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To my wife, Alma, this all started because of you.
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This collection is a novelization of the short screenplays written by Clint Horvath. It’s been a journey, one that spans from 2009 through 2023. You might ask, why these stories, and why that time frame? Because Clint no longer writes shorts. He’s moved on to bigger projects: feature films, teleplays, and stage plays. But each of these short scripts has its own origin story, and I’ve been a part of that process every step of the way.

Spencer Jones: The Cubicle Chronicles was Clint’s second short screenplay and his own spin on James Thurber’s The Secret Life of Walter Mitty. He began the project in 2011 and completed the film in 2013. Originally written as a short story, it was later transcribed into screenplay format. It was also the first script he wrote entirely on his own. Around that time, Clint was learning the ropes of screenwriting and would soon go on to earn his MFA in Creative Writing from Full Sail University.

Aquaman: Origins of a Prince was born out of Clint’s love for the DC hero and Bruce Timm’s animated films. In 2011, inspired by Batman: Under the Red Hood, Clint set out to write a spec script in hopes of pitching it to Timm. Not being a big comic book reader himself, he teamed up with co-worker and close friend Sean Barther to develop the screenplay.

Pigeon Heist was inspired by real-life visits to a Starbucks drive-thru that Clint and his wife, Alma, frequented. On the window ledge sat a basket of bananas, while across the street stood a large, leafy tree. Every visit sparked Clint’s imagination, spinning tales of scheming pigeons attempting to pull off a daring banana heist.

Dead Zone came together quickly in 2013. Clint was working for the Miami Heat, who had just won their third championship. As a reward, the staff was given two weeks off, and Clint used that time to shoot a short film. He filmed himself shaving his head and showering for the first scene, then used his storage unit as a makeshift prison set. The script was written alongside the filming process and pays homage to the gritty tone of classic Stallone action films from the ’80s.

Shut Up, You! began when Clint challenged himself to write comedy, a genre often suggested to him because of his natural sense of humor. Influenced by the chemistry between Larry David and JB Smoove in Curb Your Enthusiasm, and the chaotic charm of Drop Dead Fred, Clint built a script around an imaginary friend and the messiness of adult life.

Ashes II Ashes started as a collaboration between Clint and co-worker Darin Fauver in 2013. The original concept involved a young man searching for his sister in a western setting. But it lacked a spark, until Clint had the idea to give the main character superpowers. This led to a genre shift into sci-fi. Eventually, they landed on time travel as a way to preserve the western tone. They wrote the pilot, and in 2017, the concept became a semi-finalist in an online pitch competition.

Blank Canvas emerged in 2019 when Clint felt the urge to make another film—this time, a feature-length project with at least a 60-minute runtime. Without a concrete story in hand, he leaned into ten years of writing experience and decided to improvise. He created scenes on the fly and edited as he went. With the help of his brother-in-law, who played the lead, Clint built the narrative piece by piece. COVID restrictions meant actors appeared solo in scenes, and only one actor joined the lead at a time. Once the story took shape, Clint wrote the screenplay to match what he had already filmed. The result? A festival darling that won multiple awards, including four Best Picture prizes from around the world.

Darwinism started as a fun “what if” idea after people kept asking for more of Shut Up, You!. That reaction was exactly what Clint had hoped for, he wanted the short to feel like one episode pulled from a larger show. But instead of doing a direct sequel, he took the idea in a new direction. This time, Darwin would take the lead, and the story would ask: What happens to an imaginary friend when the person who imagined them doesn’t need them anymore? That became the heart of it, told through the five stages of grief, with a mix of humor and drama. Milton would still be around, now busy with the TV adaptation of his teleplay, connecting the story back to Spencer Jones: The Cubicle Chronicles and rounding out a loose, unexpected trilogy.

Ania August and the Dead Sea Scrolls was Clint’s 2023 submission to Level 4 Press, which required applicants to write a script based on a prompt in a specific genre. Ania August was his homage to Indiana Jones, full of daring, danger, and high-stakes adventure.

Each story in this collection holds its own place in Clint’s creative evolution, from early ambition to polished storytelling. They weren’t just projects. They were moments in time, captured on the page, and now shared with you.
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The darkness of the Baltic Sea enveloped the MV Wilhelm Gustloff, a military ship stretching 685 feet long and towering 183 feet high. Its name, etched in old English on the side, stood as a silent sentinel against the night. 

Inside the ship's office, Ania August, a Polish spy disguised as a nurse, rummaged through a desk cluttered with papers, her tiny flashlight providing a feeble glow. Her dark brown satchel hung heavily over her shoulder, a constant reminder of her mission. 

