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More than ever before the sea waters were rough; waves rose and
crashed upon each other; all signs of marine life pointed towards
chaos. Orin sped through the waters as fast as his allies could run
or fly through the air, racing to get to Atlantis as fast as
possible.



Mere moments ago Orin had found that Atlantis’ seas were parting
for no logical reason: places kilometers deep were now completely
devoid of water. The most frightening part of it all for Orin was
that his subjects, his people, weren’t fast enough to escape the
dry wave. Many fell to the bare ground after dropping hundreds of
feet, and those who survived the fall were dehydrating and
suffocating, struggling to hold on to every second in hope of
getting enough water to live on.



Atlantis was facing a disaster unlike any it had ever faced before,
and for the first time, Orin had no idea what to do.



“Help!”

 

 



Orin turned towards the scream, speeding in its direction, his eyes
frantically searching for its source. All around him Atlantis was
falling: coral living quarters cracked and fractured; whale-bone
buildings trembled, leaned, and sometimes fell apart; metallic
structures punctured and twisted. Atlantis was crumbling before him
while his people swam to their deaths. He would not have it.



Undersea living had revolved around the concept of 360 degrees of
moveable space, conditions normal for activity in the ocean: and so
the majority of atlanteans homes and buildings were made to be long
cylindrical towers with several levels within, branching chambers,
and tunnels. Now Orin felt a small pang of remorse as old Atlantean
homes with centuries-old art and generations of heirlooms were
becoming nothing more than the graveyards and the debris of his
culture.



Tons of heavy rubble drifted down over his citizens. Orin dived
right into the thick of it, delivering a blow right at the weak
spot of one of the buildings. Like glass it shattered, splintering
throughout the rest of the its frame until it exploded into smaller
pieces. Noting his effectiveness, he continued to demolish building
after building as his people escaped outwards and upwards.



"King Orin!"



Orin looked around, again trying to zero in on the source. The only
thing he was sure about was that it was a child; he'd be damned if
a child died on his watch, though with all of the chaos around him
it was hard to concentrate.



And then he felt something-vibrations. On any given day the waters
are never all at peace, and right now there were thousands of
vibrations: Atlanteans swimming to safety, buildings shuddering and
giving way, sea creatures fleeing-but these vibrations were erratic
and frenzied. The one he felt now was more like a pulse, and was
unmoving.



He swam towards it, finding a path leading beneath the newly made
ruins of the town. The further down he went, the cooler and darker
it got, though it made no difference to him. His pupils dilated,
exceeding the pale irises and expanding to just about the span of
his eye, his vision becoming extraordinarily clear (though his view
of colors had diminished). Still, he had found nothing; this
chamber was empty…



Or was it?



The pulse was stronger, but he could tell he wasn't at its
epicenter. He followed the waves to a wall that had a small,
child-sized hole in it. Was there another chamber beyond? Was the
child within?



Time to find out.



Worrying about how close the child may be to the wall on the other
side, and whether this place would come apart, he hit the wall in
its center with a precise, controlled hit that was neither strong
nor weak. The wall shattered in the middle, creating a cracked
hole. He saw a light within, but he couldn't see enough. He chipped
off some more of the hole with precise hits until he could get
in.



The pulse was at its strongest here. Orin glimpsed odd metallic
devices, but saw the child he had been looking for was trapped
under a pile of rubble. "King Orin! Help me, please! I didn't mean
to get down here-it's just that-the chamber-"



"Slow down," Orin said calmly. He thought he recognized the boy… a
quiet boy whose only parent was a father who was an often traveling
merchant. "Listen lad… you're fine now."



"But King-"the boy said, breathing hard, "I think-I think
something's… "



"What is wrong?"



The boy's voice caught in his throat. "I come here a lot-best place
to gather my thoughts-and I felt the pulse, but it was so weak
before. I saw the hole yesterday and had to explore. Today I began
to squeeze into it but when I came out, a loud noise came and
everything began to shake. The pulse got stronger and then all of
the rubble fell on me. And, and-"



"You think those things," Orin said with a nod to the metallic
devices, "are causing the sea quake?"



The boy shrugged. "I don't know."



