int. attorney general of colombia’s office – day

In the smoky room, Engel stands beside an archaic projector. Six Colombian OFFICIALS are seated: A.G. MARTINEZ in a suit, the rest in paramilitary uniforms. All maintain staunch frowns.

engel

Good morning, eh… Buenas dias--

ruiz

--I’ll handle the Spanish –just go.

Ruiz takes a seat beside her to interpret. Engel points to a projection, a satellite image of a port. 
engel (stammers)
As I’m sure you know –or your navy should know… Russia has leased Typhoon submarines to other countries such as India.
She pauses as Ruiz translates. His version is much shorter.

engel (cont’d)

We call it Typhoon-class, but in Russia it’s called Akula which means “shark.” The quietest in the fleet.

The men turn as a coffee tray’s wheeled in. China cups poured. The coffee’s a much higher priority -the men all chat and stir. The dour Martinez looks at Engel, as if she’d like a cup.

engel

What kind of coffee?
ruiz

Colombian.

A wise ass. He rolls his hand for her to continue. She blinks at the men, zero respect, but projects images of an Akula.

engel

India ordered Akulas with ten-year leases. The Soviets claim a fire destroyed at least one. Others lost to “perils of the sea,” without any proof they were scuttled.                      
She pauses for Ruiz to translate. She then adds, blunt.

engel (cont’d)

Proof a 48,000-ton, nuclear-armed Soviet sub can just go missing.
The officials frown and debate with each other in SPANISH. Martinez responds to Ruiz. He huffs, frustrated.
ruiz (to engel)
The Attorney General’s reminding us his mission is to combat drug trafficking, not Soviet submarines.
With dwindling patience, she boldly exclaims to the men.

engel

We’re offering to waive Don Salazar’s extradition to the U.S. if he cooperates. Just a few questions.
Martinez studies her, grim. He enunciates in broken English.
martinez 
That means nothing. Salazar will serve decades in Bogotá. He will not be alive for any… extra…dition.
int. rear of suv – day

Ruiz pounds the backseat, stuck in urban traffic. 
ruiz

That was our one play! Gone.
Engel’s daunted, gazing at pedestrians outside. She notices a MAN with a LITTLE GIRL on his shoulders crossing the street.
engel

Does… Don Salazar have a family..?

int. naumtsev - wardroom – day

Dr. Arrison stands over a navigational map unfolded on the table with a coffee. She squints, studying coordinates.

Landa enters, guarded, checking over his shoulder.
arrison (re: map)
I never appreciated online maps--
She halts, seeing his dour face. 
landa

A man died last night. A mechanical accident. We’re surfacing off Haiti to vent for a repair.
                         (leans in)

I’m leaving. Haiti or the D.R., I don’t care. Come with me.
She’s taken aback, eyes skimming to process.

arrison

Someone died..? Nikto promised to take us to a significant--
landa

--This is our one chance. Forget your significant… National Geographic--
They hush to see Nikto enter. Flanking him are Pilar and Chandler. He greets Arrison in Russian. 
nikto

Dobroye utro. Aside from Mr. Landa and myself, I trust you had a restful evening..?

Pilar and Chandler trade glances. She leans to observe Arrison’s map, tapping a finger on coordinates. 
pilar

We are here. Islands of the Republic of Haiti. We have a safe harbor--
Nikto interjects.

nikto 

--They are not interested in the minutiae of our navigation.
landa
What makes a harbor “safe”?

nikto 

A moon-shaped cay. A hundred years ago it was used for measles patients. 
pilar (smirks)
He added signs warning of dengue fever.

Nikto sharpens his eyes; she talks too much.
landa

How long are we surfacing?

nikto

Thirty minutes. Fresh air into the vessel through the induction mast. 
landa

What about your… casualty.

Nikto blinks. He turns to Arrison, full disclosure.

nikto

There was an extremely unfortunate incident last evening. A man gave his life for our vessel. 

Chandler, Arrison and Pilar gasp, truly empathetic.

chandler

What happens to his… body..?

Nikto pauses to suppress any sentiment.
nikto

He is being… preserved until a proper burial –less than twenty-four hours.

arrison

Where in twenty-four hours?

nikto

Beneath Guanahacabibes, as I have promised.

int. Control room – day

Nikto enters. Men at the controls stand at attention. 

nikto

Dobroye utro. Buenas Dias.

He approaches Roman at the comm station.

nikto 
Reports of our existence?

roman 
Zero since Key West, 1200 kilometers.

nikto

Periscope depth –do not broach.

Nikto lowers the periscope shaft and peers in the eyepiece. 
PERISCOPE POV: The view scans 360-degrees. Nothing but sea and a small ISLAND ahead.

ext. atlantic ocean – continuous 

Pastel remnants of dawn as the Naumtsev breaches the surface. Its modified sail and aft rudder look like an immense shark.

back to: Control room - continuous
Nikto leans to speak privately to Roman.

nikto

Call Dr. Yuri to the bridge.
roman

Yes captain.

nikto

Where are our guests?

roman 
Dr. Arrison is studying journals. Landa fixing the Cyclops. The kids…

                          (shrugs) 
Staying out of the way.
int. engineering passages – day

Pilar walks through circular hatches and down a narrow ladder. Chandler struggles to keep up within a narrow mechanical area. 

Chandler

Why’d Nikto forbid us to go here?

pilar

You’ll see. 

They land in a steel-grated, industrial TORPEDO ROOM. 

pilar

With the torpedoes and missiles gone, it created room for cargo.
She points to a circular “breech” hatch, 21-inches in diameter.

pilar (cont’d)

These were torpedo tubes. Nikto uses them for hidden storage.
She opens one. Chandler peeks inside –it’s dark and endless.

pilar (cont’d)

Not everything we eat is from the sea. There are five hundred pounds of coffee beans in here. Smell it? 

Chandler opens a second hatch with mounting curiosity.
chandler 

There’s eight tubes here.

pilar 
I found wine, vodka… Last week I opened a foil wrap to find fifty pounds of Belgian chocolate.

She tosses him a small flashlight from the wall.
pilar (cont’d)
You go in that one; I’ll check here.

His jaw drops, peering into the narrow tube. 
chandler

Crawl inside..?
pilar (chuckles)
Landa said Navy SEALS exit through torpedo tubes. So we can do it.
She brazenly climbs into an open tube.

int. moon well – day

Landa’s alone. He pulls an inflatable life vest off the wall. He stuffs it under his arm as he exits.
int. naumtsev’s “sail” – day
Captain Nikto climbs up a steel ladder. Dr. Arrison looks up within the steel structure and cautiously climbs behind him.

nikto

Follow me. Please be cautious.

ext. sail’s “bridge” deck – day

They reach the “BRIDGE” at the top of the SAIL (the tower on the dorsal surface.) It’s been modified like an upright hatchet blade, with two small porthole “eyes.”
arrison

Nice view.
They’re twenty feet above water. She sees an approaching island, only a mile in diameter. It appears untouched by man.
nikto

Moustique Island. A deep-water lagoon, shielded on three sides.

They idle into the mouth of the lagoon. Arrison pauses to see rusted signs “Beware Dengue Fever,” also in Spanish and French.

nikto (into radio)

Attention all off-duty: we have a steel beach. Thirty minutes only. 

He smiles at Arrison.

nikto

To see the sun, for some vitamin D.

int. torpedo tubes – day

Pilar crawls within the dark, metallic tube. It’s tight in diameter. She aims her flashlight towards a wooden crate.
pilar (shouts)

I found something. It’s…Cuban cigars.

CHANDLER’S TUBE: he’s not so calm. His breathing ECHOES in the claustrophobic shaft. He struggles to shimmy forward.

chandler (shouts)

What’d you say..?
His VOICE ECHOES. Far ahead he sees the faint shimmer of foil.
chandler (shouts)

Did you say foil’s chocolate?

She doesn’t reply. Perspiring, he pauses, then crawls deeper.

back to: sail’s bridge – continuous
The pale DR. YURI climbs onto the bridge deck.

dr. yuri

You call for me, captain?

Nikto smiles at Arrison, but switches to RUSSIAN for Yuri.
nikto (subtitles)

You examined our engineers?

dr. yuri (subtitles)

Yes sir. No sign of radiation poisoning. They are all safe.

Nikto exhales with relief.

nikto (subtitles)

Did you store Ivan’s body somewhere absolutely secure?

dr. yuri (subtitles)

Yes Captain. Protected in a Mylar bag, safe from any curious eyes.

back to: Chandler’s tube – continuous

His breathing seems labored. He shimmies towards the foil. With the flashlight in one hand, he reaches to examine the bundle.

chandler (shouts)

It’s something big! It’s long!
He squirms closer. He places the flashlight in his mouth to use both hands to open the foil. Even closer… He aims his light…  It’s a man’s red, blistered face. Open red eyes. Ivan’s corpse.

Chandler SCREAMS. The light falls out of his mouth and turns off. Terrified ECHOES as he scurries backward like a crab.

chandler (shouts)

PILAR..! It’s a BODY!

ext. torpedo room – continuous
pilar

A bottle..? Of what?

Pilar’s out of her tube, curiously peering into his. She giggles, mischievous and closes his hatch.
back to: chandler’s tube - continuous 
Pure panic as the tube goes black. He kicks and shouts.

chandler

Pilar..? Help..!

She opens the hatch with a bewildered grin.

pilar

I was just being playful. A bottle of anything good?

ext. naumtsev’s top deck – Day
The sub idles within a large circular LAGOON. It slowly turns to face out. Uninhabited flora on three sides. Paradise.
A procession of CREWMEN file out of a hatch onto the long, narrow top deck. Some wear shorts, grinning and squinting at the gorgeous sunshine. Men dive into the water like kids.
Landa mixes among the men. A pale Russian stands in his path.
russian crewman

Your first steel beach, eh?

Landa smiles and moves within the jovial men. He proceeds towards the shark fin-shaped aft rudder. He checks his thin satchel, and slyly slides down the hull, into the water.
int. sail’s bridge – day

Nikto and Arrison absorb the scenery. He lifts a radio.
nikto (into radio)

Dmiti: repair status?

dmiti’s voice (filtered)

The last weld between the reactor and the turbines--
nikto (interrupts)

--We dive at 09:30. Understood?
ext. island’s shore – day

Landa crawls out of the waves onto a lush beach. He slogs behind foliage to hide. He sees the unaware men still playing on deck. He catches his breath, and hikes into the brush.