Across the room, Piotr Pakulski, another Polish spy masquerading as a doctor, systematically searched each drawer of a tall, thin file cabinet. Every screech of the drawers pierced the silence, setting Ania's nerves on edge. Above the cabinet, a portrait of Adolf Hitler loomed, his eyes seemingly following their every move. "Can you be louder?" Ania hissed, her voice dripping with sarcasm. Piotr barely acknowledged her, his focus unwavering as he continued his search. 
Ania's frustration mounted as she frantically sifted through the papers on the desk. "What we're looking for should be rolled up," she explained, her voice urgent. "It's pretty large, so it probably won't be in a filing cabinet. It's likely wrapped in plastic." Piotr remained unimpressed. "You really don't know that." Ania's eyes flashed with determination. 

"This scroll is a treasure of our religious right! It's not supposed to be released to the public for another five years or so." "Why?" Piotr questioned, his tone bordering on indifference. "Because we want to make sure it doesn't contain any false hope in our belief," Ania retorted, her voice tinged with exasperation. 

The sound of approaching footsteps shattered their concentration. Nazi officers were drawing near. Ania froze, her heart pounding in her chest, while Piotr obliviously continued his search. "Piotr!" Ania whispered loudly, desperation seeping into her voice. The footsteps grew louder, almost at the door. "Piotr!" Ania hissed again, her eyes wide with fear. "What?!" Piotr snapped, slamming the cabinet drawer shut and turning to face her. 

As the doorknob began to turn, Ania's gaze darted downward, catching a glimpse of the scroll peeking out from beneath a stack of papers. With trembling hands, she moved the papers aside, revealing the scroll in all its glory. Just as the door swung open, Ania swiftly folded the scroll and tucked it into her satchel. 

The Nazi officer burst into the room, his eyes narrowing at the sight of the intruders. "Hey! What are you two doing in my office?" he demanded, pulling out his gun and aiming it at Ania. "Hand me the satchel," he ordered, his voice cold and authoritative. 

Suddenly, the ship lurched as it hit a wave, and Ania seized the opportunity. She barreled into the Nazi officer, her shoulder connecting with his chest and knocking him off balance. They grappled for control, hands clawing at each other's faces in a desperate struggle. Piotr, seeing his chance, reached out his hand. "Ania, throw me the satchel!" But before Ania could react, a deafening thump reverberated from the bottom of the ship. 

Piotr, gripped by fear, bolted from the office, leaving Ania alone with the Nazi officer. In a last-ditch effort, Ania kicked the officer and lunged for the door, but his grip on the satchel proved too strong. With a sickening tear, the satchel was ripped from her grasp, and Ania was left standing empty-handed, her mission hanging in the balance. 

Ania raced through the suffocating corridor, the heat pressing down on her like a physical weight. The constant rattling noise assaulted her ears, forcing her to stop and clutch them in a futile attempt to block out the sound. Gasping for air, she pushed onward, her eyes scanning the crowded passageway for any sign of escape. 

A steamship agent caught her attention, and she sprinted towards him, desperation fueling her steps. "Hey, how do I get back to the top deck?" she called out, but the agent remained engrossed in his inspections, oblivious to her plea. Undeterred, Ania turned to a maintenance man, only to find his head buried deep within a machine, lost in concentration. Frustration mounting, she spotted a distant staircase and surged towards it, her heart pounding in her chest.

In her haste, Ania's foot caught on a discarded life jacket, sending her stumbling. The scroll tumbled from her shirt, and she scrambled to retrieve it, her fingers trembling as she tucked it back into place. With renewed determination, she charged down the hallway, weaving through the throng of passengers. Amidst the chaos, Piotr's familiar figure came into view. 

Ania closed the distance between them, her hand connecting with the back of his head in a sharp slap. He whirled around, his eyes flashing with anger. "What the hell, Piotr?" Ania demanded, her voice tight with fury. Piotr ignored her outburst, motioning for her to follow. "Come on," he urged, breaking into a run. Ania struggled to keep pace, her doubts rising with each step. "Do you even know where you're going?" she challenged, her words nearly drowned out by the cacophony surrounding them. 

As if in response, the lights flickered, plunging the corridor into momentary darkness. Piotr pointed ahead, his voice strained. "See, there's stairs there." Together, they bounded up the steps, their footfalls echoing in the confined space. The air grew thicker with each passing second, and Ania's lungs burned with the effort of drawing breath. The ship seemed to close in around them, a labyrinth of narrow passages and dead ends. Yet, driven by an unyielding sense of purpose, Ania and Piotr pressed on, their eyes fixed on the promise of escape that lay just beyond their reach. 