The pulse was growing stronger ever still. He crept closer to the
metallic devices. They were held up by a small surface, but he
could see that the light was coming from beneath it. Peeking below,
he found something-a strange, spherical structure with a rocky
spiral coming around it. From its middle was a light-red, it
seemed. And within that bright light was a screen, one with numbers
on it, counting down…



And it was just reaching two seconds.



"Oh god," he said, turning and grabbing the boy to
him.

 

 



An explosion burst out from the bomb, burning and pushing Orin
outwards as it destroyed the condemned building and ripped into his
tough hide. He couldn't tell what was happening besides the fact
that his ears were ringing so hard that he felt thunder had invaded
his head.



Moments later he opened his eyes. He had shielded the boy well, but
still the lad had lost consciousness. He turned around, feeling his
back burning from that moment of searing heat. He'd be fine in a
few hours. Where the bomb had exploded was no longer the same: the
building was completely demolished, and the water there was
undergoing a weird phenomenon. The center was rippling and pulsing.
A strong wave burst out, pushing out and pushing past Orin.
Suddenly it began to change colors, and with a bright flash of
white it imploded. In an instant an air bubble formed at the heart
of the implosion and grew, expanding until it became a car-sized
sphere, then shaping into a column of air that rushed upwards and
touched the surface. The waters were dividing before him, just like
it had in a dozen other spots. Though he wasn't versed in all of
the various arts of his heritage, Orin could tell this had the
touch of technology and magic-Atlantean technology and magic,
supposedly long lost to time.

 

 



In a now deserted Atlantean square, no one noticed the arrival of a
crew of men digging into the ocean floor. No one saw the men
digging miles deep with expensive drilling instruments that left
powerful explosive charges lodged deep within the depths of the
earth below the sea. No one knew that kilometers above there was a
man walking around a ship ready to give a signal that would bring
him something long forgotten.



The man, scurfy, rugged and filthy, walked around his deck,
occasionally scratching his flaky skin or running a hand through
his wet, shaggy hair. He wore a captain's hat, the kind worn by
pirates in older times, and a black coat with two identical white
symbols, one on each shoulder, a cursive J partly overlapping an
Ace of Spades.



"Black Jack!"



The captain turned to find a darker, built, statuesque man with a
bald head and a bushy beard covering most of his face. On his arm
was a tattoo of a curved shark. This man was his first mate, the
Black Shark.



"What's the news?" Black Jack asked.



"I've got good news, and bad news."



"The good?"



"The charges are set."



"That means to me that it's finally time for a bit of
pirating."



"That's the thing. We got a handful o' men findin' it a bit hard to
go along with the plan."



"You mean they're findin' themselves a bit cowardly, is what it
really is. Bring ‘em to me."



In a few moments, another crew member brought four men to the
captain. The captain looked over them men with disdain, staring
them head to toe. "Gather ‘round!" He screamed to the ships
crew.



Everyone came closer, surrounding the men so that the four were in
the center of a circle. He paced around the men, and then came upon
one of them, yelling into his ear. "I hear you've got something to
say to me? I hear you want to back out of our plan?"



The man began to stutter, trying as hard as possible to look away
from Black Jack. "I-I j-j-just think that we-we're not-we're not,
you know, ruh-real-I mean we got Aq-Aq-Aquaman to take on
and-"



"I think I can talk for him, Captain."



Black Jack turned to another of the four, the largest; bigger than
even he and the Black Shark. The man stared Black Jack right in the
eyes, looking down on him. "What he's trying to say is that we're
not real pirates. We're henchmen from Gotham, recruited by you to
try a new type of sure-fire way to make money. And what are we
doing but sailing around, trying to rile up a fricking superhero?
We left Gotham to get away from The Bat, and from what I hear, for
all he can do, The Bat's a normal man. Now we're taking on a guy
who has punched Superman and taken on major supervillains.
It ain't smart to me, man."



"Compelling argument, Mr. Brutis, but one I have to disagree on.
We're pirates true and true, and you better start actin' like
one-"



"Acting like what? This ain't that Disney mov-"



A shot burst out into the silence of the sea. Black Jack's gun was
smoking, leveled at his waist and pointing up towards Brutis'
chest. The entire crew gasped, except for the Black Shark. Brutis
fell backwards, blood pouring from his wound. The stuttering man
began to whimper, repeating "Oh my god, oh my god," over and over
again. Black Jack turned, leveled the pistol at the small man, and
pulled the trigger, another burst sounding off into the sea. Blood
hit the last two men, who remained where they were, between two
dead bodies; their jaws hung open.



