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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.

garbled response (filtered)

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

EXT. gulf of mexico – NIGHT

The moon exposes the infinite sea like twilight. 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 whites of the eyes of a DOZEN MIGRANTS clustered on deck. Gaunt and terrified. A YOUNG MOTHER struggles to comfort her infant who won’t stop crying.

cuban smuggler (subtitles)

Silence that baby or you 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 is not here soon.
The young mother cowers, shielding her child. All heads turn at the DRONE of a vessel. The captain aims BINOCULARS.
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 watch the boat accelerate towards them. They suddenly FLINCH -a thunderous crash, like CRUNCHING STEEL.
They gasp to see the other boat 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 coming 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 SPOLIGHT 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 OFFICER (ICE,) 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.

wildlife officer

Third-world laborers who believe in sea monsters? 

The gruff Kurtz scolds.

kurtz

Show some 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 LANA 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 caballero, Agent Ruiz. We’re members of the Joint Interagency Task Force. A multi-agency team to stop illicit trafficking. 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 tense.

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 has revealed 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.

Chandler reaches for a carafe of coffee. When he pours, the lid falls off, drenching 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 exaggerated DRAWINGS.

chandler (cont’d)
I found 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 is… 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 –found only 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 interjects with 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 ID to enter. As they proceed, Chandler’s anxiously babbling.

chandler

…I bought us two Cuban sandwiches. Do you know long we’ll be out? 
arrison 
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 and careers 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 we can document any new migrations –or anything unique- it could change everything. 

Chandler reflects, then relents.
chandler

You’re right.

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 fieldtrip.

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 marine biology boat with civilians.
In the STERN, the oblivious Chandler sits with earbuds, watching his phone. He lifts his cell with 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 con.

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 them 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 vessel.

landa
Could be 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 racing 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 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. the sea – 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 a POINTED 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 STUNGUNS.
FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. blackness – NIGHT

BLURRED motion. Echoes of muffled Spanish and English 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

Are you claustrophobic? A Marine Special Forces—-

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.” She’d say that for “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 all our belongings.
Arrison

They robbed us?

Landa

So we can’t communicate. No evidence. Probably running our backgrounds. And 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, armed with Russian Makarovs… That proves that.
The guard KICKS Landa off the bench. The guards quickly lift them against the wall and ZIPTIE 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. “ward room” 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. 
He speaks with an aristocratic flair. He then frowns at Landa.

nikta (cont’d)

It was an act of war because you attacked my vessel. My warning receiver revealed your stinger missile aimed at me. Your officers fired heavy artillery. Acts of war.
                          (he sits)
Please 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 error. 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 Cold War 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 Marine, now a self-proclaimed armaments expert.

Landa

Once a Marine, always a Marine.
Nikto

Not when you are dishonorably discharged for beating an officer nearly to death. You are now a contractor who sells opinions.
Landa fumes. Nikto then smiles at Dr. Arrison.
Nikto (to arrison)
Conversely… I am elated to have a marine professor onboard. Dr. Lana Arrison. You are much more… impressive in person than your university photograph.
Arrison’s thrown, unable to reply.

Nikto (cont’d)
I was 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. In fact, 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

So what about… us?

Nikto turns to him. He softens at his innocence.

nikto

Mr. Chandler Arrison. A clean past with many interests… If you are anything like your mother, I can show you things your eyes cannot imagine…
Chandler looks at Arrison –his mother. Landa severs the moment.

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 with an almost magnetic gaze at Dr. Arrison.

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

That’s been shielded by Cuba for sixty 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 NAVY OFFICER.

agent kurtz

…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 motions to the bookish, bespectacled Navy OFFICER.
kurtz
Meet Officer ENGEL, Navy Intel Specialist who’s way smarter than me.
Engel sheepishly nods to the men and women.
engel

Greetings. Regrettably, all cameras were lost. But the student onboard had a phone that uploaded images to the cloud. We retrieved these:
He 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 the object’s span at over 300 feet.