The scroll, nestled close to Ania's heart, served as a constant reminder of the stakes at hand, a treasure they could not afford to lose. With each twist and turn, the corridor seemed to stretch endlessly before them, a gauntlet of obstacles and distractions. But Ania refused to succumb to the mounting pressure, her resolve hardening with every passing moment. 

She would not fail, not when so much hung in the balance. As they climbed higher, the din of the ship faded into the background, replaced by the pounding of their own hearts and the ragged sound of their breathing. The top deck beckoned, a sanctuary amidst the chaos, and Ania clung to the hope that it represented, a lifeline in a sea of uncertainty.

Ania and Piotr stepped into the hallway, their eyes tracking the movement of three Naval Women who strode past them. With a subtle nod, Ania signaled Piotr to follow their lead. The women turned and disappeared through a set of double doors, a sign beside them announcing "Pool". 

They pursued the women into the Women's Naval Auxiliary, but a guard intercepted Piotr, his hand pressing firmly against Piotr's chest. "Sorry, this is for the Naval Auxiliary," the guard stated, his tone unyielding. Ania continued forward, glancing back at Piotr with a mischievous smile. Piotr, frustration etched on his face, remained rooted in place. 

The pool, devoid of water, teemed with women, all clad in Naval attire, occupying every available space. Exhaustion weighing heavily on her, Ania searched for a place to sit. A woman in the "deep end" caught her eye and waved her over. Ania slumped down beside her, gratitude evident in her voice. "Thank you." The woman handed Ania a life jacket, borrowed from the sleeping figure at her feet. Ania eyed it quizzically before shrugging it on. 

Suddenly, the double doors burst open, the Nazi Officer storming in, his gaze locking onto Ania. Her eyes widened in alarm as he leapt into the pool, charging through the sea of women, his sights set on her. Ania struggled to rise, but the life jacket's straps snagged on the pool grate. She glanced down, frantically trying to free herself, but it was too late. 

The Nazi Officer seized her by the jacket, his grip unrelenting. The woman who had offered Ania the life jacket intervened; her voice sharp. "Hey! Leave her alone." Without hesitation, the Nazi Officer backhanded the woman, sending her crumpling to the floor, unconscious. As he turned his attention back to Ania, an explosion rocked the boat, knocking him off balance and onto her. Alarms blared, emergency lights flashing, casting an eerie glow over the scene. 

The Nazi Officer regained his footing, his eyes boring into Ania's with unbridled hatred. A second explosion tore through the ship, a shockwave followed by flames and debris. Bodies hurtled through the air as the pool erupted, tile and cement mingling with the carnage. 

Ania shoved the lifeless Nazi Officer off her, surveying the devastation. Nearly every woman in the pool lay dead, save for a few at the shallow end. Wiping blood from her face, Ania navigated through the metal debris and piled body parts. She cleared the rubble from the face of the woman who had tried to help her, only to find her dead, her eyes open and her nose shattered. 

Sorrow welled up in Ania's eyes as she checked the safety of the scroll tucked inside her shirt. Relief washed over her as she found it intact. She retrieved the brown satchel from the Nazi Officer and carefully placed the scroll inside, securing the torn but still functional strap across her chest. Her moment of respite was short-lived as the boat began to list, throwing her off balance once more. 

Darkness engulfed the space as the lights flickered out, the alarms fading into the background. Screams and explosions grew distant, replaced by the relentless, ominous lapping of the frigid Baltic, its sound growing louder with each passing second, a chilling reminder of the peril that awaited them.
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Hades loomed behind Thanatos, his dark presence enveloping the space. Thanatos gazed at the blood-red ruby, mesmerized by its pulsing glow. "Under your power?" Thanatos smirked, his eyes never leaving the gem. "Mind control over all of Atlantis..." The implications hung heavy in the air, thick with possibility and danger. In the Palace of Atlantis, joy burst forth like a bubbling spring.

Laughter echoed through the halls, mingling with the clink of plates and glasses as servers wove through the crowd. Streamers fluttered in the breeze, their vibrant hues a perfect match for the celebratory mood. Queen Atlanna perched regally on her throne, surveying the festivities from the top of the staircase. In a bassinet beside her, newborn Orin slumbered peacefully, oblivious to the merriment surrounding him. Bres, S'ona, and Iqula approached the throne, their faces alight with excitement.