Black Jack stepped up to them, his voice a whisper, but still heard
by the entire crew. "You may all be small time crooks and petty
thieves but I was born at the sea. Shark ‘n' me are more than just
fishermen and merchants. We're real pirates, we are. I've turned
you all into men and I'll be damned if my crew has any challengers
or cowards in it. Savvy?"



The two men nodded with the smallest movement.



"Good. Today you're reborn as real pirates. You'll start by
dragging these bodies away and feeding them to the sharks-fitting
for traitors, wouldn't you agree?" The two nodded hastily, and
Black Jack continued. "After that you'll scrubbed the deck until
there is not one drop of red. Now get to work," he spat.



The two quickly moved, picking up the bodies by the limp shoulders
and dragging them towards the planks, glad to be gone from the
center of attention.



Black Jack turned to his crew of large, cutthroat men, looking over
them once, and then making a gruff laugh. "Men, we may be too poor
to afford champagne and fine wine! We may be too damned ugly ‘n'
dirty to afford a woman with all the right curves; but tonight is
the start of a new night, if things go right. We're going to be new
men. We're going to bring back the bloodthirsty, head-bashing,
pillaging ways of our forefathers and show the 21st century that
their ENRONs and hackers and dot.com con men just don't cut it to
the real physical work of real thieves. Shark! Start a
toast!"



Black Shark took out a bottle of whiskey and raised it to the sky.
Black Jack and the entire crew followed suit and raised fifty
bottles and glasses to the sky. The Black Shark's voice was deep
and bellowed over the entire deck. "To hell with living a life with
rules! We do as we please!"



"To hell with society's lies! We live by the seas!" Black Jack
added.



"To hell with Depp ‘n' Bloom, I'd give ‘im death from above!"
someone yelled.



Tonight be the night," Black Jack started, "that we be sailing on
blood!"



Everyone shouted a cheer as Black Jack threw his arms in the air in
early triumph. "Give the signal!"

 

 



As the seas parted before him, Orin swam with urgency, trying to
grab whoever was near and escape the catastrophe behind him. He
couldn't predict how far the seas would split besides the fact that
the seas usually expanded to large proportions. This could be
anywhere from a pillar the size of a room to a stadium-sized
crater.



The parting seas were moving fast, too fast for Orin to escape
despite his efforts. Soon, he knew, the surface world's air would
be at his back, causing the deaths of his people. He held onto them
with dear life and pushed as hard as he could into the sea.



It wasn't enough.



As he pushed, the water passed by him with increased speed, making
his desperate swims for life a desperate leap into the air. In
seconds the atlanteans he held were beginning to suffocate in
mid-air, going through what Orin could only describe as a violent
dehydration. They began to spasm and choke, coughing up the water
in their throats and gasping for the ocean. And there was nothing
he could do but hold onto them as they dropped a few dozen meters
into jagged corals.

 

 



As a remote device went off a crew of six men swam as far away from
where they were and activated a sonic wave signal within their
gauntlets. The result was a monstrous shudder that caused the
entire ocean floor to rumble. In various places where charges had
been set, the ground split open, dividing and splintering dozens
and dozens of places, until the ground beneath the sea seemed to
give up and give way to the explosions erupting within. And the
more the ocean floor gave way, the more the crewmen began to see a
shape of something emerging from the rubble. Something large and
colossal…

 

 



Where Orin braced for sharp pain and the wetness of his own blood,
he instead found a more familiar wetness-water. He stood out of
what had become a crouch, finding himself ankle deep in water that
he noticed was in the shape of a hand, a hand whose arm came from
the parted seas. He looked around, not seeing anyone until he
looked under the liquid construct. There stood his wife, on the
jagged corals beneath them, with her fist in the air.



"Now I know why I married you, love," Orin shouted in a moment of
happiness. "And it wasn‘t the red hair!"



"Behind every great king is the fist of a warrior queen," she
replied with a smirk.