He exits dense vegetation on the seaside, to look towards Haiti’s mainland, a mile away. He lifts small binoculars.

BINOCULAR POV: He notices two small shabby BOATS. Scrawny MEN on each carrying immense AK-47 RIFLES –and racing closer.
He lowers the binoculars with dread in his eyes.

landa (sotto)

Pirates…
ext. haitian pirate boat – continuous
Each ragtag boat holds FOUR MEN dressed in rags. A man with binoculars pauses –he sees something and points. He chatters to his cohorts. One then aims an AK-47 and FIRES.

back to: landa onshore – continuous

Exposed on a small cliff, bullets strike palms around him. He drops and retreats into the brush. Bullets shatter branches.
ext. sail’s bridge – continuous

Nikto and Arrison duck at the GUNFIRE. He lifts his radio.

nikto

Roman: report!

roman’s voice (filtered)

Three vessels -not Haitian Coast Guard. Could be pirates.

Nikto crouches with Arrison. He lifts a P.A.

nikto (into p.a.)

Emergency: all aboard! All aboard!

His voice resonates. Arrison cowers behind the steel wall.

arrison (panicked)
Pirates -in the Caribbean?

nikto 
A coast with political and economic crisis can spark anarchy.

He peeks to see his men quickly climbing aboard and proceeding into a hatch. He shouts again into the P.A.

nikto

Now! All aboard--
 BULLETS RICOCHET with sparks just feet away. Arrison screams.

nikto (to arrison)

Go below!

He looks to see two pirate boats blocking the lagoon’s outlet.

ext. shore – continuous

Landa ducks, stunned. He sees the last crewmen scurry into the Naumtsev. Two pirate boats move closer, FIRING at the sub. Landa looks seaward to see a 40-foot PIRATE VESSEL approaching.

Perplexed, he looks at the island, then back at the sub. 

ext. naumtsev deck – continuous

The crewmen have boarded. Two pirate boats pull close. The armed men hop aboard. Eight men spread out like insects. They shout to each other in CREOLE. They aimlessly SHOOT the hatch.

haitian pirate (shouts)

Viens capitaine!

int. Control room – continuous

Nikto enters, tense; Arrison at his side. They watch a monitor showing the pirates scurrying on the hull, firing.

nikto (into radio)

Dmitri: We must dive!

dmitri’s voice (filtered)

Five minutes! Ivan was our electrical engineer--
On the monitor, the pirates begin shooting the aft rudder.

roman

--They’ll destroy our sonar array!
Nikto gnashes his teeth, deliberating. He turns to Pavlo.
nikto

All voltage to the deck mesh.

pavlo (stunned)

That’s 2,000 volts, ten amps! We will black-out if the reactor--
nikto (abrupt)

--Make it so!

ext. lagoon – continuous

Landa struggles to swim; the Naumtsev still thirty yards away. He pauses, seeing the men shooting the sub’s panels. One pirate looks directly at him –and aims his AK.

As he’s about to dive, he’s aghast at what he sees on deck. 
ext. Naumtsev deck – continuous

SPARKS spew at the pirates’ bare feet. A wire mesh on the deck is ELECTRIFIED. Their bodies stiffen like boards, flames ignite from their hair, smoke from their mouths. All eight fall, dead.

int. torpedo room – day

Chandler sits with Pilar on the floor. They trade a bottle of Vodka and chocolate. She wipes his head.

Pilar

Where else could he put a body? Not in a food cooler?--
They GASP as the lights SHUT OFF.
chandler
What’s happening up there?

int. Control room – continuous

Silence as the lights flicker back on. Everyone faces the monitor showing the outside hull. Arrison stammers.

arrison

Did we just… electrocute those men?
Her voice trembles. Nikto moves closer, sullen.

nikto

Criminals. They violate females and demand ransoms… 
He pauses at something on Pavlo’s radar. 
pavlo

Captain: a larger pirate vessel approaching –a mother ship?
Nikto lifts his radio, tense.

nikto 
Dmitri: weld or not, we are diving.

As Dmitri begins to respond, Nikto cuts him off.
nikto (into P.A.)

All departments: rig ship to dive. 
pilot
Opening main vents. 

ext. lagoon – day

The Naumtsev churns forward. Dead pirates strewn across the deck or floating. Two hundred yards ahead, the pirate mother ship’s approaching the island. 
Ten yards to the side, Landa struggles to swim towards the departing sub. He kicks harder, faster…
BACK TO: CONTROL ROOM – CONTINUOUS

arrison

What’s that on the monitor..?

The men lean closer to see. Roman zooms the image.

roman

A man in uniform swimming –one of ours?

Nikto narrows his eyes, vexed.

nikto

No. It is Ned Landa.

pilot
The hatch is sealed -full stop?

nikto

...No.

back to: landa swimming – continuous

Landa splashes and huffs, churning. He gets closer to the moving sub using every ounce of energy. He reaches to tap it, as if checking for electricity. He sees a handgrip and lunges.

The sub’s creating waves. Landa fights to pull himself up, climbing the curved hull. He finally crouches on deck, gasping.

back to: Control room – continuous

The crew’s riveted like watching a movie. Arrison’s stunned.

arrison

We can’t just leave him!

Nikto grits his teeth. He sees Landa crawling on the forward hull, looking for a hatch, water rising on both sides.

pavlo

He’s too far from the aft hatch--
Nikto finally barks a command.

nikto

--Open missile door eight!
ext. naumtsev deck – continuous

The water’s rising higher. Landa hears the approaching boat FIRING. Suddenly a large MISSILE DOOR OPENS on the forward hull. With no deliberation, he dives into it. The door closes.
int. missile compartment – day
Pilar and Chandler enter from the torpedo room. 

chandler 

Can we just go back to the window--
They flinch at a CRASH and a muffled SHOUT from above. Pilar looks up perceptively and hits a switch. A hatch above them opens and Landa topples out, falling six feet to the deck.

int. Control room – continuous

Nikto leans with a fixed gaze at a monitor. Directly ahead is the approaching pirate boat. He growls in RUSSIAN.

nikto (subtitles)

Ramming speed, forty knots.
ext. atlantic ocean – day

From overhead in the translucent water, the Naumtsev looks like a 375-foot shark. It speeds directly for the pirate boat. Its sail slices through the water, its bayonet nose under the sea. 

Men begin FIRING a .50 machine gun from the pirate vessel.
Without pause, the Naumtsev impales the boat like a lance. The blade-like sail splits the vessel down its center. The boat’s engines EXPLODE as the Naumtsev disappears under the surface.

int. Control room – continuous

An eerie quiet. The crew resumes their duties. Dr. Arrison blinks, speechless. Nikto stands firm, but menacing.

nikto

I will be in my office. Alone.

FADE OUT.

ext. estate overlooking the sea – day
SUPER: Guanacaste, Costa Rica
A gorgeous ESTATE, perched alone on a hill over the Pacific.
int. spanish estate – day

Within the exquisite home, a beautiful SPANISH WOMAN (40s) exits her bathroom in a robe. She sings along to Carranga dance music as she wraps her hair in a towel.
She turns towards a patio door and SCREAMS. Looming in the window is an ominous, geared TROOP in all-black.
The woman runs to a French door –another black TROOP steps in view. Panicked, she flees to her front door. She opens it to see a SWAT TROOP aiming an AR15. A MAN in a suit approaches.

man in suit (subtitles)

You are Mirta Salazar?

She freezes, eyes wide. She stammers, rehearsed.

woman (subtitles)

I am Lina Negroni from San Jose—
The man interrupts with a raised hand.

man in suit (subtitles)

--I am with the Attorney General who gave you your new name.

She trembles, backing a foot. She repeats.
woman (subtitles)

I’m Lina Negroni, here from San Jose--

man in suit (subtitles)
--Your agreement states you will continue to cooperate. Or you can join your husband.
Mirta swallows. She looks at the wall to a framed portrait of Pilar -her daughter. 
Mirta Salazar (subtitles)

What do you need?
int. naumtsev - Arrison’s quarters – day
Pilar and Chandler enter. He gently wakes his mom.

chandler (soft)
Mom… Wake up… You gotta’ see it!
Her eyes spring open, upright.

arrison

Are we there?

int. parlor – day

The room’s dim to allow the large windows to take center stage. Nikto and Landa sit in gilded armchairs, placed in front of each window. Nikto smiles at Arrison’s presence.

nikto

Good morning. Fresh-brewed supremo peaberry will be here shortly.
Arrison and Chandler instantly take chairs, engrossed.

arrison

Where exactly are we?

HER POV: a vibrant reef is twenty feet beneath them. Teaming with colorful fish, large starfish and lofty Elkhorn coral.

nikto

I call it my podvodnyy ray… 
My undersea Eden. Hidden until now. Ten miles from your Bay of Pigs. This is now the result.
She and Chandler gasp at lobsters nearly two feet long.

pilar (o.s.)
Water that has not been fished for seventy years… 
nikto (o.s.)
No chemical runoff from your golf courses… No algae blooms. 

Groupers over five feet long. The colors are like an acid trip.

nikto (cont’d)
Castro’s fish and lobster were like the king’s deer…
Arrison turns to Nikto, hesitant.

arrison

This isn’t… Guanahacabibes…?
nikto

No. Soon. I promise--
landa

--Those clams could feed a platoon!
Chandler and Arrison look to see massive clams, their shells five-feet wide, with almost incandescent patterns.

arrison (incredulous)
Tridacna giant clams -but they live in the South Pacific--
chandler

--and endangered.
nikto

Precisely why I transplanted a colony to this garden. You should see their pearls.
Silence as their noses are pressed to the windows.
nikto (cont’d)
The irony of a nation that does not progress. It creates a revitalized world right off its shores. 
int. naumtsev corridors – day 

MONTAGE: as we see Dr. Yuri’s chore. Playing softly from the ship’s speakers is the Russian YAROSLAVNA’S ARIA “PRINCE IGOR.” 
Yuri and a CREWMAN slide Ivan’s corpse from the torpedo tube, wrapped in Mylar. Then carried on a gurney through passages. 
They arrive at the Moon Well. The body’s carefully wrapped and placed on the deck beside the Cyclops sub. The opera plays on.
int. parlor – day

Outside the windows the view has grown darker.

nikto (to arrison)
We are now between Guanahacabibes and the Yucatan. 600 meters.
Landa joins them, peering out their window.

landa

What’s this Guana-haca-whatever you been going on about? 

chandler

Just a myth. An area that’s--
arrison (eager)
--been off limits for decades!