"Fabulous party, Atlanna," Bres gushed, her eyes sparkling. S'ona leaned in closer, eager. "Can we see the little guy?" Amla, the Queen's mermaid servant, gently lifted the blanket, revealing Orin's cherubic face. Iqula cooed, "Oh my, he's so cute!" Bres glanced around, a hint of concern creasing her brow. "I haven't seen Atlan." Atlanna smiled reassuringly.

"He should be joining the party soon." The girls exchanged knowing glances, their smiles holding secrets only they shared. "Amla, please come here," Atlanna called, her voice soft but commanding. The mermaid swam to her side. "Yes, your Majesty?" "Get me the King." Atlan strode into the room, his presence commanding attention. He bent to kiss Orin's forehead, a tender gesture that belied his powerful stature.

Turning, he embraced his other children, Om and Indigo, pulling them close. "I'm sorry," he murmured, regret tinging his words. "I have a meeting with the Conclave Twelve." Atlanna's brow furrowed. "But the celebration?" Atlan sighed. "I know. I won't be long." He turned to Om and Indigo, his gaze intense. "Take care of your little brother." 

As Atlan swept from the Palace, Atlanna and the children watched, a sense of unease settling over them like a shroud. The celebration continued, but a shadow had fallen, a reminder that even during joy, duty called. Thierna Na Oge, a hidden realm beneath the waves of the North Pacific Ocean, nestled under the shadow of Japan. Atlan, leader of the "Conclave Twelve," strode into the chamber, purpose etched on his face.

The rulers of the underwater cities gathered around the round table, their voices rising in heated debate. The Air Breathers, those who lived on land, had become a threat, dumping toxic waste into the once-pristine ocean. Bree slammed her fist on the table. "If we don't do something, I'm going to have to move all my people to Atlantis." S'ona nodded gravely. "Tons and tons of waste enters our cities every day." Iqula turned to Atlan, her eyes pleading.

"We must do something, Atlan." V'lana's voice joined the chorus. "Atlan, something must be done to help our people." Atlan stood, his head bowed under the weight of their words. Thanatos, leader of Netherspace, sat silently, his fingers caressing the red ruby in his lap. A gift from Hades, a means to control, to conquer. As Atlan prepared to speak, Thanatos rose, his movements slow and deliberate.

"I'll tell you what must be done." He rubbed the ruby faster, its crimson glow pulsing in his palm. The leaders fell silent, their eyes glazing over, minds ensnared by Thanatos' power. Only Atlan remained unaffected, his gaze fixed on Thanatos, a growing sense of dread twisting in his gut. Thanatos' voice cut through the silence. "We are going to kill the Air Breathers, but first, we are going to kill you.

And I will become King and take over Atlantis." Shock rippled through Atlan, his eyes widening in disbelief. The other leaders, their wills no longer their own, chanted in unison, "Yes, we must kill Atlan." Atlan's voice shook with a mixture of anger and fear. "Thanatos, what have you done? Why are they under your order? Is that the ruby of Hades? You know there are no communications with the Gods." Thanatos remained silent, his eyes closing as he bowed his head. 

The leaders rose from their seats, their movements jerky, puppets on invisible strings. They surrounded Atlan, closing in, their faces devoid of emotion. Atlan's shout echoed through the chamber. "Thanatos, you can't!" But even as the words left his lips, he knew it was too late.

The die had been cast, and the fate of Atlantis, of the entire underwater world, hung in the balance. The battle lines had been drawn, and Atlan found himself standing alone against a tide of darkness, a pawn in a game he never wished to play. In the Palace of Atlantis, revelry reigned supreme. Laughter echoed off the walls as people celebrated, their glasses clinking and plates piled high with delicacies. Atlanna sat on the altar at the throne, cradling baby Orin in her arms, a picture of maternal love amidst the chaos.

Suddenly, the doors of the Palace burst open, the force slamming them against the walls. Silence descended, heavy and oppressive, as all eyes turned to the entrance. The "Conclave Twelve" strode in, led by Thanatos, a twisted grin on his face. Atop his head rested the King's crown, the red ruby glinting menacingly. Over his right shoulder, Atlan's lifeless body hung like a macabre trophy.

The rest of the "Conclave Twelve" sprang into action, their weapons clashing against those of the common people. Screams rent the air, mingling with the metallic clang of swords and the sickening thud of bodies hitting the floor. Atlanna, her heart pounding, thrust baby Orin into the arms of her closest mermaid servant. "Amla, quickly wrap him in his golden fleece and send him to the light of the land. Go now." Amla clutched the precious bundle to her chest and fled, her tail propelling her through the water with urgency.