Her arm began to drop, and as it did, so did the water construct
begin to descend. Orin jumped off as she closed her fist, making
the giant aqua hand into a sphere of water for the suffering
atlanteans and making it retract all the way back to the sea. Once
in safely, the atlanteans swam off, breathing in water in
relief.



Orin came to his wife; breathing in air and feeling his body adjust
to the lack of water.



"How's our son? I was so worried about our little Thomas."



"Thankfully, he's doing fine. Vulko and Orm have been watching him;
they decided the safest place would be the Sapphire Room.
Surprisingly, we haven't had much seaquakes or explosions by the
palace, and so we've moved all those without homes into the top
tier. What have you been up to?"



"I've seen a bomb… got hit with it matter of fact," Orin said
grunting grimly. "Still burns."



"Quit your complaining, you're such a whiner," Mera said, mocking
and smiling at her husband.



He returned the smile with a smile of his own. "Sometimes I wonder
if you're on my side or my enemies."



She hugged him close to her, being careful with his back. "We'll
put some salve on it." She kissed his neck and sighed as she
nestled her nose into his jaw line. Rubbing his back, she stared
into his eyes with her own, which were so fierce and yet so
passionately calm. He could have no other like her, he knew. No one
could compare to her.



"Our kingdom is in great disorder, my love. The seaquakes are
growing stronger. Are these bombs the cause?"



"I think so, "Orin said. His brows furrowed and his eyes narrowed.
"The bombs were made from a tainted union between human
super-science and dark atlantean magic."



Mera could not hold her surprise. "What? Elaborate, please."



Orin stared at the wall of water around them while his lips
tightened. "I don't know much, but I know that this is the work of
Atlantean magic."



"But who-"



"I don't know, love, I don't know. But once we control this chaos,
I will have Hagen and the Sorcery Elite investigate."



"That man… " Mera started as she wrapped her arms around her, "it's
as if whenever he's around I have eels on my skin. His magic is so
old and refined and so restrained and fierce… yet his presence
still stings when he's around."



"Which is why he's such a valuable resource to me. But enough of
this for now. We need to get our heads back on track and avert
anymore disasters. Can you bring us topside?"



Mera nodded, concentrating on the ocean, shaping the seas like
clay. Watching her always awed him. When Orin first met her he
couldn't believe her amazing ability. Only sorcerers of legend,
like Arion, and Atlan, his father, were ever known to manipulate
the waters like Neptune. But her abilities, while magical in nature
and form, came from a sort of telepathic rapport with the ocean,
just like his rapport with sea life. Mera was a woman of another
world and her understanding of the seas was as unique as she was to
Orin.



She beckoned the seas to her, drawing water out from the ocean with
large invisible hands. The formless water took shape as a large,
disk-like platform under their feet, rising them up above the sea.
In seconds they were looking over the expanse of territory called
Atlantis. Giant craters of parted sea disturbed the natural
placidity of the sea king's home. And though they could see nothing
going on he could feel the seaquakes growing increasingly stronger
in intensity.



Ripples began to build up on the surface, causing countless
intersecting circles to form.



And then it happened.



"Oh my god-" Mera said. "Do you feel that?" First, a pulse seemed
to resonate in the air. Then an explosion blew upwards with a gale
force following behind, pushing outward in every direction. Orin
stood his ground as he held his wife steady and shielded her from
the wind with his body. The seas parted again, but this time there
was a more practical reason for it: something was emerging from the
deep.



"It can't be-" Orin said.



"What?" Mera asked.



"Only thought it-them-a myth of Atlantean legend… I think it's
a-"



"A what?"



"A Leviathan!" Orin stared wide-eyed, awe-stricken and
motionless.



"A leviathan? What is that?" Mera asked. "Love?"



"… "

 

 



Slowly it emerged, a behemoth of the seas, a monster pushing up
from unknown depths. Black Jack's ship nearly turned over, but at
that point he didn't really care. His men were suited up with all
of their weapons and packs on their back.



"Mr. Maxwell, what're you waiting for? Shoot!"



A big, bald man stepped up past the crew, a large cannon lying on
his shoulder. A shot burst out, and with it a large grappling hook
shot out, hitting and grabbing onto the rising leviathan. He then
set up the rope to their own falling ship and when done gave a
thumbs up.



"Let's get on before the ship rises too high. Onwards, men!"



