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Princess Dianka was no ordinary princess she was the fastest underwater racer in the Coral Kingdom. Her tiny pearl-white speedboat, The Bubble Blaster, could zip between seaweed towers so quickly that even the dolphins gasped.

One morning, King Crab announced The Great Underwater Speedboat Race, where the winner would receive the legendary Golden Seashell Medal. All the ocean cheered, and Dianka grinned.”I’m ready,” she said, tightening her coral goggles.

But she wasn’t the only racer. The sneaky octopus Twins, the proud Seahorse Prince, and the glittery Mermaid Sisters all wanted the medal too. When the starting shell boomed, WHOOSH! Everyone shot forward, leaving a trail of bubbles.

Dianka dodged spinning jellyfish, zipped past a giant clam just before it snapped shut. The Octopus Twins tried squirting ink to block her view, but she laughed, turned on her turbo fins, and blasted through the cloud.

As the finish line shimmered ahead, the Seahorse Prince surged beside her. “Good luck!” Dianka shouted then pushed her boat to it’s limit.

With a final burst of courage and speed, she crossed the line first, sending the crowd into an underwater roar.

King Crab placed the Golden Seashell Medal around her neck.

“Princess Dianka,” he declared, “you didn’t just win with speed you won with heart.”

And everybody cheered for the bravest racer under the sea.

And from that day on, the Coral Kingdom sparkled with even more excitement, because Princess Dianka had proven that bravery was brighter than treasure and kinder than victory alone.

The creatures of the sea followed her through the coral streets, chanting her name as rainbow fish twirled above her in celebration. Even the Octopus Twins, who normally pouted whenever they lost, floated over with shy smiles and offered her a shiny pebble they found as a peace gift.

Dianka accepted it proudly, reminding everyone that races were meant to bring the kingdom together, not tear it apart. The Seahorse Prince bowed respectfully, the Mermaid Sisters performed a glowing bubble-dance around her, and King Crab ordered a feast made of the sweetest sea-berry pies.

That night, lantern-jellyfish drifted overhead like tiny stars, lighting the whole kingdom as Dianka stood on a coral balcony, her Golden Seashell Medal shining almost as bright as her smile.

But the magic didn’t end there. As the celebrations quieted and Dianka sailed The Bubble Blaster out into the gentle moonlit waves, she noticed a soft ripple glowing in the distance. Curious, she steered closer only to discover the ancient Sea Witch watching her with wide, thoughtful eyes.

Instead of mischief or trouble, the old witch carried something unexpected in her trembling hands: a small crystal sphere glowing with swirling colours. “For you, Princess,” she said in a raspy but surprisingly warm voice. “A gift for a heart brave enough to race... and kind enough to care.”

Dianka took the sphere carefully, and as it touched her palm, it shimmered and revealed tiny flashes of every race she would one day win, every creature she would help, and every adventure waiting far beyond the coral horizon.

The Sea Witch smiled a real smile this time before drifting back into the deep. And as Dianka looked out at the glittering sea, she knew this was only the beginning of her greatest adventures yet.

And as Dianka looked out at the glittering sea, she knew this was only the beginning of her greatest adventures yet. The waves shimmered like sheets of liquid silver, and the night sky above the water glowed with drifting lantern-jellyfish that bobbed softly like sleepy stars.

A warm current brushed past her, carrying whispers of unknown places crystal caverns, singing whirlpools, and forests of glowing coral she had only heard about in bedtime legends. Her heart fluttered with excitement.

She tightened her grip on the Bubble Blaster’s pearl steering wheel and felt a little spark inside her chest, the spark that always lit up right before destiny called her name. The Golden Seashell Medal rested against her collarbone, glowing faintly as though it could sense the adventure too.

Just then, a soft humming rose from the crystal sphere gifted by the Sea Witch. Dianka blinked and held it up. Colours inside it began to swirl faster blues turning to gold, purples deepening to fiery red.

A tiny map started forming inside, made of specks of light, lines, and bubble-drawn symbols. Dianka leaned closer as the glowing dots rearranged themselves into the shape of an island she had never seen before.

The waters around her tingled with magic. The sphere flashed once bright enough to make her squint and a delicate ribbon of glowing bubbles floated upward, curling into a shimmering message: THE TIDELESS ISLE AWAITS. Dianka gasped.

The Tideless Isle was the oldest legend in the Coral Kingdom, said to be a place where the ocean never moved, not even when storms raged. King Crab once told her it didn’t exist; the Seahorse Prince swore it was just a myth.

But the crystal sphere held no lies. It pulsed with ancient magic, magic older than coral, older than sunken ships, older than the Sea Witch herself. The Bubble Blaster vibrated beneath her, eager to move. “Alright,” Dianka whispered with a grin tugging at her cheeks, “let’s see where this leads.”

She turned the engine dial, and the boat hummed awake with a soft purr. Tiny bubbles spiraled from the back as she guided the nose of the boat toward the path flickering inside the sphere. A small strip of shimmering water appeared a road of light stretching far into the dark distance. It wasn’t there before. It appeared only for her, glowing like a promise.

The journey began quietly. The deeper she traveled, the darker the water became, until even the lantern-jellies couldn’t pierce the shadows. But the glowing path stayed bright, lighting the way like a guiding star.

Strange and beautiful creatures drifted by translucent stingrays that shimmered pink and blue, schools of whisper-fish that flitted like falling petals, and giant spiral shells resting half-buried in the sand, humming softly as she passed. Dianka felt the magic of the sea around her shift. This wasn’t the Coral Kingdom. This was something older, wilder an ocean untouched by time.