He turns to his rapt audience, grave.
engel (cont’d)
We don’t have any missing U.S. subs. A Soviet Akula-class is 350 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 destroyed five drug traffickers. It’s a turf war –in our backyard. 
uscg officer (heated)
This is a national security matter--
kurtz

--It’s a DEA matter if it came from Colombia. If a cartel bought a sub, there’s a shitload of witnesses.
He stands, eager.

kurtz (cont’d)

We gotta’ hit this fast! I can’t keep this from the press –a school will be looking for their professor.

int. the NAUMTSEV – day

Dr. Arrison opens a steel door. She’s cleaned 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. They walk.
arrison

Where’s Chandler and Landa?

nikto

Your son wished to see our Bridge. 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 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 furniture has been in my family for generations. Colombian craftsmen required six months to reassemble the fixtures. The art: Monets, Van Gogh… surely stolen by my 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 close for any 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 startled 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 faint smile and exits.

arrison

She’s beautiful –your daughter?

Nikto pauses to select his words.

nikto

No. 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 bridge – day

A tall crewman PAVLO escorts Chandler to the BRIDGE. The area’s gritty, Cold War, gray, walls of controls and cigarette smoke. Chatter in SPANISH and RUSSIAN from ten CREWMEN at controls.

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

Captain Nikto said to show this boy around. He asks too many questions.
Roman exhales smoke and chuckles. He responds in Ukrainian.

roman (susbtitles)

We can answer everything –they are never leaving!

Chandler looks between them, puzzled. Roman smiles at him.
roman (to chandler)

Welcome to the Naumtsev. I am Roman. I came with Nikto from Severodvinsk. 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 –then 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, I can arrange improved accommodations for you.

Landa stands, puffing his chest, skeptical.

landa

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

nikto

Perhaps we can help each other. If you are truly a mechanical and arms expert, I need your help for a repair. If you succeed, you are free to disembark at the next port.

landa (wary)

Fix what exactly..?

int. bridge – day

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

chandler

How can 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 communication buoys.
He points to a MONITOR with a GRAPHIC depicting the C-BUOY.

roman (cont’d)

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

On a MONITOR, we see a round BUOY is 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: a ring at the base of the buoy DETONATE, destroying the buoy. The pieces SINK, no evidence left behind.

back to: roman in the bridge – continuous

Roman’s monitor fills with RUSSIAN CODE. He taps his earpiece.

roman (subtitles)

Captain, I have a bulletin.

int. nikto’s parlor – day

Landa stands with Nikto at a large Iris window, incredulous. Nikto taps his earpiece, responding in RUSSIAN.
nikto (subtitles)
This is Nikto, what news?

roman’s voice (subtitles)

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

He struggles to conceal a fleeting 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. On 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 can hold four men, 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 hangs limp.
nikto (o.s.)

It was an… enemy vessel. One arm is in need of repair, as well as its communication link to our sub.
The Cyclops opens a CLAW. Spilling from the boat’s hull are WHITE BRICKS. The claw begins to lift them, collecting them like a crab into a net under its dome.

BACK TO LANDA: His eyes narrow, grasping what’s happening.

nikto

Can you make the repairs to my sub?

landa 
I’ve fixed… automated 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

It’s a deal. I want to be gone.
int. bridge – 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

We have an apparatus that creates fresh water from seawater. Oxygen is also created from water by “scrubbing” the carbon dioxide out--

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 Pilar. Like a lightning bolt. Several Spanish crewman WOLF-WHISTLE and tisk 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. nikto’s parlor – day

Arrison and Chandler stand together alone, arm in arm, gazing out a large Iris window. They speak low, private.

arrison

If he’s telling the truth about Guanahacabibes, do you realize what that means?
chandler

I know the legends… Do you trust him? He said we can leave anytime. 

They pause to see Landa approach. She points out the window.
arrison

Cactus coral, means we’re still in the Caribbean. Look –a queen angel!
chandler 

Whoa..! See that goliath grouper? It’s the size of a Volkswagen! 

Landa steps between them, brashly interjecting.

landa

I know marine life too. 