Atlanna watched, her heart tearing as her only son disappeared into the depths. She steeled herself, turning to face Thanatos, his eyes glittering with malice. At the Lighthouse Point in San Diego, California, Amla surfaced, a wooden box clasped tightly in her arms. She placed it gently on the rocks near the lighthouse entrance, the golden fleece within protecting the innocent life inside. With a final glance, she dove beneath the waves, waiting, watching.

Arthur Curry, a fisherman who called the shore his home, spotted the box from his boat. Curiosity piqued, he moored his vessel and approached, his eyes drawn to the golden metallic "A" emblazoned on the lid. As he lifted the cover, his breath caught in his throat. There, nestled in the folds of a golden fleece, lay a baby with hair like spun gold and eyes as blue as the clearest summer sky. Amazement etched on his weathered face, Arthur closed the lid and carried the box to his boat.

Before stepping aboard, he placed the precious cargo inside, his mind reeling with questions. A flicker of movement in the water caught his eye, and he froze, his gaze locking onto the unmistakable form of a woman, her tail glinting beneath the surface. Mermaid Amla, realizing she had been spotted, dove deeper, her heart racing. She remained close enough to ensure Orin's safety, but far enough to avoid further detection. In the boat, the baby's cries pierced the night.

Arthur cradled the child in his arms, rocking him gently. "Shh. It's okay. You are safe. What's your name?" The baby's wails subsided, his tiny fists grasping at Arthur's shirt.

Arthur rummaged through the box, searching for any clue to the child's identity. Finding none, he smiled down at the little one. "It looks like you have no name. So, I will name you after myself, Arthur Joseph Curry Jr." The words hung in the air, a promise, a new beginning. As Arthur held the child close, he couldn't shake the feeling that this moment would change his life forever.

Little did he know, the fate of Atlantis, and perhaps the world, rested in the tiny hands of the baby he now called his own. Seven years had passed in the blink of an eye. Orin, now a curious and adventurous seven-year-old, found himself on a boat with his father, Arthur, who was engrossed in his fishing. The boat coasted along the gentle waves, the sun glinting off the water's surface. "Arthur, there are tidal waves. Don't go near the ledge. I almost got this one," Arthur cautioned, his attention focused on the fishing line. Suddenly, the boat lurched, tilting precariously. Water sloshed over the sides, drenching the deck. Orin, caught off guard, tumbled into the ocean, disappearing beneath the churning waves.

"Arthur... Arthur..." Arthur's desperate cries echoed across the water. He scanned the surface, his heart pounding, but there was no sign of Orin. Frantic, he raced to the other side of the boat, his eyes locking onto the telltale bubbles rising from the depths. Without hesitation, Arthur dove into the water, his mind racing.

"Oh, no! Not a sign of my little boy anywhere! I-I'll have to come up for air and dive deeper." He surfaced, gulping lungful’s of air before plunging back into the depths. Again and again, he searched, his desperation growing with each passing second. And then, an astonishing sight greeted him.

There, on the ocean floor, sat Orin, playing with a sea turtle as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "There he is," Arthur thought, relief washing over him. "I took several dives, and he seems happier than ever." But the relief was short-lived. A shark, its sleek form cutting through the water, hurtled straight toward Orin. Arthur's heart seized, fear gripping his chest.

In the next split second, however, he received the shock of his life. The shark, instead of attacking, began playing with Orin like an old friend, their laughter bubbling through the water. The shark, its powerful tail propelling them forward, carried Orin to the surface near the lighthouse. Arthur, his mind reeling, swam to the rocks where Orin now sat. He wrapped his arms around his son, holding him tight, as the shark's head briefly broke the surface before disappearing back into the depths.

Eight years later, Orin, now fifteen and known as "AC" among his high school peers, found himself at a swim competition. He had befriended Vic Bragg, the current champion, and as he lined up at the starting block, he caught sight of his father, Arthur, in the stands, waving proudly. The race began, and Orin surged through the water, his strokes precise and powerful. He pushed himself, increasing his speed by ten percent, and touched the wall in a record-breaking thirty seconds. The crowd erupted in cheers, and Orin was swarmed by well-wishers, their congratulations ringing in his ears.