Suddenly, a deep rumble echoed overhead. The water vibrated as a giant shadow passed above her. Dianka froze, clutching the wheel. A great shape descended through the water, slow and steady. Then it came into view a colossal ancient turtle, its shell covered in glowing runes and old barnacle crowns.

Its eyes were warm, wise, and deep as trenches. It lowered its head until it was level with Dianka’s boat.

“I know your heart,” the turtle said, its voice a soft rumble like rolling stones. “You carry the courage of the young... and the kindness of the great.” Dianka blinked, overwhelmed. “Are you... the Guardian Turtle?” she whispered, remembering legends of a creature that protected forgotten waters.

The turtle nodded once. “The Tideless Isle awakens, Princess Dianka. It calls only to those whose spirits are strong and pure.” Dianka felt her chest swell with pride and a bit of nervousness. “But why me?” she asked. The turtle smiled gently, the corners of its ancient mouth curling like rising tides.

“Because even in victory, you choose kindness. Even in challenge, you choose joy. The ocean watches. The ocean remembers.” And with that, the turtle slowly lifted upward, drifting back into the dark like a fading moon.

The glowing path stretched onward, until the dark waters slowly brightened into soft green light. Ahead, the world began to change. Towers of still water rose like glass pillars, unmoving and unshaken. Coral structures sat perfectly balanced on top of them, frozen mid-sway like time had pressed pause.

The air beneath the sea shimmered strangely, as though it wasn’t quite water anymore. And in the middle of it all a floating island made of crystal-blue stone, hovering without a single ripple around it.

“The Tideless Isle...” Dianka whispered, breathless.

She approached slowly, guiding the Bubble Blaster to the island’s edge where a set of steps made from glowing shells awaited her. As she stepped out, the crystal sphere warmed in her palm, and the Golden Seashell Medal brightened around her neck.

A soft breeze impossible this deep underwater brushed her cheek. The island hummed, alive and ancient, as though it had been waiting centuries just for her.

At its center was a pedestal carved from shimmering coral. On top sat a swirling orb of gold and sapphire light, brighter than anything she had ever seen.

It pulsed gently, almost like a heartbeat. Dianka approached it slowly. As she laid her fingers on the orb, a wave of warmth washed through her. Images flashed in her mind her mother’s laughter, the Seahorse Prince bowing, the Octopus Twins giving her their shiny pebble, King Crab placing the Golden Seashell Medal around her neck... and then visions of challenges she hadn’t yet faced. Dark caves, whispering whirlwinds, giant playful sea beasts, and mysteries hidden in ancient shipwrecks.

But each vision ended the same way Dianka standing strong, her smile bright, her courage unshaken. The orb whispered to her: You are the future of the sea.

Suddenly, the orb dissolved into sparkling dust that spiralled around her, sinking into her medal, her boat, and her heart. The Tideless Isle glowed brighter for a moment, then slowly, gently, it began to fade back into legendits purpose fulfilled.

As Dianka boarded the Bubble Blaster again, the sea shifted back into motion. Waves danced. Currents whispered. And the path home lit up before her, soft and welcoming. She looked back once at the fading island, then forward toward her kingdom with a brave little smile. Her greatest adventure had just begun and she was ready for every wave of it.

The Bubble Blaster hummed happily beneath her as Dianka followed the soft glowing path home. The Tideless Isle had vanished behind her like a dream, but the sparkling dust from the golden orb still shimmered faintly on her medal and along the edges of her boat. Every now and then, tiny bursts of light danced across the pearl-white hull, as if the ancient magic had decided to stay with her.

By the time the familiar coral towers of the Coral Kingdom came into view, the whole kingdom was awake and worried. Lantern-jellyfish bobbed anxiously near the palace gates. King Crab paced back and forth on his royal sand throne, his big claws clicking nervously.

The Seahorse Prince swam in tight circles, while the Octopus Twins tangled their tentacles together in knots.“There she is!” shouted one of the Mermaid Sisters, pointing with a glittering tail.Dianka waved as she glided into the main square.

Cheers erupted like a thousand popping bubbles. She told them everything  the glowing map, the Guardian Turtle, the still waters of the Tideless Isle, and the warm voice of the orb that had called her “the future of the sea.”

King Crab listened with wide eyes, then declared a new holiday: Tideless Day, to be celebrated every year with glowing shell lanterns and sea-berry pies.

But peace in the Coral Kingdom never lasted long.Only three days later, a strange current brought troubling news. A massive school of silver arrowfish arrived, exhausted and frightened.

Their leader, an old arrow fish named Captain Swiftfin, bowed before King Crab.“Great King,” he panted, “a dark shadow has fallen over the Whispering Kelp Forest. The glowing flowers that light our migration path have begun to fade. Without them, thousands of us will lose our way when the Great Migration begins next moon.”

The Octopus Twins turned pale. The Seahorse Prince looked at Dianka. Everyone knew the Whispering Kelp Forest was dangerous full of twisting paths, sneaky eels, and pockets of sudden whirlpools.

But Dianka felt the Golden Seashell Medal grow warm against her chest. The crystal sphere in her











[image: ]
























































[image: ]



[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Princess Dianka

and the

Great Underwater

fi& P £
ertten byJD C ': -

9,





d2d_images/image001.jpg
‘Princess Dianka

and the

Great Underwater
Speedbdat Kace :






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





