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Chapter 1

The night was calm, water smooth, moon full and the four friends sat on the deck of the boat, relaxing. Listening to soft music, their bellies full from the salmon dinner and wine. The gulls were overhead like always, singing in their own strange voices, the night seemed like one that had been blessed when there was a soft bump on the bottom of the boat.

The gull’s song changed, becoming more of a chirping than the relaxing song of a few minutes before, a splash in the water caused the friends to jump and look around. The moon didn’t seem so bright anymore, the dark more oppressive, the water seemed sinister instead of calm. A second bump on the boat, harder, vicious as if something was trying to break through the hull of the boat.

One went below to see what was going on; he turned the fish finder and depth sounder on out of habit. Both were silent for a moment then the fish finder began to beep, at first intermittent, then a long loud beep came from it. The depth sounder started to sound, the tone seems to get louder more urgent, something was coming up fast and large.

The others came to see what was going on; the tones had gotten their attention. One went and turned the underwater camera on and gasps. It couldn’t be, nothing but bubbles, wait a shape, pointed, and covered with dots then the smile. Teeth, large, pointed, deadly smiling at him with that evil hungry smile and the eye, black, soulless, lifeless almost a doll’s eye staring at him. Backing away, the boy shook his head, it couldn’t be ... not that large. Tentatively he looked again, a fin or part of one went by then the sickening crack, water came in. A second crack vicious, angry caused everyone to look around, almost knee deep in the water, then their waist. 

All four scrambled trying to get out of the water, away from the terror. A girl screamed, the water turned red – blood red. Faster the water was rising faster, up to their necks, swimming out of the cabin three immerged, fear running through them. The boat was gone, the sea deadly still, the shore too far, gulls too loud, the moon dim instead of bright. One spoke, her voice too loud, too shrill, and full of fear “We have to get to shore. It is about 800 meters to the reef; if we can get there then we are in the lagoon.”

A splash behind them, a triangle fin larger than ever seen vanished into the water. They began to swim; panic had set in, not realizing they were splashing, then a scream. The high pitched horror filled scream then silence again. The reef seemed too far, the salmon dinner weighing them down, the wine making them tired, the tide pushing them out to sea, the gulls mocking them. A motor ... closer, louder, voices in the dark; yelling, telling them to swim. 

A light, bright, piercing, close and hands grabbed them. Pulling, yanking, get them on board. Flying over the waves, a larger ship, safe in medical, they are very shaken by the attack, terror flooding their systems. Sedated to calm them, the kids are told they are safe. 

Outside, the sea is calm, moon full and bright, the gulls are singing their strange song, the creature has gone, back to the depths. The experiment; over ... a failure. The crew worried, again it went after a boat instead of the target, this time two dead, who knows what the other two saw.

The commander makes a call, concern written on his face, the news is grim, a plea for sanity made the response too harsh. Murder, an accident at sea, such a tragedy. The project was too vital; the chance of a scandal too great, the kids must die.

Chapter 2

The news played, nothing new, the President in Rome, the weather warm, an accident at sea, on to sports the local team had a home game. The man’s attention was caught – an accident at sea? Change the channel – nothing just the same gibberish. His thoughts raced concern on his aged face, The Kingdom late on reporting in. Walking with a limp; leaving his cane behind; fear driving his every move, drawing him to his computer. The system seemed slow, the feed to the internet too long to connect, the Kingdom missing, Jacob.

A frown started to appear, the system was slow, too slow, the file too small 10:45pm. The news blared, two bodies found, late teens early twenties. The phone startled him, jangling loudly. Scared to answer, driven for the need to know, hoping it was Jacob, he answered “This is Professor Miller.”

“Professor Miller, this is NBC news, we would like to talk to you about Jacob. Can we come in?” 

“Jacob ... not now, please ... dear god, not Jacob!” the man cried, his son.

“Professor, you weren’t ... oh my.” The phone went dead; the reporter was ashamed, so much for a breaking story.

The police drove by, hating this part of the job. The tears, the screams and the damn news van would get it all on tape. Walking up to the door, they knocked, a shuffle was heard and an aged man opened the door, “Professor Miller?” the officers said formally showing their identification. 