Arrison and Chandler instantly gasp. 

THEIR POV: The Naumtsev shines spotlights below. It reveals a road-like path on the sea floor, lined with crumbled COLUMNS.

landa

What am I seeing?

pilar

The road to Atlantis, Mr. Landa.

Awestruck, he turns to her. Arrison reacts, orgasmic.

arrison 
The theories are true..?
nikto

First suggested in 1951. Sonar in 2001 confirmed symmetrical pyramids of smooth stone.

landa 
Why have I never heard of it?

arrison (sharp)
Communist rule..? Castro with no resources to research..?
THEIR POV: the spotlights reveal a Grecian-like temple with a triangular “pediment” atop leaning columns, laced with fish.

chandler

Plato described Atlantis in 350 B.C. Islands to the west. Irrigated plains, mountain ranges on the sea…

They trade conjecture as they stare out. 
arrison
It matches Cuba’s plains, to their western mountains. 

Nikto pulls a book from a shelf. He opens it for Arrison.
nikto
Archeologists found cave drawings in Punta del Este. Depicting a cosmic cataclysm, destroying Atlantis. 
She studies the photographs of cave drawings. One is a circular pattern. She turns back to the window.
THEIR POV: from a large fracture in the earth leans an immense pyramid with a tiered Mayan-design.
arrison
Aztec influences..?
landa (awed)

My God…
Roman’s voice announces from a SPEAKER.
roman’s voice (filtered)

Captain: we’ve reached our destination.

nikto 
Drop anchor please Roman.

                     (to the guests)

Time to suit-up for a special memorial.

chandler

Suit up..?

int. moon well – day

Nikto, Pilar and the three guests enter the Moon Well chamber. They approach hanging high-tech DIVE SUITS with dome helmets.
nikto

ADS. Atmospheric dive suits. Forged aluminum, for depths to 700 meters. 

The suits look like a hybrid of an astronaut and Iron Man.

nikto (cont’d)

Ironically used for submarine rescue by your Navy.

Chandler’s eyes widen with an expanding smile.

CREWMEN help fit the suits. One instructs Arrison and Chandler.
crewman
…Just regular oxygen. No need to decompress. Just breathe normally…
When all helmets are secure, the WELL beneath the hanging Cyclops opens. It floods up to a steel-grate platform. The five plus four CREWMEN step onto the platform.
ext. ocean floor – day

Cables lower the platform to the sea floor. The divers’ weight allows them to walk on the sea floor. The crewmen aim spotlights. They look up to see IVAN’S CORPSE being lowered.

They walk as if on the moon, dwarfed by crumbled columns and statues. The crewmen carry Ivan’s corpse like pallbearers.

LANDA’S POV: He looks up and around, 360 degrees, within his globe helmet. It’s like a virtual reality world. He observes gear on the a crewman’s back, including a SPEAR GUN. 

LANDA’S FACE: Perspiring, beginning to breathe heavier.

landa (filtered)

How much farther?

nikto’s voice (filtered)

The temple structure, just ahead.

pilar’s voice (filtered)

Breathe Mr. Landa. It gets easier.
He nods, his BREATHING audible.

ON THE DIVERS: Dr. Arrison and Chandler walk together, experiencing the moment. She points as a light reveals a towering statue of a woman, beautiful but daunting. Arrison notices a chiseled symbol of a swirling circle.

arrison (filtered)

The symbol from the Cuban caves…

Chandler stops. He gasps, eyes bugging. 
chandler (filtered)
Mom… Captain… There are--

nikto’s voice (filtered)
--The sentinels of Atlantis. Her loyal guards.

In their path are a dozen six-foot sharks -but they’re frozen in place, unmoving, suspended five feet above the sand.

nikto’s voice (filtered)

They are sleeping. Certainly Dr. Arrison knows of the 1969-- 
arrison (amazed)
--discovery of sleeping sharks. In the caves of Isla Mujeres… No one believed they slept… 

Landa and Chandler freeze. Arrison gently approaches a shark. She bends… Towards its face… Its jagged mouth hangs open, its eyes are filmed-over, rolled up into its head.
arrison (cont’d)

Beautiful… The depth must cause euphoria like nitrogen narcosis…
Nikto resumes, carefully winding through a path of sharks.
nikto (filtered)

The goal is to not wake them.

Pilar taps Chandler’s suit. He turns to see her grinning, moving her hand to gently touch a shark’s tail like a game.

chandler (filtered)

Are you crazy..?

Like a giant maze, the nine zigzag to pass through the sleeping giants. Once through, Landa sighs with relief. 

They stop under a TEMPLE EDIFICE with two leaning columns. The men assemble a portable dredge and begin extracting sand to create a seven-foot trough.  
Landa’s eyes catch a shimmer from a light. On a coral rock is a broken urn. Beside it are shells -he rakes his hand through them to see tarnished coins. Stunned, he looks at the others, then grabs a handful, dropping them into his suit’s pouch.
nikto’s voice (o.s.)

--Mr. Landa. Won’t you join us?
Landa turns to see crewmen lowering Ivan’s corpse into the trench. Nikto begins a solemn sermon in RUSSIAN. After each verse, Pilar interprets in English.

pilar (filtered)

Tides recede, but leave behind 

Its treasures upon the sand.

The sun goes down, but a gentle warmth lingers on the land. 

The men use retractable shovels to pile sand and stones onto the grave. Nikto concludes, and then Pilar in English.

pilar (cont’d)

The music stops, yet echoes on

in sweet, mournful refrains.

For every joy that passes,

something beautiful remains.
They pause reverently. Arrison and Chandler still gawk in wild disbelief of their environs. All nine turn to march back to the Naumtsev. Landa looks at Nikto.

landa (filtered)

Buried deep enough from the sharks?
nikto (filtered)

It is not the sharks. His body will be safe from men.

The nine reenter the maze of sleeping sharks. They carefully plod like an obstacle course –with close near-misses. Landa and Nikto walk together past the zombie-like sharks. 
When a crewman turns, his protruding gear jabs a shark –its eyes ROLL OPEN, flinching at being roused. It thrashes its tail, knocking the crewman off balance.

Nikto lunges to help the man. As he does so, the swirling shark wakes two others –and they wake two more like dominoes.

nikto (shouts)

To the ship! Toropit'sya! Prisa!
The guests struggle to hurry in their bulky suits. A circling shark bites Nikto’s upper arm –he shouts. Landa tries to reach for the spear gun on the crewman’s back. Nikto shouts.

nikto (filtered)

Leave me! To the Naumtsev!

The shark saws its head side-to-side. The aluminum’s too thick. Landa finally grasps the spear gun –he aims and FIRES. Its barb tears through the shark’s abdomen. It releases Nikto.

Landa helps Nikto towards the ship. His upper arm has a giant dent of a shark bite. Behind them, sharks swirl in a cloud of blood, tearing apart the wounded shark. Landa, Nikto and the crewmen finally reach the others on the platform.

The platform slowly rises -one shark seems to notice. With the carcass devoured, several sharks race towards the platform…
int. moon well – continuous

The platform’s lifted into the vessel. The divers stomp at the grated flooring. Sharks are punching at the platform’s floor with their snouts. Their jaws visible on the sides.

nikto (shouts)
Seal the well!

The divers step off, sharks thrashing at their feet. The well door closes quickly, trapping one SHARK in the ship. The large shark flops on the sealed door like a game fish. 

smash cut to: a long filet of fish 

A thick filet of white-meat is topped with lemon and chives.

int. wardroom dining room – night

The guests gaze at the garnished platter of fish.

pilar (o.s.)
Shark is mild like swordfish. With olive oil, lime and Sauvignon Blanc.
Landa and Chandler pause, wary. Dr. Arrison’s still gushing.
arrison

I could’ve stayed down there forever… It was like every dream of my career. Until, you know…

Landa downs his wine.

landa

It’s like the grand canyon. Nice to see once, then you’re like “I’m good…”
Nikto bites into his fish. 
nikto

You saved my life, Mr. Landa.

landa

Only because I can’t pilot this thing –the manual’s all in Russian. 

                      (toasts his glass)
You saved me in Haiti. We’re even.

nikto

I recall saving you twice.

He pours Arrison another glass of wine. With a coy grin:
nikto 
I promise you many, many more wonders if you choose to remain--
ROMAN’S VOICE interrupts from a speaker.

roman’s voice (filtered)

Captain: an approaching vessel. A Stenka-class patrol--

landa (abrupt)

--Stenka’s are Soviet. Armed with anti-sub torpedoes.
int. control room – moments later

Nikto looks into the periscope. Landa and Arrison eagerly follow the burst of activity. Roman frowns at them, in RUSSIAN.

roman (subtitles)

Should we have guests here, captain? 
Nikto ignores him, rotating the scope. 
nikto

One boat, the Fuerzas Armadas Revolucionarias… The Cuban navy.

arrison 
Do they know we’re here?

He studies the scope as he expounds.

nikto

Russia is still Cuba’s creditor. It’s why I can go so close to shore… Play my music… They may think the Motherland is conducting drills--
pavlo (interrupts)

--Warning Receiver detects a torpedo locked on our position!

Landa and Arrison turn to Nikto for the inevitable.

pavlo (cont’d)
Ramming speed captain?

nikto 

Affirmative, forty knots.
The ENGINES HUM. Nikto grips the rails. He then sees Arrison. Her eyes search for any sense of compassion. He huffs.
nikto (cont’d)
Cancel! Launch countermeasures!
Pavlo and Roman look at him, mystified. 

ext. naumtsev’s forward hull – continuous

100 feet underwater, small barrels “countermeasures” are launched from the hull. They quickly ascend, spewing BUBBLES.

back to: control room – continuous

nikto

Dive! Dive!

pilot
Flooding ballast tanks.