The men followed as Black Jack took a descender, fixed it right on
the rope and jumped, rappelling across. Soon all fifty crewmen were
abseiling towards the leviathan.

 

 



"Mera, you have to get me to that now!" Orin demanded.



Mera stared at him with confused eyes, her mouth hanging open
trying to mouth intelligible words. "Wha-what is that? What is a
leviathan Orin? What's going on? That doesn't look like Krell's
ship."



Orin's eyes stared past his wife, watching as the leviathan came
out of the water like the largest whale ever born. "Mera, trust me
to explain this to you later. For now I need you to get me there.
All I can say is that it is a ship, but not Krell's ship. Now that
I see this rise, I can imagine that Krell was inspired to name his
ship after this. This is a ship I have never been sure existed;
until now that is. A ship which, according to the Atlantean
Chronicles, is extremely powerful and unique."



The leviathan moaned and rose further up, fully piercing the
surface and rising into the air. It was massive: on first glance it
was reminiscent of the ships of old, sailing the seven seas, but at
least seven times as large. It was made of substances never seen on
the surface world, mainly composed of a mahogany-colored element.
It was beautiful and frightening; it was so familiar and yet so
different; it was a leviathan, a lost artifact of a lost age.



And now it was moving.



"Mera, I need a way there."



"We're so far from it: my abilities are weaker above the
water."



"Mera, that is one of the most important things ever made in not
only Atlantean history but human history. There is little I know
about it; probably just a little less than what even Vulko may know
about it. But what I do know is that our home has been ravaged and
our history is been stolen from beneath us by human scum. I know
you're not from here Mera, but history, myth and legend are the
most important things in Atlantean culture. And I will give my
dying breath to protect the heritage of my people."



Mera's brow furrowed and she nodded. "I understand my love. I will
give you the best my powers can muster. Any ideas?"



Orin looked from her to the leviathan and the distance in between.
The leviathan was climbing into the air, albeit slowly, and he had
to make it there before it got too high. He grinded his teeth and
clenched his fists. "Build me a bridge."

 

 



Black Jack shouted as the ship made its way out of the water and
into the air. His men were following through with his carefully
detailed orders while he looked over the deck watching the ocean
like never before. And then he looked to the left expanse of sea
before him and saw: Aquaman, and one of the grandest sights he had
ever seen.



A bridge of water had risen above the ocean, hard enough for the
superhero to run on but still splashing like ordinary water. The
bridge had stretched for kilometers, going from the surface of the
sea and rising up toward the leviathan. Aquaman was sprinting at a
frightening pace; he was almost to the ship and gaining fast. "Men!
We have a guest coming to our ship. Let's give him a right
welcomin'!"



All the men who had finished their orders and put their packs aside
turned towards the captain, seeing Aquaman running full speed
towards them. They took out their guns and aimed it at him, waiting
for him to draw closer. "Say the word Captain!"



"Now!"



And just as the words left his mouth, they drew fire on Aquaman;
and yet they hadn't hit him. In a split-second he leapt into the
air like a missile and dived over their bullets. The entire crew
was on the deck now, waiting to get their hands on him. He landed
on the edge of the deck, his fists clenched tightly. "As King of
the sovereignty of Atlantis I'm going to give you all the kind of
mercy you failed to show to the Atlantean people; suffering without
homes. You have one chance to lay down your arms and surrender;
failure to do so will result in a barbaric beating by the King
himself, which, as I said, is me. What is your response?"



Two bangs rang out; Aquaman had moved but one bullet had grazed his
shoulder, drawing blood and burning his skin, while the other had
struck him, lodged slightly into his body, with a trickle of blood
falling over a bad burn. Everyone turned to see smoke rising from
the shaft of Black Jack's pistol. "Those're high caliber shots
right there… you should have a hole the size of a pancake burning
through you right now… tough hide ya got… No matter though, I got
tons more waiting for you." The captain smiled and blew the smoke
from his gun. "I think you've just got your answer, King."



Aquaman's jaw clenched tight and his face twisted into one of
intense rage. "So be it."