“Yes,” the man said, the sun seemed too bright, it was so hard to stand, had to be strong in front of the youngsters. 

“I am Lt. Camel, may we come in? We would like to talk to you about your son Jacob and the research boat ‘The Kingdom’.” The door was opened, the dread started to hit, the Professor seemed older than 61, the air stale in the house. They went to the study, the chairs were too soft, the news too loud, the coffee too hot, the maid smaller as if a child. “The research ship ‘The Kingdom’ went down last night; the reason is unknown at this time. Your son ... Jacob ... I’m sorry.”

The Professor began to cry, “Jacob ... how? ... Why?”

“We are still looking into it; we know that you have been working with the college on a project on the way the sea life is doing with the water contamination problem we have. Was that the reason they were out there?” A nod of yes is all the Professor could manage. “We will see ourselves out and remove the news van from the property. I am truly sorry.”

The Professor and the maid were crying in the study as the police left. The phone rang, jarring them, Maria “Dad, I am coming over.” The jarring ring again, check the caller id box, CNN – voicemail the pain was too fresh. The Professor wanted to be alone. A beep from the computer, email, ABC, the jarring ring of the phone, the vibration on the cell, a circus had begun.

Chapter 3

The team was well trained, seasoned, high ranking professional divers but nervous too. A crime scene, they said to themselves, a routine dive, four dead, a routine investigation, extra protection with shark cages. Extra divers in the water, a routine investigation they told themselves. 

Time to get wet, a routine dive, four dead, straight to the bottom, no sea life at all, The Kingdom on its side. A shadow overhead, a shot of fear, four dead, do the job, focus they say to themselves. Document the damage, what is that? A tooth? A glint of something, take the evidence. A shadow overhead, nerves on edge, four dead, focus on the job. What is that? Collect the teeth. Get out of the water!

Almost safe – a signal! What? Shark! The cage – safe? Great Whites, larger, odd behavior. A pack of nine. The cage rocks violently, evil smiles of steak knives teeth all around, dolls eyes everywhere glaring into their souls. Metal bending, punch a nose, the cage is breaking! Rising out of the water, on the ship.

Debrief, nerves are shaken, cigarettes tremble in hands. Watch the video of the dive, the Professor fights the tears, in the cage, the pack behavior, 25 footers all, three tons each, males and females. Open the evidence bag, a DVD and four teeth, Great Whites, near perfect condition. Watch the DVD, footage from an underwater camera, fish, sea life a shadow. Everything scatters. Nine Great Whites circling 25 footers.

Captain heads to the bridge, concern mars his young face, a cigarette trembles in his hand, and terror courses through him. “Turn on the underwater cameras, and record everything!” Proof, need proof of the behavior. The beaches call the mayor, secure line, have to close the beaches. Severe problem. Try to keep the small boats in harbor, the waters not safe. Nine Great Whites, pack behavior, hunting, took down ‘The Kingdom’.

The Professor is on deck, the sea calm, a gentle breeze, and the gulls singing their normal song. The sun seems too bright, the gulls mocking, his son’s soul speaking on the wind ... murder. Poseidon’s domain corrupted by man.

A splash, people running, his escort tense, the gull’s song changed to chirping in warning, danger in the air. Someone yells “The cages are gone!” another yells “The divers?” A scream, high pitched, terror filled, a person being eaten alive then silence. Even the gulls are quiet.

All hell breaks loose; three other divers are pulled to safety. The dinghy’s brought on board. More splashes then the water still. A person from the bridge yells everyone races to the bridge, fear shooting through them. Underwater cameras film and record. Great Whites destroying the cages, crushing them, heading for shore!

Chapter 4

––––––––
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Panicked cries, lifeguards yelling, people running scrambling to get out of the water. Everyone is out, everyone but a dog. The owner calls and it heads for shore. A splash, the water fills with blood, fins large and triangular cut through the water. Medics come to see the injured, physically all are minor. Sheriffs race to the docks, boats are moving pushed by the fins, and people run from the docks. Three fall in getting knocked down on accident, only one is pulled from the sea.

Horror sets in, the high pitched screams of the dying; the harbor master has heard it before. The horror of five days in 1945. The Indianapolis. Being in the water. Not thinking, trained to help by the Navy he moved faster than
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