The deck begins to incline forward. The sub SQUEAKS and MOANS. Arrison and Landa clutch the rails. She tenses, frightened.

ext. naumtsev – continuous

The spewing countermeasures create a wall of HISSING bubbles. An imminent torpedo slightly deviates to the sound and motion.

back to: control room – continuous

A MUFFLED BOOM rumbles overhead. Everyone grasps something; the lights flicker. As the sub levels, a quiet calm resumes.

landa

God bless thirty year-old weapons.
Nikto catches Dr. Arrison’s faint smile as in I’m proud of you… He ignores it, indignant. He shouts.
nitko 
Enough of this hemisphere. Plot a course east. To our recipients.

int. conference room – attorney general of costa rica – day
super: Organismo De Investigación Judicial (Judicial Investigation Dept, Costa Rica)
The witness, Mirta Salazar, is frozen with wide eyes. She’s facing FOUR OFFICIALS at a table in suits. They bark queries. 

official (subtitles)

If you wish to remain in Costa Rica, you must comply with our questions--
attorney (subtitles)

--You have a legal duty to cooperate.
At her side are Ruiz and Engel, dressed formally and equally overwhelmed. An emotional Mirta finally blurts in SPANISH.
mirta (subtitles)

You are barking at me like hounds. Should I have an attorney?
Engel gently touches her shoulder. She asks in ENGLISH.

engel

Mrs. Salazar, would you be more comfortable speaking only with me? Privately.
They lock eyes like a life preserver amidst the horrid men.
ruiz (to engel)

What’d you just ask her? They won’t let you just step out with her.

engel

We’re the ones who asked for this meeting. There are more guards here than the White House. They can follow us –just fifteen minutes.
ext. courtyard café – day

The building has a tropical courtyard with a few café tables. Engel and Mirta sit with espressos. LARGE GUARDS loom in each corner. Mirta leans in to speak low, with hardly an accent.
mirta 
How’d you know I speak English?

engel

You have a masters in accounting from the University of Miami.

                          (shrugs)

You’re intelligent. You were the cartel’s bookkeeper for eleven years. You already have immunity. But I don’t work narcotics.

Mirta pauses at the level of intel. 
mirta

You are not… law enforcement.
engel

I’m a U.S. Navy analyst. I sit in a cubicle with my Tupperware reading spreadsheets all day.
mirta (confused)
How could I ever help you?

Engel pulls out a folder. She references printouts.

engel

They gave me ten minutes, so I’ll talk fast. When the DEA initiated an investigation into your husband four years ago, they tracked his calls. Not the content, just locations.

Mirta frowns at the document.

engel (cont’d)

It didn’t seem significant at the time, but I’ve gone back to find seventeen calls from your husband to a number in Severodvinsk, Russia.

Mirta’s eyes imperceptibly widen, a faint realization.
mirta

I don’t know that city. It was probably his… heroin.
engel 

Severodvinsk is Russia’s largest shipyard. Used for submarines.

                         (soberly)

Do you recall any associates who were Russian or Ukrainian?

Mirta’s eyes glisten. A memory etched across her face. 
mirta

He despised the Russians. But there was one… He never used real names with me. It was always… code names…
engel
Who was it? 
Mirta bends, hands over her eyes. Conflicted.
mirta

A man who I never want threatened.

Engel recoils, bewildered.

engel

Why..? What was his name.

Mirta sits upright, wipes her nose. Ready to talk.

mirta

It was easy to recall: Nikto. 
engel

Nikto..? Does that mean something?

mirta

No one. It’s Russian for “no one.”
engel
Why don’t you want him… threatened?

A beat, she peers deeply into Engel’s eyes.

mirta

He took something valuable from us. So we would never try to destroy him. 
Engel moves in -what she’s there for.

engel

Was it… a Russian submarine?

int. naumtsev - parlor – day

Pilar and Chandler stand at a large Iris window. Their faces smile as they watch immense 100-foot BLUE WHALES swimming beside their sub. They playfully arc up and down as they swim.

pilar

Ballenas azules… Blue whales… The largest animals on the planet.

Chandler tilts his head, awed by the whales just yards away.
chandler

Books just call them balaenoptera musculus. This is way better…  

pilar

Dolphins race us in shallow water. Out here, we get 100-foot whales. 
The whales friskily swerve close to the window. Pilar smiles beautifully at seeing Chandler’s delight.

At the opposite Iris, Landa and Arrison stand together, also witnessing the spectacle.
arrison
I’ve never seen blues this size. It must be the deep Atlantic. 
landa

Got any idea where we’re heading? What’s four days at… 40 knots?
arrison

He said east. To his recipients…?
Landa checks over his shoulder, then leans closer.
landa

Patrice… Nikto loves to remind us how he saved our lives… He shows us cool things… But it doesn’t change that he’s dealing in narcotics. And we are here against our will.
Arrison frowns to assess.

arrison

Against my will? I’ve learned more in five days than twenty years in a classroom. If I go home, it’s to a condo in Tallahassee.
He scoffs and shakes his head.

Landa

Confinement within freedom. We can freely explore his ship… You’re free to study in his world. We just have no freedom to leave.

arrison

I don’t necessarily see it that way.

With an incredulous smirk, he chuckles.
landa

It’s Stockholm syndrome. Developing emotions for your captor. I heard sailors go nuts the first week underwater. Hostility, paranoia-- 
NIKTO’S VOICE sounds over the SPEAKERS.

nikto’s voice (filtered)

We have live audio you may enjoy.

The speakers begin to play WHALE SONGS, beautiful but haunting.

BACK TO: Chandler, engrossed, listening to the somber wails.

pilar (scoffs)
Nikto’s still trying to astound you all… Sincere as a politician…
He looks at her, pulled from his bliss.
chandler

What’s that mean? Do you hate him or something? Isn’t he like a dad..?

She chuckles, shakes her head. 

pilar

You have no idea what I am going through. You could never understand.
He turns to her, offended.
chandler 
Really..? I have a perfectionist mom who thinks autism should help me memorize everything. She’s been a widow for so long, eighty-hour work weeks are the norm.
                     (motions to the window)

You travel the globe. Seeing the wonders of the world in an undersea… cruise ship.
She gasps. Then stiffens, louder.

pilar

Nikto kidnapped me so my family would never try to destroy the Naumtsev. He told me I would have a better life underwater, than on land as the offspring of a “drug lord”!
They turn to see Landa and Arrison gawking at her exclamation.
landa (to pilar)

So why is he dealing in thousands of kilos of stolen narcotics?

Arrison scowls at his tactless question. He shrugs like what…? Pilar storms off in one direction; Chandler glares and exits.

int. “berthing racks” bunk rooms – day
Walking the narrow halls, Chandler passes the BERTHING RACKS, observing the tiny bunks, three in a stack. MEN snoring, playing poker. He wrinkles his nose at the smells or squalor. 
int. control room – day

Chandler enters. He sees the backs of Nikto and Roman at the comm station. As he approaches, he hears the distinct VOICES of his MOTHER and LANDA over a speaker.

landa’s voice (filtered)

…will get off this ship.

arrison’s voice (filtered)

Don’t presume I want the same…

Chandler halts, realizing they’ve been listing to everything.  A CREWMAN sees Chandler and quickly utters to Nikto in RUSSIAN. Nikto turns as Chandler steps back. He smiles.
nikto

Mr. Arrison… Let us go for a walk. In a forest, just you and I. 
Chandler locks, stammers.

chandler

Forest..? We’re surfacing?

nikto

We are not.

int. moon well – day

Alone, Landa stealthily steps to a locker beside the dive suits. He pulls out a pair of gloves. He shifts one to see the tarnished Atlantis coins slide out. He studies them.

Lights turn on as the door opens. Nikto and Chandler enter with two CREWMEN, equally shocked to see him.

nikto

Mr. Landa. May we help you?

landa

I’m… more comfortable around tools than marine biologists right now.

nikto

You are in luck. I need your help with the C-Buoy rack. 

                     (turns to crewman)

Please show Mr. Landa to the buoys.

Nikto grins at Chandler.

nikto

Let us suit-up for our walk.

ext. kelp forest - sea floor – day

The KELP FOREST truly looks like a jungle. The towering stalks are a foot thick, their fronds soar two hundred feet above the seafloor. The forest sways like slow motion palm trees.

Chandler and Nikto slowly trek through the wavering stalks.

chandler (awestruck)

A kelp forest… We’re near… the west coast of Africa?
nikto (filtered)
Correct. To restock our rations. A nursery habitat to countless species.
Chandler looks down, studying the seafloor.

nikto (cont’d)
You see nothing. But a thousand eyes are watching you.
Chandler looks again, focusing. A camouflaged OCTOPUS appears from the rocks. Many fish rush by. He looks up and recoils as a six-foot MANTA RAY glides overhead like a kite. 
When he looks forward, Nikto is gone. Only the dense forest. 

chandler (filtered)

Captain Nikto..?

His BREATHING rises, weaving through the labyrinth. In his paranoia, sea life appears everywhere: an eel; crabs cover the ground; fish chased by a small lemon shark. He tries to hurry.
Beyond two “trees,” he sees sunbeams revealing an undersea VALLEY. Nikto’s DIVERS are harvesting kelp and pulling stone crabs from traps. Nikto appears as if camouflaged beside him.

nikto (filtered)

Do you enjoy kelp?
chandler (filtered)
I like stone crab better than salad.
nikto (filtered)
Kelp’s the thickener in that ice cream you’ve been enjoying. Calcium, vitamins A, C, iron…
Nikto turns back towards the sub. He voice becomes icy.
nikto (filtered)

I need to know your intentions.
chandler (filtered)

Intentions? With… Pilar..?