In the hallway outside the locker room, Arthur waited, his face beaming with pride. "Arthur," he called out as Orin approached, trophy in hand. Orin grinned, embracing his father. "Thirty seconds, can you believe it?" Arthur's smile softened, a hint of concern in his eyes. "I am happy for you, Arthur, but we both know where you came from. You have this amazing gift. I think it's best you let some of your peers’ experience that same thrill you do. Be a team player that I know you are, son." Orin nodded, understanding dawning on his face. He leaned into his father's embrace as they walked out of the school, a silent agreement passing between them. Orin knew his gifts set him apart, but he also knew the value of empathy, of allowing others to shine.

It was a lesson he would carry with him, a reminder that true strength lay not only in his abilities but in his heart as well. Seven years had passed, and Orin, now a strapping twenty-two-year-old, found himself out on the boat with his father, Arthur, as dawn broke over the horizon. The gentle rocking of the vessel lulled Orin, his eyelids heavy with sleep. "Ah," Orin yawned, stretching his arms above his head. "It's so early." Arthur, his weathered hands expertly baiting the fishing lines, chuckled.

"I'm used to it. It's so peaceful at this time." Orin rubbed his eyes, fighting the urge to curl up on the deck and drift back to sleep. "I just want to go back to sleep." Arthur's tone turned serious. "Now Arthur, you can't be sleeping in anymore. You're finishing college, and pretty soon you're going to be working. It's time you start making some changes." 

Orin sat up straighter, a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Well dad, it's funny you say that. My career adviser landed a job for me because of my GPA and all." Arthur's eyebrows shot up, curiosity piqued. "Well son, that's great. So, what's the new gig?" "NOAA, in Coast City." "Coast City?" Arthur's voice carried a hint of surprise.

"That's some miles away. You're going to commute?" Orin shook his head, his eyes meeting his father's. "No, I was actually thinking of living on my own, closer to the facility." Arthur's gaze dropped to the water, a flicker of sadness crossing his face. The fishing rods sat motionless, the lines dipping into the gentle waves. "Well," Arthur sighed, "it had to happen sometime.

So, what are you going to be doing at NOAA?" Orin's face lit up with excitement. "Marine Biology. They have me working in a department called 'the Sea Devils.' It's pretty much scuba diving and studying sea life." Arthur couldn't help but smile. "Well, you always loved the water." Suddenly, Arthur's fishing rod jerked, the line going taut. "Quick, Arthur! I think I got one!" 

Orin leaped from his seat, grabbing the rod alongside his father. They gritted their teeth, muscles straining as they fought to reel in their catch. Orin's own rod lay forgotten on the floor, the line bare of any bait. He never used it, refusing to harm any sea creature. Fishing was solely for his father's benefit.

"Holy macro, Arthur! I think it's a tuna!" Arthur grunted, his face reddening with exertion. They heaved, their feet slipping on the deck, but the fish proved too strong. With a mighty splash, it broke free, sending Orin and Arthur tumbling to the floor. "Ah Arthur, he put up a good fight. And so did you." Arthur chuckled, picking himself up and dusting off his clothes. "I don't think you were cut out for fishing, son." 

Orin, his breath coming in short gasps, grinned. "Oh boy, that was tough." He made his way to the edge of the boat, peering into the water where the tuna had disappeared. Arthur busied himself with the fishing rods, straightening them up. "It's okay, little buddy," Orin whispered, his voice carried by the wind.

"You go back home now. We're not going to hurt you." To Orin's astonishment, the tuna resurfaced, its gaze meeting his own. It nodded, as if understanding his words, before vanishing beneath the waves once more. Orin blinked, his eyes wide with disbelief. Arthur, oblivious to the exchange, picked up Orin's rod.

"Arthur, no wonder you never catch anything. Your line is bare." Orin shrugged, a sheepish smile on his face. He knew his heart lay not in the thrill of the catch, but in the wonder of the sea and the creatures that called it home. As the sun climbed higher in the sky, Orin couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation. His future awaited, a new chapter filled with the promise of discovery and the chance to make a difference in the world he loved so dearly.

Orin stepped into NOAA, his heart pounding with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. Dane Dorrance, his supervisor, greeted him with a warm smile. "Hello Arthur, welcome to NOAA. Let me show you around before you get settled." Orin nodded, eagerness etched on his face. "Hello. That sounds great." 

As they walked through the facility, Orin's mind raced with questions. He turned to Dane, his brow furrowed. "So, Dane, are our jobs in danger because of the oil spill?" Dane shook his head, his expression reassuring. "No, but we are under investigation for the cause. It's being taken care of. All I know is that it was an accident." He gestured ahead. "So here are some of the labs that we will be working in. Up ahead is O.G.R.E." Orin's eyebrows shot up. "O.G.R.E?" Dane chuckled, amused by Orin's reaction. "Oil Generated Reusable Energy.