Another bang burst out, but this time Aquaman gave no time for the
bullet to touch him; he was already moving. He rolled onto the
deck, springing upwards towards a group of men, punching in all
directions and dodging blows. He leapt into the air, gracefully
moving between the men with air of beauty and savagery all mixed
into one, delivering acrobatic kicks and blunt, powerhouse punches
to whoever was close. While he fought them he felt the leviathan
lurch upwards. Black Jack was taking them away.



Aquaman leapt away from the remaining crew, running away from the
main deck and going further up towards the back of the ship. "Look!
He's a salmon outta water! The man doesn't know what to do!"



Black Jack turned to his crew; Black Shark was at his side with his
gun out at the Captain's Wheel, while fifteen of his conscious men
were cheering. "You think a handful of you could scare him away? Go
after him, the man's onto something!"



The men turned at once, running after the Sea King, sluggishly
climbing the angled ships sterns to the back of the boat. The Sea
King stood at the end, his eyes closed and his body
motionless.



"What's he doing?" One of the men shouted.



"I don't know? I say we shoot ‘im!"



"It might just get him angry!"



"He's standing still! Do it together, on three!"



Aquaman's face tightened into one of silent resolve.



"One!"



Aquaman's bottom lip quiver gently.



"Two"



His eyelashes flickered, still closed, and his head shook
slightly.



"Three!"



All of a sudden his eyes opened and he smiled. "Men, I'd advise you
to lay down your arms."



Mr. Maxwell stepped up, gun still trained on Aquaman. "Why's
that?"



The ship shook violently. All the men fell, rolled over, and
crashed over each other. The water blew upwards and fell like hard
rainfall over the men. Everyone looked up as long tentacles rose
all around the ship, covering the top like a roof and casting a
shadow over the entire leviathan. A head arose out of the waters,
that of a hundred foot octopus, one that looked particularly angry.
"You want a reason, men?" Orin said as he walked through their
crouching bodies. "Meet Topo. She's gotten bigger and
finds that she needs to sleep more often… and she's none too happy
about being woken up from her slumber at the bottom of the
sea."



Orin made his way back towards Black Jack and the Black Shark. The
Black Shark fired his guns, charging towards the hero like a
madman. Orin rolled from the trajectory of the bullets and
cart-wheeled forward into a crouch. He directed a few blows to the
gut of the Black Shark and then rose with an elbow to the Black
Shark's jaw. The Black Shark fell to the floor with a thud,
unconscious.



As Black Jack raised his pistol, Orin raced over, jumping off of
the deck siding and launching himself, tackling the villainous
captain. Black Jack raised his pistol, but as he shot, Orin swatted
the man's arm away. Orin put his hand to the sea captain's throat
and raised the other as a fist. "The only reason you're still
conscious is because I want answers. How did you raise this ship?
How do you know how to pilot this? Speak now!"



Black Jack began to chuckle at the Sea King's fury, and then burst
out laughing manically. He couldn't contain his glee, and this was
making Orin even angrier. "Why the hell are you laughing? This is
not a game!"



Black Jack's eyes open wide and his laughter died down a little.
"No? Apparently you just don't that you're being played, Sea
King."



"What's going on? Who are you and who put you up to this?"



The man smiled and chuckled. "The name's Black Jack. I'm part of a
pretty big organization that is trying to benefit the world."



"And how is that supposed to happen?"



"We're looking for what you might call a new run o' things. A new
world order with two beacons of light leading us into glory.
"



"Who? Who's supposed to be leading?"



"That's not for you to know King Tuna… all you need to know is one
word: OGRE."



"Ogre?"



"Well… two more things-" he added as he laughed in Orin's face, his
voice becoming a hoarse whisper in the King's ear. "This has all
been a diversion. My boss could give a damn about this little piece
of crap."



Orin's face betrayed his confusion. "What?"



"There are two more leviathans, King; two bigger ‘n' badder than
this sucker and I've been distracting you here while my partners
work on the other two."



Orin's eyes opened wide. "Dammit!'



"One more thing, Sea King," Black Jack said, chuckling gruffly.
"Bang."



Explosions erupted all over the ship. Topo shuddered and began to
thrash her tentacles, diving under the sea away from the fire. With
all of the chaos, Black Jack kicked Orin off of him and dived off
of the boat; some of the other men, half conscious, followed close
behind. Orin looked across the ocean to see water shooting high
into the clouds as another leviathan rose out of the water and
began to move fast, much faster than this ship, into the opposite
direction.