Nikto turns, with laser-focused eyes.

nikto (filtered)

Your plans. And your mother’s.
Chandler freezes, but then struggles to not get lost again.

nikto (cont’d)

Do you believe I am a degenerate narcotics dealer?

chandler (filtered)

I… I’m not sure I under--

He looks at Chandler, perplexed in his dome helmet.

nikto (cont’d)

--I need to know you and your mother’s allegiances by sundown. We are far from your home.
int. Beechcraft King Air 350 – day

Engel sits in a plush leather seat, observing the interior of the DEA aircraft. Ruiz returns with two bottles of Coke.

Ruiz

All good?

engel

Gotta’ love DEA travel… I fly Spirit once a year to Orlando. 

ruiz

This here King Air was courtesy of the Sinaloa Cartel. Try their Mexican Coke, it’s way better.

They sit together. He seems excited as she reads notes.

ruiz (cont’d)
Kurtz is juiced! He’s already checking profiles for anyone using the alias “Nikto.”

She looks at him, puzzled.

engel

I’m not sure this is still a DEA matter… 

He matches her gaze with a smirk.
ruiz

Our witness –the wife of a cartel boss- tells us her husband was approached by a Russian wanting to sell him a narco sub..?
 engel
A nuclear sub. A national –no, an international- security threat. He supposedly has no interest in drugs. 
ruiz

Why’d he try to sell them a sub? Then run off with it?

She pauses, equally exasperated.

engel

The cartel did something to Nikto… Salazar refuses to say more unless we grant her protection in the U.S. And help find her daughter.

He throws his hands out.

ruiz

This is turning into family court--
engel

--I have a duty to report to my Command Chief. He’ll report it to Sub Force Atlantic--
ruiz 
--What do they know about narcos?  
engel

We can search witness reports. Cross-reference satellite imagery, passive sonar, predictive tracking… 
He huffs and turns to his window. She turns the opposite way.
int. naumtsev – arrison’s cabin – day
Dr. Arrison, Chandler and Landa huddle close in her quarters. They whisper, tense. Landa’s uneasy about what he’s hearing.

landa

What if they’re listening right now!

chandler

I checked the room; it’s so small… So what do we do?

arrison (staunch)
I don’t like ultimatums… And I can’t align myself with a drug dealer… But I haven’t seen any evidence of that.

Landa huffs, frustrated.

landa

Jesus! I’ll show you the drugs myself!

Chandler turns forebodingly to his mom.

chandler

Nikto looked at me with eyes like a shark. I did not like it--
An INTERCOM in the room sounds. 

roman’s voice (filtered)

--Dr. Arrison and Mr. Chandler: please come to the control room-- 

landa (shouts)

--What about me?

roman’s voice (filtered)

The C-Buoy racks are not complete. We will send an escort.
Landa glares, grave. He whispers to the two.

landa

How’d they just know we were here?
int. control room – day
Chandler and Arrison enter. Nikto turns at their arrival.

nikto

I would like you both to accompany me for my… volonterstvo.
                     (recalls the word)

Charity work.

Arrison and her son glance at each other, confused.

ext. hull of the naumtsev – day

Twenty meters underwater, a missile door opens. Large TEARDROP-SHAPED BUNDLES are launched, quickly ascending to the surface.

ext. ocean surface – continuous

The bundles surface, instantly inflating into 18-foot skiffs, six in total. LARGE PARCELS then surface with floating buoys.
The Naumtsev surfaces for CREWMEN to board the skiffs. They load the parcels into each boat. Nikto, Arrison and Chandler carefully step into a lead skiff. The Naumtsev disappears.
int. Nikto’s skiff – continuous
The six boats head towards land. Chandler and Arrison squint at the sun, turning to realize a tropical coast. Nikto stands on the bow like George Washington crossing the Delaware. 
chandler 
Where are we? Africa?
nikto

Côte d'Ivoire. The border of Ghana and the Ivory Coast.

They absorb the scene. They suddenly see ragtag BOATS rushing close with scrawny TEENS holding semi-automatics.
arrison (shouts)
PIRATES..! Both sides!

Nikto doesn’t flinch.

nikto

They are our escorts.

As they approach shore, Chandler notices how filthy it is. The water’s carpeted with plastic debris. Flimsy shacks on the sand. Small African CHILDREN smile and wave the boats in.

Puzzled, Arrison cringes at the armed teens, yet waves at the children. Gaunt LOCALS give wide smiles at Nikto’s arrival. 

ext. Mohamé - ivory coast beach – day

On shore, Arrison observes Nikto jabbering in a strange AKAN language to the locals. They gather like he’s a celebrity. He hands the children candy bars.
Nikto motions for Arrison and Chandler to follow. They both notice the crewmen unloading the parcels -it’s white bricks.
nikto (to arrison)
I wish for you to meet someone.

Beside him is a tiny, ANCIENT WOMAN, draped in local garb. They talk as they stroll towards a shanty village.
nikto (cont’d)
This is SEWAA, an elder of Mohamé. And a better chef than Pilar.
The woman’s pruned face simply blinks at the guests.

arrison
Tell her… “Nice to meet you.”
nikto

English is spoken in Ghana.

Flanked by the teens with rifles, Chandler blurts.
chandler
 --Ask about the pirates.
Arrison winces at his comment. Nikto turns to him.

nikto

Those men are Mohamé’s coast guard.

ext. village of Mohamé – day

Orange dirt, thatched shacks. School CHILDREN chase a ball in matching shirts. Armed young men loom on the fringes.
Nikto, Arrison and Chandler sit at a circular wooden table. The elder Sewaa sits beside Nikto. A bowl is passed of spiced yams.
nikto

Enjoy land food while you can. Mpotompoto is a delicacy.
As Chandler studies the armed boys, Sewaa abruptly speaks.

sewaa

Your pirates were once our fisherman.
Chandler and Arrison turn to her. She’s animated.

sewaa (cont’d)

Before your nations steal from our waters. London and Paris, dine on African fish…
They’re unsure how to react. Nikto explains.

nikto

With no laws, many ships came here. They took the fish. They dumped waste. Oil, mercury…
sewaa

Babies become sick! So our fishermen fight back. There are no pirates.

They turn at a commotion. A wagon arrives from the beach. Arrison’s stunned to see stacked mounds of bricked narcotics.
int. nikto’s skiff – day

The skiffs head back out. Arrison and Chandler have been adorned with indigenous necklaces. In their boat, burlap sacks are labeled cocoa beans, flour, sugar… 

Arrison sits beside Nikto. She struggles to comprehend.

arrison

You gave them stolen… drugs..?

nikto
In the world’s poorest nation, narcotics are gold.

She frowns, deliberating. 
arrison

But it’s drugs… There were kids…
nikto 
Granted, I will not see the poor souls who may succumb to abuse.
                      (soberly to her) 
But I did see the faces of the children we just fed. We just clothed and nourished thousands…

She and Chandler look back to see the locals waving farewell. 
ext. naumtsev deck – dusk

Another “steel beach” as CREWMEN jump and swim from the deck. MONTAGE: Fun and laughter. A grill has been assembled on deck, enormous lobsters grilled with butter. A spectacular DUSK.

To the side, Arrison observes Nikto with his men. He pats their backs and toasts vodka. She catches his glance –and smiles. 

cut to: torpedo room – concurrent

Landa’s seated on the floor, shirtless, working with tools 

landa (shouts)

Hello? Where’d everyone go? Hello..?
BACK TO DECK: Chandler carefully locates a spot and dives in.
int. parlor – continuous

Pilar forlornly lies on a rug, reading in front of a window. Her eyes brighten at what she sees: Chandler swimming down to gaze into the window. He unskillfully flails. He presses his face to the window and waves -then rushes up. She laughs.
THEY SWAP: Chandler’s wet in a robe, anxiously standing in front of the Iris. She appears. Pilar easily swims down in her clothes. Her skirt flows like a tail. Like a mermaid.

He moves closer to the glass. She slides down the reverse side, upside down and twirls. She places her face opposite his and kisses the glass. He’s mesmerized by his very own mermaid. 
EXT. subase new london - day
SUPER: SUBASE - Naval Submarine Base New London, Connecticut
A wide complex on the Thames River. Rural, yet with multiple piers servicing several docked submarines and Navy vessels.
int. subase – conference room – day

A dozen NAVAL OFFICERS sit around a humdrum conference table. One large monitor on a wall; Navy and U.S. flags in the corner.

captain ross
…Tom, we want to do a July Fourth barbecue, but there’s so many horseshit rules about booze-- 
Lt. Commander LAWSON interrupts the silver-haired captain. He reluctantly motions to Engel beside him.

Lt. commander lawson

--Captain, we do have one more agenda item… Officer Engel… She drove six hours from D.C…

captain ross

Ah yes. Something perhaps for our “urban myth” update…

The men chuckle. She grins, snubbed in front of the officers.

engel

I hope you all read my report. When I emailed it, they all said “read.”

She projects a satellite image of a port.
engel (cont’d)

Buenaventura, Colombia. Four years ago, July 8th. You can see an object that appears to be a submarine -but no known subs were on the schedule.

She zooms closer to the long, narrow black object.
engel (cont’d)

Much larger than a narco sub –the exact contour of a Russian Akula.

captain ross

Nobody caught this four years ago?

engel

Satellite images flow 24/7…

So I searched archives for exact dates based on calls between a cartel and a Russian broker.

The officers sit a little taller. She shows a list of subs.
engel (cont’d)

Out of fifteen Akulas, only four are said to be operational. If any are dismantled, the U.N. has no procedures to confirm.

lt. commander lawson

How’s a narco… criminal gonna’ pilot a 48,000-ton sub?
She displays a chart showing sixteen black and white FACES.

engel

There have been fifty-two Russian sub captains since the Cold War. These sixteen captains are either missing, reportedly went down with their vessels, or AWOL.

They study the stern portraits. (In the second row is NIKTO.)
captain ross (glib)
Anything since four years ago?

engel

Searching Coast Guard reports, there have been sightings that match, but chalked-up as nonsense. But when I cross-reference the satellite…

She flashes one image after another.

engel (cont’d)

Last month: thirty miles off Key West, reported by a dive boat.

A Google Earth-type image shows a cigar shape under the water.

engel (cont’d)
One week ago: reported by fishermen to Haiti’s Coast Guard.