                     (points, mocking)

That grouper, I’d fry into nuggets with a little malt vinegar. That beautiful yellow tail tuna? Would make enough sushi for--
arrison (interrupts)
--Cute, Mr. Landa. But Nikto’s offering us unique opportunities.
His humor fades, suddenly grim.

landa

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

chandler

What’d you see?

landa

Nikto has a mini-sub. It went to a sunken boat filled with narcotics. Bricks of it. The sub took it all.

He flashes an ironic smile.

landa (cont’d)

That’s his whole game: He sinks the competition. Then steals their drugs. He’s just a drug dealer –that could start World War III--
They flinch at a voice behind them.
nikto 

--We’ve set sail. Our work here is done. Please follow me.
int. Ward Room, officer’s mess hall – 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)

Aren’t you… dressed up?

                        (to the group)

We haven’t guests in some time.
She rolls her eyes. Awkward silence, clinks of the chandelier.
nikto (to pilar)

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

I chose Oysters Leruth, broiled with crabmeat; sautéed Scallops in a chardonnay sauce; with a wakame seaweed salad.
A crewman SERVER rolls in a food cart. Nikto smiles, proud.

nikto

Pilar is a graduate of the Bogotá Culinary Institute. As your American cliché goes, our food source is “sustainable,” considering 139 million square miles of ocean.

pilar

All seafood begins to taste the same.

Nikto frowns. She grins towards Chandler; he returns the smile. 

nikto

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

Dishes are served, the server exits. Landa breaks the pause.

landa

Can I ask a blunt question, Captain?

nikto

I would respect that. I am as transparent as the… Caribbean sea.

landa
You somehow stole this sub from your country. Then stole it again from a cartel. No one’s mentioned you got eight torpedo tubes, twelve cruise missiles, 200 kiloton warheads. Isn’t that the definition of a terrorist?
Arrison and Chandler’s eyes widen. Nikto gives a lethal smile.

nikto

There is so much your brain cannot comprehend… With Pilar as my witness, I disposed of every torpedo and warhead.

chandler

Where..?

nikto

The Mariana Trench in the pacific. Unreachable from your militaries and… terrorists. 
Pilar gives a solemn nod to Chandler.

nikto (cont’d)

And I stole the vessel, as you simplified, for a very precise reason: they took something from me.

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

The guests are quieted. Chandler and his mom exchange a glance.

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

He takes a breath, dabs his eyes with a handkerchief.

nikto 

So I seized something just as precious from them.

He looks at Pilar. Landa breaks the emotional pause.
Landa

With all due… reverence, Captain, I’ll take your offer. I’ll repair your Cyclops. You let me go at the next port. As you promised.
Pilar cuts a glare at Nikto, uttering in quick SPANISH.

pilar (subtitles)

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

Landa stands to furiously interject.

landa

--I can speak Spanish!
A leak of radioactive coolant was discovered in its reactor compartment. Leakage in a cooling circuit of a of a reactor could lead to a major loss of radioactive coolant could be deadly But if contained in the sealed reactor compartment, there is no risk.
Once surfaced, the air induction mast raised and opened. This allows air to be taken into the ship, and the ventilation system can direct air into the ballast tanks. Could take 30 minutes to achieve positive buoyancy.

Creates a class-1 lever using a steel bar. Need a fulcrum, maybe the head of a sledgehammer, placed underneath. Able to list a heavier weight by moving the fulcrum, “placing the load near the fulcrum” maybe a large mallet

Piracy: due to political instability, rapidly disintegrating economy in Haiti, heavily-armed modern-day piracy.
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Due to political instability in rapidly-disintegrating Venezuela, as well as in Haiti and Nicaragua, the northern coast of South America, and the entire Caribbean are becoming increasingly dangerous places to travel.
the ship probably has a “moon well,” a kind of floodable chamber that allows divers and undersea drones to exit and reenter the sub while the ship is submerged.

Her divers and robots can place wiretaps on undersea cables, allowing agencies to listen in on intercontinental communications including Internet traffic.

Due to a nuclear incident, (broken pipe for coolant to a reactor, injured sailor who was exposed to radiation.) a crewmember of the Naumtsev is killed. The event is contained, but the sub must surface. What here?