They detect oil underwater and generate it for reusable energy. I know it sounds funny, but it takes a lot." Orin's interest piqued. "Do we dive for them?" "Sometimes." As they approached the head of O.G.R.E and the operations manager, Dane introduced them. "Ah, here is the head of O.G.R.E, Lieutenant Cal Durham, and Operations Manager Harry Black." Lieutenant Cal Durham, a Caucasian man in his fifties, and Harry Black, an African American in his forties, strode towards them. Orin extended his hand, shaking theirs firmly.

"Hi, I'm Arthur." Cal nodded. "Hello, I'm Cal Durham." Orin turned to Harry. "Hello, Arthur." Harry grinned. "Hey, Harry Black." Dane interjected, "I'm just giving Arthur a tour of the facility." As they continued their conversation, Harry Black slipped away, heading into a lab where Dr. Deering worked on a secret project - an underwater breathing serum known only to a select few.

Harry leaned in, his voice low. "Everything coming along?" Dr. Deering, focused on the bubbling liquid before him, nodded. "Everything is in place. Just need a test subject." Harry's eyes glinted with determination.

"Let me take care of that." Dr. Deering hesitated, his gaze flicking to the serum. "There are two ways to mix the solution." "And you can show me when it's ready." With that, Harry left the lab, his mind churning with plans. The serum held the key to something greater, something that could change the game entirely. But for now, he had to play his cards close to his chest.

Orin, oblivious to the machinations unfolding behind closed doors, continued his tour with Dane. The facility buzzed with activity, a hive of scientific discovery and innovation. Little did he know that beneath the surface, secrets lurked, waiting to be uncovered. 

As Orin immersed himself in his new surroundings, he couldn't shake the feeling that he was on the cusp of something extraordinary. The mysteries of the ocean called to him, and he knew that his journey at NOAA would be filled with adventure, challenges, and perhaps even danger.

But for now, he focused on the present, eager to learn and make his mark in the world of marine biology. In the bustling lunchroom of NOAA, Harry leaned forward, his voice low and conspiratorial. Paula, David, and Eliot huddled around the table, their attention fixed on their leader. Eliot stood nearby, sipping his coffee, his eyes narrowed in concentration. "We have a mission coming up," Harry announced, his words heavy with significance.

David scoffed, his tone dripping with sarcasm. "Oil... how exciting." Paula shot him a look, her voice chiding. "Oh, c'mon David, it can't be that bad." Eliot, ever the pragmatist, cut to the chase. "What's the job, Harry?" Harry paused, his gaze sweeping the room before continuing.

"Well, this mission is different from the last." "How so?" Eliot pressed, his curiosity piqued. "Do you remember that serum?" David's eyes widened, his demeanor shifting from boredom to excitement. "Are you telling me we're gonna get to use it?" Paula held up a hand, her voice calm and measured. "David, relax." Eliot, sensing the tension, delivered a swift kick to David's chair, a silent warning to keep his cool. As Harry delved into the details of the mission, Cal strode into the lunchroom, his presence commanding attention.

He made his way to the coffee pot, pouring himself a steaming mug before turning to face the group. "So, Harry, you actually believe that there is an abundance of oil below Antarctica?" The rest of the team stared at Harry, their expressions a mix of disbelief and intrigue. Harry nodded, his confidence unwavering. "Yes, I think we need to dig deeper than the usual drilling." He took a sip of his coffee, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Who knows what we'll find down there?" Cal's brow furrowed, concern etched on his face.

"You know we'll have to be extra careful. They're pinning this oil spill on us." Harry waved a dismissive hand. "Just because we were drilling near the area that blew up... that can't be our fault." Cal sighed, the weight of responsibility heavy on his shoulders. "I'll take care of the press.

So, we'll get the devils to take a look, and we'll get the contractor to start drilling."
"No!" Harry's voice rang out, startling everyone in the room. All eyes turned to him, questioning, probing. Harry cleared his throat, backpedaling. "I mean, I would like to keep this top secret, because of the press and all. And so, if there is an abundance of oil, we can distribute it in an orderly fashion.
Don't you think?" Cal considered Harry's words, his mind churning with possibilities. "So, who will go check it out?" Harry's gaze locked with Cal's, a glint of determination in his eyes. "We will, Lieutenant." The room fell silent, the gravity of the situation settling over them like a shroud. They knew the risks, the challenges that lay ahead. But they also knew the potential rewards, the chance to uncover something extraordinary.