The second leviathan was just a bit larger than the destroyed ship
Orin was in. It was made of foreign substances but had a color of
navy blue metals, light blue rocky substances, and white details
and lining across the ship. In anger Orin slammed a fist into the
ship, breaking a piece of it, and decided the only thing he could
do is escape from the falling piece of priceless Atlantean
history.

 

 



Inside the second leviathan, a group of men worked hard to complete
their orders. Inside the Captain's Quarters of the ship were three
men. One, dressed in a large traveler's cloak and sporting a long
white beard, was finishing a conversation and making his way to the
door of the room. The second of the men was dressed in black gear,
while the third was dressed in a black armor with a helmet on the
top.



"Thank you Noah. You know your orders. You may be on your way,"
Black Manta said, dismissing the bearded man. Noah left. "You had
something to say Cal?"



Cal Durham stepped forward, his arms crossed. His eyes were staring
off at the wall, and then he turned to face Black Manta. "Manta.
I'm beginning to-beginning to-" Cal began to cough a bit, choking
and rubbing his neck and shoulders. His arm began to convulse
slightly "-beginning to have some issues with all of this. We're
supposed to be making a better world. So far all I've seen is
death."



Black Manta stepped towards his First Lieutenant. Without seeing
his face, and having an unflinching body, it was hard to detect
Black Manta's feelings on anything. His voice was steady and even
and betrayed nothing. "Cal… I'm beginning to suspect something
bordering on the lines of insubordination and-worse yet-mutiny. You
are my most loyal soldier, are you not?"



Cal uncrossed his arms and put his hands on his hips. "Manta… I'd
follow you to the ends of the Earth. I've heard your speeches and
seen your gifts. It's just-It's hard to-" he began to cough again,
this time rubbing his chest "-to see the end goal with all of this…
this bloodsh-"



"I think," Black Manta said, cutting Cal off, "a better phrase is
collateral damage. Necessary incidents that will lead to a more
beautiful world. We have stolen some of the most valuable
technology and magic of Atlantis, things the world wishes it could
get its hands on, and with a little guidance from our superior, we
know how to use them. We are the vehicle of change; we are the
means to an end; the end to an imperfect society. I need you to be
by my side, Cal." Black Manta took a few steps closer towards Cal,
coming face to face with him. "Are you on my side?



Cal hesitated, but answered. "Of course."



"That's good. Real good. Because you were real close to being let
go," Black Manta said in a deep voice. Cal looked down to find a
cool, metallic hand cannon digging into his abdomen. He looked up,
his eyes looking into the vast, crimson visor of Black Manta's
helmet. "Stay loyal, Cal. I need you, but I can learn to adapt
pretty fast. I need good soldiers, ones who'll listen to me. We
have big plans coming up and I need dedication and devotion. Can
you handle that?"



"Yes," Cal said in a small whisper.



"I'm not hearing you enough," Black Manta said, digging the gun
into Cal's stomach.



"Yes," Cal said.



Suddenly Cal began to choke, coughing up blood and doubling over on
the floor. His transformation was still incomplete. Black Manta put
his gun back into his holster and whispered. "The price of loyalty
is tough, Cal. Learn to cope or die with the rest."



Noah walked the halls that led to the deck, a group of men trailing
behind him. His cloaked flowed behind him like a cape; his face was
old, his hair was wild, matching his beard, and his eyes were dark
and small. On his shoulders were patches: one of a dove on one side
and one of a raven on the other. On his right side his hand always
stayed close to his gun; in his left hand was a large, oaken staff.
"Time to get busy men. Things are about to get a hell of a lot more
biblical. Contact the media. Contact the newspapers. We're going to
change the world."

 



TO BE CONTINUED!
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With the arrival of the war-island, the Colossus, can Orin and
his new allies stop the inevitable doom that is approaching the
East Coast? And what is the larger plan that Black Manta and his
allies have been preparing for that involves the dark past of
Atlantis? What is OGRE and what is their purpose? What are Lex
Luthor and Cornelius Krell’s roles in this organization? What are
the roles of the Atlantean mages Merganys the Sea Witch and Hagen
the Mystic, Orin’s loyal counsel? Where is the
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