Maybe have military experts investigating. India leased an Ukula class, and rumors of a 2nd one (fire incident scrapped on deal?) The Ukulas had “titanium hulls for reduced displacement and increased strength.” Uses HEU highly-enriched uranium, which is weapons grade. “Unlike the low-enriched uranium found in our country’s nuclear power plants, the submarines use highly enriched uranium — identical to the stuff in our nuclear weapons.”
The story follows the journey of the protagonists aboard the Naumtsev. Arrison grows warmer to Nikto (but Chandler blabbing that he’s a psycho) as he fulfills his promise: they travel to the coordinates protected by Cuba, Guanahacabibes beneath the Yucatan Channel. A “secret undersea Eden” free from chemical pollution or algae blooms. Good quote: “Fish and lobster in Cuba are like the king's deer during the age of Robin Hood.” They see underwater volcanos, priceless wrecks –and then: ancient structures with columns and discernible “roads.” Arrison and Chandler realize it is Atlantis, speculated as conceivably part of Cuba. Its existence has been concealed by Castro (based on real theories.)
Using the Naumtsev’s dry deck, Nikto and the protagonists wear prototype dive suits to bury their killed crewman among the Atlantis ruins. (Quote: “He puts them to rest in a massive undersea cemetery. Aronnax seems to think that Nemo buries the bodies under the sand so that they will be "out of the reach of sharks." But Captain Nemo wryly points out that it isn't just the sharks he's worried about; in this cemetery, his dead men will be safe from both "sharks and men!" The scientists are enthralled; Landa’s impressed at the hi-tech dive gear. They have a close encounter with sharks, and an arriving Cuban navy vessel. As they narrowly flee, the protagonists are reminded of their predicament when Nikto feels it necessary to destroy the Cuban craft. 

Time marches on as the protagonists have no choice in their captivity. He invites the wary Arrison to visit a forest; Arrison says “I thought you never surface” The forest is underwater off South Africa. Or here, off Argentina, Chile or Baja CA.

While pearl diving (Indian Ocean or Philippines) Nikto has been feeding them to remain big. Guarded by sharks. A local who is almost killed is rewarded with pearls from Nikto (showing his surprising humanity.)

Scene: Nikto actively kills one species to save another (sharks attacking whale?) When he’s presumed to be such a lover of all species, he’s asked why. His reply is he will always defend victims. This shines a new light on him.

The Naumtsev searches wrecks for treasure and narcotics as they cross the Atlantic to West Africa. Presuming Nikto was just a drug dealer, they’re stunned when he trades thousands of kilos to villagers of Guinea-Bissau, “The world’s poorest nation where narcotics are gold.   –We just fed and clothed a thousand…” In exchange, they replenish their supplies and food; a feast of lobster, wine, fish, etc…

As Landa struggles to devise ways to escape, Capt. Nikto has a budding desire for Chandler. She’s intrigued by his intellect, but considers him a criminal, and Nikto dotes on portraits of his wife. They cross the Panama Canal to the Pacific to attack the coasts of Colombia and Peru, stealing from many cartels. Landa scoffs, “The cartels want to hang you.” Nikto replies cryptically, “They want the Naumtsev, not me.” When they’re besieged by the Chilean navy, they’re pushed south, perilously through icebergs. 

Fearing a call for NATO ships, Nikto decides to hide under Antarctica’s glaciers. Though eerily desolate, Nikto again stuns the protagonists with discoveries on the sea floor near hydrothermal vents, boasting life never seen by man, colonies of white octopuses, luminescent crustaceans (Based on truth.) Things become more chilling when the Naumtsev’s power goes out, placing them in pitch darkness. To repair the sub’s systems, Nikto and Landa must daringly use experimental deep-water suits (real).

It’s implied Nikto exiled himself after the Russians or Colombians murdered his wife to coerce his cooperation. Conflicted by Chandler’s allure, 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. As they head north, 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…”
When Landa repaired the sub in Antarctica, he placed a beacon on the exterior. As they traverse the South Pacific, they’re suddenly 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 possible 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.