As they prepared for the mission, each member of the team grappled with their own doubts and fears. But they pushed forward, united by a common goal, a shared purpose. They were the Sea Devils, and they would stop at nothing to unravel the mysteries that lay beneath the ice. Little did they know that their journey would take them to the very edge of human endurance, testing their resolve and forcing them to confront the depths of their own souls. But for now, they focused on the task at hand, their minds set on the icy expanse of Antarctica and the secrets it held.

Beneath the shimmering surface of the Pacific Ocean, Orin descended into a world of endless blue. His first dive with fellow classmate Vic Bragg and supervisor Dane had begun, and excitement coursed through his veins. As he monitored the pressure, a peculiar sound caught his attention, a high-pitched voice that seemed to flutter around him. Vic explored the depths in the distance, while Dane tracked their progress from the boat above. Orin, drawn by the mysterious voice, swam toward a nearby fish, its scales glinting in the filtered sunlight.

He cupped the creature gently, marveling at its delicate beauty. A school of fish darted behind a coral reef, their movements a symphony of color and grace. Orin propelled himself toward the reef, the fish's chatter growing louder, more insistent. Suddenly, the speaker in his helmet crackled to life, Vic's voice breaking through the underwater silence. "Hey Arthur, it's beautiful down here, right?" Orin, lost in the wonder of the moment, replied absentmindedly, "Yeah, Vic, beautiful." His attention remained fixed on the fish in his hands, its presence a soothing balm to his soul.

As he neared the ocean floor, an old ship materialized behind the reef, its hull encrusted with barnacles and secrets. A shadow figure lurked nearby, beckoning, enticing. Orin, curiosity piqued, swam toward the ship, his heart pounding with anticipation. "Arthur, don't go off trail," Vic warned, his voice tinged with concern. Dane's voice crackled through the radio.

"What's going on down there, Vic?" "It's Arthur, he went off trail. I'm going after him." Determination filled Dane's voice. "Oh great, I'm coming down. Believe me, I know these waters like the back of my hand." "We're headed further south," Vic replied, his tone urgent. Dane plunged into the water, his expertise guiding him through the depths.

"Arthur, Arthur where are you?" Vic called out, his voice echoing through the vast expanse. Orin, consumed by the pursuit, swam faster, his mind racing. He spoke to himself, his words a whispered prayer. "Why can't I find her? Am I going crazy? I did see something." 

As he approached the ship, a figure emerged from the shadows, revealing a face and torso that defied belief. Orin froze, his eyes wide with shock. The woman, unencumbered by scuba gear, floated before him, her lips unmoving as she spoke directly into his mind. "Orin, I know you don't know how I am doing this, but you must trust me. You are far more powerful than you think. You must meet me at the lighthouse point in San Diego tonight." 

A beam of light pierced the water, illuminating the woman's face. Orin spun around, shielding his eyes, and found Vic approaching, his expression a mix of worry and frustration. "Arthur, what are you doing getting off track? We don't know these waters at all. Dane is on his way down. I don't want him thinking we're incompetent, come on." 

Orin, his mind reeling, swam toward Vic, his voice distant. "I thought I saw something." Together, they ascended to the surface, the weight of the encounter heavy on Orin's shoulders. Questions swirled in his mind, a maelstrom of confusion and intrigue. Who was the mysterious woman, and what secrets did she hold? As they broke through the surface, Orin knew that his journey had only just begun, and the lighthouse point held the key to unlocking the truth that lay hidden within the depths of his own being.

In the Sea Devil's office at NOAA, Orin and Vic bustled about, gathering their belongings as they prepared to call it a day. The room hummed with the energy of a productive shift, the air thick with the scent of salt and the promise of adventure. Dane strode into the room, his presence commanding attention. He fixed Orin with a stern gaze. "Arthur, that's some stunt you pulled today." Orin ducked his head, a hint of shame coloring his cheeks.

"Sorry about that, it won't happen again." Dane's expression softened, a glimmer of understanding in his eyes. "No Arthur, that's what will make you a great biologist. Just patch in next time." Relief washed over Orin, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Thanks." Dane nodded, his voice warm. "See you guys tomorrow." As Dane departed, Vic turned to Orin, a mischievous grin on his face.

"Let's grab a drink, Arthur." Orin hesitated, his mind already drifting to other plans. "I'm actually going to go visit my dad." Vic shrugged, unfazed. "Alright, see you tomorrow." In the OGRE department, Harry, Paula, David, and Eliot hunched over their desks, lost in a sea of paperwork. The lab buzzed with activity, the whir of machines and the scratch of pens filling the air
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