A clear sub shape with a wake near a moon-shaped island.

engel (cont’d)

Hydrophones picked up a torpedo fired off Cuba at an alleged submarine. Cuba won’t confirm.

She displays a map of the Atlantic with multiple points.
engel (cont’d)

If a country “loses” a sub, they ask for international help. No one’s declaring this one.

                          (solemn)

Something -belonging to no nation- is in your Atlantic. 

Ross blinks into space, then turns to Lawson.
captain ross  
Jesus H…  Tom: order the Atlantic fleet to employ passive sonar?
                          lt. commander lawson (nods)

That will hear anything that passes with an engine or a screw.
(to Engel)

Would any of the missing subs still have weaponry?

Engel packs her belongings. She smirks at their query.

engel

That doesn’t really matter.

The officers look at her, puzzled.

engel (cont’d)

Akulas use highly enriched uranium. Not the low-grade stuff in power plants. HEU is what’s used to create nuclear weapons
                        (turns to exit)

You can get back to your barbecue.
ext. atlantic ocean – day

A C-Buoy bobs on the surface with its tiny antenna. Barbs suddenly spring from its base, destroying the buoy. It sinks.
int. naumtsev – control room – day

Roman gazes up to see his monitor fill with RUSSIAN CODE. His jaw drops, his cigarette tumbling.

int. nikto’s office – day

Slouched at his desk, Nikto studies a framed PORTRAIT of KANA. A faint smile, glistening eyes… ROMAN ENTERS like a whirlwind.

roman (subtitles)
Sub Force Atlantic ordered its fleet to listen for a rogue submarine!

Nikto winces, dubious. They both speak RUSSIAN.
nikto (subtitles)
How certain is your data?

roman (scoffs)

U.S. encryption’s a decade old… They were ordered to use passive sonar. Captain: the Atlantic fleet has thirty-two submarines…
Nikto’s eyes narrow, calculating.

nikto

One solution: we go to the Pacific.

int. parlor – day

The three guests stand rigid at an Iris window. They whisper.

chandler

Why the Pacific?

landa

My guess? They’re fleeing…something.

arrison
That’ll take a week…
chandler

Can’t they use the Panama Canal?

landa

It’s too shallow to stay submerged. That means south of Argentina.

Arrison’s eyes widen with an involuntary smile.

arrison

You think we’ll see Antarctica..?

MONTAGE: THE NAUMTSEV AS IT TRAVELS - MULTIPLE
-A piano plays TCHAIKOVSKY’s 1ST PIANO CONCERTO. From OUTSIDE the vessel, we see the three at the window as it whooshes by.

-Arrison writes in her journal. She makes sketches of Atlantis. 
-Chandler and Pilar sit together on the torpedo room floor. They’re smoking Cuban CIGARS, passing a bottle of champagne. She grasps his face and they kiss. 

-Landa works on a C-Buoy. He studies the barbs that self-destruct the buoy. He pauses with an epiphany. He opens a panel on the buoy and studies its circuits. He snips a wire.
-Nikto and Arrison stand over a navigation chart. He places his hand on her back as he explains a course south of Argentina.

-Pilar’s head rests on Chandler’s shoulder. They smile out a window as ORCA KILLER WHALES swim alongside the vessel.
-Tchaikovsky’s piano concerto concludes, Nikto playing the priceless grand piano in the parlor.

ext. sky over the sea – day

A Navy Boeing P-8 Poseidon flies over the sea.

int. p-8 Poseidon – day

Behind a monitor, a RADAR OPERATOR with headphones perks up.
radar operator

Commander: I got something… a heat stain from an object. Metallic. Approximately… sixty meters.

int. captain ross’s office – day

In his antiquated nautical office, Ross frowns into his PHONE.

captain ross

A heat stain..?

INTERCUT: ENGEL ON HER CELL – CONTINUOUS

She sits upright in a lawn chair at a youth BASEBALL GAME.

engel (on phone)

A hydroacoustic anomaly. It’s the same way they found that lost Argentinian sub in 2017.

ON ROSS: eyes grasping the information.

engel’s voice (cont’d)

Sometimes it’s whales, magma flow… There are volcanos under Antarctica.

ON ENGEL: at the baseball game.

engel (cont’d)

But this one sounds mechanical.

                       (stands to shout)

COME ON, ROBBIE! Baseball ready!
                       (back to phone)

Let’s just say all ears will be on our hydrophones.
captain ross (v.o.)

If you ID anything, I’ll need to alert NATO Submarine Command.
engel (snide)
That’s right. You do.
ext. argentinian fishing boat – atlantic ocean – day

The old boat’s stern states it’s from Ushuaia, Argentina.
int. fishing boat – continuous

FISHERMEN empty a net. Confused, they see a basketball-sized white orb with a small antenna. They’ve caught a C-Buoy.
int. Naumtsev - nikto’s office – night
Landa sits with Nikto as he pours two shots of Russian Standard VODKA. From their glossy eyes, they’ve had a few.

nikto (tongue tieD)
Is drinking Russian… vodka a cliché? 

        (frowns to consider) 

Is something true still a cliché? 

He shrugs and tosses his drink back. Landa does as well.

landa

Easy on the good stuff. I’m guessing we’re a few miles from another port.

Nikto wipes his face and considers this.

nikto

During World War II, Japan hoped to create underwater sub stations. Deep in the Pacific.
Landa winces, skeptical. 
nikto (cont’d)

By sinking cargo containers… Twenty-foot-diameter steel pipes. Connected and pressurized. Like a city…

He lavishly shrugs and pours more drinks. Landa pauses.
landa

Captain… Arrison told me about the narcotics you gave that village…

nikto

My altruism shocks you? 
landa (chuckles)
I mean, it’s not a stellar résumé: You steal a $2 billion sub from your country to sell to drug dealers. Then you double-cross them…
Nikto smiles with a cold-eyed gaze.

nikto

Assumptions… I presumed you were a coward. I was mistaken. What if I am keeping the Naumtsev safe from parties much worse than--
Roman’s VOICE interrupts from a speaker, in quick RUSSIAN.

roman’s voice (subtitles)

--Captain: a Navy sub-hunter claims they detected our heat signature.

Landa frowns, curious about their exchange. Nikto sighs. On an antique globe, he slides a finger down to Antarctica. 
nikto (subtitles)

The best place to cloak heat is… beneath ice.
int. parlor – night

From a poker game, Arrison, Chandler and Pilar rush to a window. Outside, dusk’s ambient light reveals the jagged bottoms of ICEBERGS. Chandler’s a wide-eyed kid.
chandler 
90% of icebergs are underwater… 
arrison (awed)
90% of the world’s icebergs are here.
The bergs are iridescent white, blue and green. As the Naumtsev steers though a daring passage, Chandler gasps at a close call.
nikto (o.s.)

Navigation has improved since the Titanic.

They turn to see Nikto, as if he’d been there all along. 
arrison

Where exactly are we?

nikto

Under Thwaites glacier.

They gaze up. Sunset has illuminated a ceiling of ice.
nikto (cont’d)

Climate change is melting a cavity under the ice the size of Manhattan.

With wide eyes, Chandler unashamedly argues.
chandler
I believe geothermal heat from volcanic activity is warming the water. Deep as the Statue of Liberty…
Arrison smirks at her son. Nikto stands cozily close. As the ship plunges deeper, spotlights aim to light their view. Pilar has her nose to the window –then suddenly LEAPS BACK.
pilar (shouts)

Ay! Calamar gigante!

An enormous PURPLE SQUID appears. Its golden eye is a foot in diameter. Chandler chivalrously holds her. Arrison beams.
arrison

Mesonychoteuthis hamiltoni! A colossal squid! The largest in the world. This one’s over… forty feet…!
Its thick, long TENTACLES pass by. Chandler and Arrison run to the opposite window to see it skim that one. 
nikto

Not so large to effect this vessel.

Pilar cuddles up to Chandler, nuzzling into his sweater.

pilar (whispers)
Can we play somewhere warmer? 
int. control room – night
Nikto enters. His men acknowledge him. He approaches Roman.

nikto 
Any more aircraft?

roman’s 
We identified two turbo props before the glacier. It is quiet now.

nikto 
Cut non-essential engines. Anchor until this subsides.

int. moon well – night

The door opens to the dark chamber. Landa enters, blowing into his hands, his breath visible. He turns on all lights.
Pilar’s eyes bug from inside the window of the hanging Cyclops.

int. cyclops sub – continuous

Pilar and Chandler are inside the mini-sub, lying in a romantic embrace. Their steam has slightly fogged the dome. She gasps.

pilar (whispers)
Silencio! Landa está aquí!
Chandler stretches his neck to peek, covering with his shirt.

chandler (whispers)

Now he decides to fix stuff?

They see Landa proceeding to a tool desk. Pilar uncurls a grin.
pilar (whispers)
Let’s see how quiet we can be.
He looks at her, conflicted.

int. control room – night

As Nikto leads his crew, an ANXIOUS VOICE announces.

                          engineer’s voice (filtered)

Captain: we have a short circuit. Water leaked through ventilation to the battery compartment--
nikto (abrupt)

--Which circuits?
                          engineer’s voice (filtered)

Lower level, heating and some doors. The anchor winch has no power.

Nikto exhales, rubs his forehead.

nikto
Pochini eto! No one is in the lower level or Moon Well, correct?

int. parlor – night

Nikto enters to see Arrison writing in her journal at a window. He brings her a wool trench coat like his.

nikto 

Lower levels may become cold.

He helps with her coat. She smiles and turns to the Iris.

HER POV: They’re anchored twenty feet above the sea floor. Spotlights reveal a beautiful yet haunting landscape, like another planet. Purple and blue flower-like life forms.

nikto (o.s.)

Biodiversity flourishes under the ice.
arrison (o.s.)

It’s the hypothermal vents… A lost world of unknown species…

Radiant volcanic vents have created towers of minerals like sculptures, spewing bubbles. Spindly orange SEA SPIDERS scurry.
arrison (repelled)
The arctic sea spiders are enormous.
The unnerving spiders are the size of a man’s hand. A spotlight reveals a small octopus, shuffling over a rock. It’s eerily-white, like a ghost with black eyes. 

arrison

Fascinating. The octopus has no need for camouflage in the dark…

Her breath is visible as she shivers. Nikto steps to the P.A.

nikto

Dmitri: Update? It is too cold. 

dmitri’s voice (filtered)

At least two hours captain. Ivan was our electrical engineer…

int. moon well – night

Landa shivers, trying to pry the door open. The P.A. SOUNDS.
nikto’s voice (filtered)

Mr. Landa: you are in the Moon Well?

landa (into radio)

Yes. The door’s locked. I think the--
nikto (interRupts)
--Repairs are underway. The pipes to the reactor could freeze –we will freeze- unless we pull anchor.

From above, Pilar and Chandler gawk from the Cyclops.

nikto (cont’d)

The anchor’s winch is inoperable. So we are trapped, unless--

Landa pinches the bridge of his nose.

landa

--Unless we cut the anchor’s chain…

nikto’s voice (filtered)

Yes. A diver with an acetylene torch. You are the only man there…  

Landa’s eyes exclaim shit…
int. control room – night

Arrison stands with Nikto as they watch the monitors.

Nikto (into radio)

The anchor is beneath the bow. 

A fuzzy MONITOR displays a view of the DIVE PLATFORM lowering.

ext. sea floor – continuous

In his full ADS dive suit, Landa stands alone on the platform. He carries a torch with a tank of gas.

landa (filtered)

Copy. Please use your floodlights…

HIS POV: His BREATHING ECHOES. He gazes forward; it looks like the moon landing, but with odd flurrying life forms.
landa (filtered)
I see the chain, thirty yards.

In the daunting blackness, he sees a mushroom-shaped anchor in the silt. From it, the anchor chain connects to the sub.

The floodlights suddenly flicker off. In the darkness, flurrying life forms glow around Landa –then the lights resume.

landa (filtered)

Jesus..! Steady those lights!

His BREATHING escalates. He approaches the anchor chain with eight-inch links. He ignites the acetylene torch. Its tip spews bubbles with a blinding arc. He begins burning into a link.

intercut to: control room

All lean forward, their breath visible, riveted to the screen.

nikto

Remain steady on that one link… 
landa’s voice (filtered)

Never micromanage your only volunteer.
Arrison suddenly points at the monitor.
arrison 
Look -what is that..?

Roman zooms. Two sea spiders are climbing up Landa’s leg.
nikto (into radio)

Landa: your legs –you may have stepped into a nest.

BACK TO: SEA FLOOR

Landa looks down and drops his torch. A third and fourth spider climb his legs and torso. He jumps and SHOUTS.
landa (filtered)
A nest..?! What the fuc..!

Panicked, he flails his arms and legs to get the spiders off. On the sea floor, a trail of spiders are approaching.

arrison’s voice (filtered)

They should be harmless, Ned…
landa (shouts)
Wanna’ trade chores?!

He struggles in the awkward suit. Nikto’s voice becomes curt.

nikto’s voice (filtered)

Mr Landa: your suit is forged aluminum. Focus on your task.

Landa closes his eyes. He lifts the torch to resume. Every time the floodlights flicker, tiny eyes and glowing creatures loom.

The searing torch finally severs the thick chain.

landa (filtered)

It’s released. I’m outta’ here!

Landa treads in slow motion, still covered in a dozen spiders. He marches ahead, with RAPID BREATHS. He pants to speak.
landa (filtered)

If I can see… I won’t blow a gasket…
A white octopus lands on his helmet, the size of a cat. 
landa (shouts)

What the Fuc..!? A ghost?
nikto’s voice (filtered)

Just an octopus, harmless.
He’s unable to grasp it. He swirls his helmet, trying to shake it off. Then a second and third octopus attach to his dome. 
HIS POV: Closed-in by white tentacles. Their suckers are bioluminescent. Their small BEAKS tap against the glass. 
arrison’s voice (filtered)

Maybe they were trying to eat the spiders… Or attracted to your light…
He SCREAMS, struggling to pull them off. His HEARTBEAT throbs.
int. cyclops mini-sub – continuous

Horrified, Chandler and Pilar follow along on a monitor.

pilar

He’s running the wrong way!
ON MONITOR: Landa staggers away, into the blackness.

Nikto’s voice (filtered)

He’s panicking –or narcosis.
ON MONITOR: the lights flicker, just the GLOW of tentacles.

chandler (to pilar)

Can you operate this thing?

She nods at the controls. Chandler fumbles with the RADIO.

chandler (abrupt)

Captain Nikto: This is Chandler. We’re in the Moon Well.

BACK TO: CONTROL ROOM 

NIKTO (PUZZLED)

We who..?

                          chandler’s voice (filtered)

I’m with Pilar… We’re taking the Cyclops to help Mr. Landa.

Arrison’s dazed at her son’s actions. Nikto turns to her.

nikto

Pilar knows the Cyclops. 
She nods, wordless. 

BACK TO: INT. CYCLOPS

The craft abruptly DROPS. Water covers the dome, then darkness.
pilar (o.s.)

Towards the bow..! He went west.

chandler (o.s.)

How do you know west?

ext. sea floor - continuous

The Cyclops detaches. It engages its lights and zooms forward. Bioluminescent life forms swarm the sub, curious.

back to: int. cyclops

Pilar and Chandler scowl to focus. She grips joysticks.

chandler

Look: a cloud of sand -his trail! 

BACK TO: SEA FLOOR

Following a path of disturbed sand, they find Landa flailing on the ground, covered in spiders and octopuses on his helmet.

landa’s voice (breathless)

Anyone… Plea…
The Cyclops’ mechanical arms spring forward. 

                           pilar’s voice (filtered)

Mr. Landa, we are here…

Landa angles his head toward the LIGHT. He lifts a hand. The sub’s mechanical arm gingerly opens its CLAW towards him. Landa must reach… stretch… to finally grip the claw.

                          chandler’s voice (filtered)

Got him! Full reverse… Turn!

The mini-sub maneuvers backwards. Grasping both claws, Landa pulls himself closer to the dome. Several spiders flurry off. 

BACK TO: INT. CYCLOPS

They breathe a sigh of relief. At the base of the dome, they see Landa cradled in the two arms. A last octopus pulsates off.

They FLINCH -the COLOSSAL SQUID appears, covering the dome. Pilar SCREAMS, Chandler lunges for the controls. The squid’s thick purple tentacles slither. Its black beak taps the glass. 
arrison’s voice (filtered)

It thinks you’re another squid! Follow our lights! 

Large suction cups pulsate on the side portholes.
ext. cyclops – continuous

The squid’s long head is the size of the sub. Its arms wrap around the vessel. One tentacle pushes the rudder; the sub zigzags. Landa hangs below the dome with one arm. In the other, he pulls a dive knife from a hip sheath. He stabs a tentacle. 

The squid grips the sub tighter. The Cyclops maneuvers over the dive platform. Landa lets go to drop to the platform.
int. moon well – continuous

An electric winch pulls the platform up into the vessel. The squid remains on the sub, thrashing it’s thirty-foot tentacles. 
Nikto and three CREWMEN appear. They attack the squid with electric prods. Landa grasps a harpoon from the wall. He plunges it into the squid’s eye -black fluid spews. 
The squid slides off the Cyclops, splashing in the well below. Nikto hits a switch; the well closes, severing several legs.

The Cyclops hatch opens. Pilar and Chandler hastily exit, breathless. He sees severed tentacles squirming on the deck. 

chandler (panting)

Please don’t say… Calamari tonight…
int. nato maritime command – day
An inspiring brick building with flags of twenty-nine nations.
SUPER: MARCOM Headquarters, NATO Maritime Command. Middlesex, UK
int. marcom hq – day

Engel’s greeted by British COMMANDER WEBSTER in a busy corridor. He eagerly shakes her hand as they briskly walk.
commander webster

I’m Webster, Commander of NATO Subs. On behalf of our 29 nations, thank you so much for coming. 

She’s incredulous how they’re actually pleased to see her.

commander webster (cont’d)
We are astounded with your discovery. May I get you tea..? Biscuits..?

int. large marcom conference room – day

Larger and more modern than prior meetings. Tables with fifty UNIFORMED OFFICERS. From a podium, she uneasily begins, humble. 
engel

This is my first time across the pond, as they say… And I wish it were under better circumstances.

She proceeds with a large projection of a communication buoy.

engel (cont’d)
A communication buoy, for covert sub transmissions. This is a Russian design -found off southern Argentina.
She pauses, comprehending the room of high-ranking faces. 
engel (cont’d)

Decoding its signature, I’ve identified transmissions from six other buoys. Creating a path.
ONSCREEN: Six points form a sweeping curve, south to Argentina, then looping north of Antarctica.

captain ross
What does Russia say?

engel

They deny any subs in the area. Nor do they admit to losing any. It’d make them look… incompetent.

She shrugs. The officers in the room murmur, grave.

engel (cont’d)

They did admit this buoy was a prototype, never put into use.
Commander Webster is austere among his decorated peers. 
commander webster

We can project its trajectory into the South Pacific.
                         (to the room)

A rogue, nuclear-armed vessel –by definition- is an international terror threat. Our partner nations can deploy forty attack subs, twenty sub-hunter warships--
Engel brazenly interrupts.
engel

--Commander, with all due respect… I have reason to believe it’s holding hostages –who have sent signals.

The room grimaces. Onscreen she shows an electronic panel.
engel (cont’d)

C-Buoys are designed to self-destruct. Wires in this buoy were manually cut. To not self-destruct.

Dissent around the room. A JAPANESE CAPTAIN lifts a hand.

japanese captain
Do we know the captain’s motives?

engel

We have a witness now in protective custody in D.C. She’s ready to talk.
int. lockheed p-3 orion – day
An AIR OFFICER monitors a rack of SONOBUOYS, the size of wine bottles. A bottom fuselage door opens. The sonobuoys drop.
ext. lockheed p-3 orion – continuous

Tiny parachutes expel from the devices as they fall to the sea…
int. naumtsev – parlor – day

Dr. Arrison and Nikto are playing chess on an elegant set. 

arrison

No, knight takes queen, see?

Nikto squints at the pieces, vexed. 
nikto

Touché. Again. Who could have predicted I’d meet another scientist who is also the perfect… Supruga.
arrison

Su…pruga..?

He elaborately spreads his hands to translate.
nikto

It is like a… Partner.

She recoils at his words.
arrison

Let’s not overestimate our acquaintanceship.

He tenses, humor drained.

nikto

There are no accidents in nature. 
I lose a scientist very dear to me, then fate delivers you -quite literally- onto my vessel.
She glares, able to go toe-to-toe.

arrison

Along with my son and a soldier because you nearly killed us--
nikto

--You call me a killer after what I’ve shown you? The opportunities--
arrison (heated)
--Archeology and rare species I can never tell anyone about? And you’re encouraging Pilar and Chandler so he’ll want to stay-- 
nikto

--That’s not true, Patrice…

She raises her voice to correct.

arrison

Dr. Arrison. Your endless promises: the Sao Miguel pyramid, Cleopatra’s lost kingdom… Crossing the seven seas for the rest of our lives.
They both stand. Through clenched teeth he utters.
nikto

There is a reason I keep moving. 

arrison

Because every nation’s hunting you like a white whale?
nikto (scoffs)

You’ve been listening to Landa--
The tension’s severed by ROMAN’S VOICE from the speaker.
roman’s voice (filtered)

--Captain: we need you in control. Immediately.
int. control room – day

Nikto rushes in with a scowl; Arrison doggedly follows.

nikto (sarcasm)
What is the calamity?

Roman looks up with his glasses and headset, grave.

roman

I detected a plane. It made a pattern of drops. I believe sonobuoys. 

arrison

What are they?

They frown at her. Nikto responds, irritated.
nikto

Hydrophones. Listening devices. 
Pavlo blurts in RUSSIAN from his station. 

roman (subtitles)

--Even if we go deeper, we can’t escape their sonar.
Nikto glares at his weakness. He retorts in English.

nikto
Mind your radar. Is that cyclone still tracking towards Polynesia?

Pavlo frowns, confused. He turns to his monitor.
pavlo
Yes Captain… Typhoon Jules is 700 kilometers northwest of Tahiti--
nikto
--Plot a course to Tahiti, forty knots. 

Arrison exclaims.

arrison

--We’re heading towards a typhoon?

nikto

We will be under the storm. They’d be insane to follow.
Roman catches Nikto’s gaze to interject in RUSSIAN. 
roman (subtitles)
There is something else…

int. moon well – day

The doors open. Landa abruptly turns from his workbench to see Nikto enter with Arrison and a GUARD, holding an opened C-buoy.
nikto

Mr. Landa: You are a saboteur and a traitor. Why am I not shocked?
Landa stands upright, silent. Arrison’s frustrated.

arrison

What’s going on..?

nikto

Your friend has created a virtual path to our vessel.

                       (glares at her)

Are you his accomplice?
Her eyes widen, stunned.

int. dept. of justice – day
SUPER: Department of Justice, Washington D.C.

The grand entryway is surrounded with marble and busy people. Engel walks quickly beside a well-dressed attorney BRONSTEIN.
bronstein

With what they’re watching, does someone’s motive from four years ago even matter?
She huffs, impatient.

engel

Wouldn’t you want to know, Dave? What kind of question is that? 

bronstein

They’re 99.99% sure they’ve found it.

                       (they both stop)

The reason why the guy took it doesn’t make a difference. The U.N. Security Council is putting together a combined task force. They’re going to annihilate the thing either way.

Her jaw drops, blinking to analyze. She then pleas.
engel

This is just for me. You promised me. Thirty minutes with Salazar. Before she’s whisked off to work in some… Whole Foods in Iowa.
He rolls his eyes and slumps in resignation.
Notes/Verbiage: U.N. New York HQ, with flags of 193 U.N. member states.  – In conjunction with U.S. Dept of State (Bureau of Counterterrorism) - United Nations Operation_____, includes the UN Security Council. Verbiage: “Commanded by the United States, two ships of the _______ Navy, two ships of the _______ Navy and ___ ships of the U.S. Navy formed a Combined Task Force (CTF.)

Good quote: If Nikto doesn't like the laws of "society", how can he expect anyone to follow his own rules onboard the Naumtsev?
Thought: Arrison tells Nikto that Ned might be motivated to seek revenge if he's not given his freedom. Are Ned's desires really that different from Nikto’s? 
Nikto has "conquered" much of his world, from the Antarctic to Atlantis. What's he to do once he's been to all the ends of the Earth?

Good to put in a Landa/Arrison scene: Arrison and Chandler enjoy a type of freedom as Nemo while they're his captives: there's nothing to stop them from exploring the ship or the wonders of Nemo's world. But they must never leave the ship. “Confinement within freedom” This is a contradiction. For Arrison, the freedom to study comes at the price of the freedom to leave.

“A national security concern is the involvement of Russian organized crime in the nuclear black market.”

Corruption in the former Soviet Union triggered a wave of nuclear thefts and smuggling attempts

Out of Russia, Ukraine and other former Soviet republics. A rising role of transnational criminal networks in acquiring and selling nuclear materials to terrorist groups on the black market.
The greatest threat is no longer underpaid scientists selling their skills to the highest bidder. Much more dangerous are the connections between corrupt officials who have access to nuclear materials, criminal groups that control transit networks for illegal goods, and terrorist groups that want to acquire nuclear materials. 

The overlap between the drug industry and terrorism is widely known as narcoterrorism. Narcotics smuggling in South America and Asia are used to finance terrorist activities. 

Criminal groups in Moldova smuggled nuclear materials to Islamic State in Iraq and Syria (ISIS). 
Nikto struggles to prove he’s not a monster. He reveals the truth: He fled with the sub because terror groups approached the Russians and Colombians to purchase the Naumtsev. Containing weapons-grade uranium, the fuel could arm three nuclear warheads (this is true.) The uranium on a long-forgotten sub is priceless, and its purchase would be unknown to any country.

All along Nikto was protecting the world from devastation. Chandler tries to convince Nikto to surrender to the U.S. He might receive amnesty for the safe delivery of the uranium –in addition to his knowledge of Atlantis, new discoveries and species. Captain Nikto is unconvinced, “The U.S. will use it to create more weapons…”
they’re surrounded by the U.S. and Japanese Navy. Nikto goes in full defense mode; full dive, weapons ready. Landa and the protagonists fight with crewmembers. Underwater, U.S. subs also appear. A battle commences.

The protagonists gain access to a radio and they struggle to communicate with the Navy. Through the dome window, they witness Navy ships sinking, men onboard. Nikto feels betrayed. Clutching pictures of his wife, he plunges into a deep depression.

Arrison hectically approaches Nikto to escape with them. She observes him dark and troubled, where he finally reveals his mission.

Identifying a Catagory-5 Typhoon near Fiji, Nikto heads straight for it. He either believes the military would be insane to follow –or he’s insane and wants to go down with his ship. The protagonists have little time. Landa leads them to the mini-sub. Before the Naumtsev can reach a critical speed, they must seal themselves in the sub and launch. Without a second to spare, they succeed. Nikto surfaces the Naumtsev to head directly into the typhoon. Knowing submarines “can’t feel” hurricanes at a certain depth, Landa remains submerged in the mini-sub, oxygen depleting fast.

While clutching framed photos of his wife, Captain Nikto and his Naumtsev are swallowed amid fifty-foot seas and within a vast, yawning whirlpool.

The protagonists are narrowly saved by the Navy and head back to Hawaii. Labeled a “kidnapping by a rogue terrorist,” a colonel advises them that they’ll have to make a formal statement. He asks, “Will you have anything significant to report?”

The End

Captain Nikto (45) – Former Soviet naval officer, in self-exile after trafficking for cartels using a black-market submarine. Appears brave but privately torments about his negative deeds.

Arc: Softens enough towards the end (to Arrison?) to reveal his true motive.
Arrison (40s) – A female marine professor. People have joked it sounds like “arrogance”; she’s a “scientists’ scientist. Attractive, intelligent widow. Also not interested in any more males. Quote: “Aronnax and Ned Land engage in verbal fisticuffs about their potential escape from the Nautilus. Aronnax is so often paralyzed by indecision that he just sits and watches the pretty fishies swim by the sub's giant windows. ‘We had not been made to break with humanity. For my part, I did not wish my intriguing and original studies to be buried with me.’

Arc: A love-hate fascination with Nikto. All-work first, but must soften by the end. She incessantly asks about Nemo’s past
Chandler (20) – The professor’s young male intern. Millennial, for exposition and humor. A cut-up but brilliant as classification of animals and plants. Seems like a servant, from the book: “There are plenty of examples of Conseil's servile behavior. Like how he jumps in after Aronnax when he's thrown overboard, and helps him survive.”
*Opposite of Arrison, who’s enamored with the sub and findings, he sees that Nemo is a whacko.
Arc: Butts heads with his mentor, but @ the end we learn she’s his mother and this was a bonding expedition.
Landa (30) – A Navy armaments expert. Retired a “Combat Warfare Specialist.” Tough, sarcastic, considered selfish. Accused of being a Blackwater-type “warfare specialist”, working outside of established rules. (More about the designation here.) 

From book: He likes freedom, hunting, and eating what he hunts. As we see early on, Ned classifies fish based on the way they taste.
Arc: His skills are shown to also save people, even if he sacrifices himself.

Tech/hacker – Russian, brought by Nikta. To help explain their skills.
First mate – Maybe a spy to either take the sub or return it to the cartels? The crew’s nationalities remain mystery. 

Great link for novel breakdown: https://www.shmoop.com/20000-leagues-under-the-sea/characters.html
Logline: Modern interpretation of the definitive high seas adventure, with an exiled drug lord using an illicit submarine for smuggling, discovering riches –and seeking revenge.

Captain NIKTO, a former Soviet naval officer, goes into self-exile after trafficking for cartels using a black-market submarine. When smuggling boats are mysteriously destroyed, a U.S. expedition of Navy and oceanographic experts is deployed. Their vessel is attacked and three survivors are taken captive by Captain Nikto’s sub. He elects to keep them alive, as he needs their expertise for his nefarious ventures, uncovering priceless artifacts, marine discoveries and revenge on his former cartels.


