
Leviathan Awakens:

The Day the

Sky Stood Still

Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be copied,

reproduced in any format, by any means,

electronic or otherwise, without “prior consent”

from the copyright owner and the publisher of this book.

Contents

THE PLANET VALLCROSS


INSTINCTS

THE UNDERGROUND

THE OLD MAN’S WARNING


LEGEND


UNIVERSAL SOLDIER

THE MILITARY BASE

SECURITY BREACH

COMMANDER SELENE RHESKA

HOLDING CELL

THE DISTRACTION

INTERROGATION


REVELATION


BOOT CAMP BEGINS

SKY CHASE

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER

INTO THE BADLANDS

SKY FALL

WAR

THE BRIEFING ROOM


THE SQUAD


A LOST MONSTER

THE VALKROSS AWAKENS

RACE AGAINST TIME

THE NEW THREAT

THE TURN

A DANGEROUS PLAN

ROWEN’S GAMBIT


ENDGAME


THE FINAL DECISION

THE SILENCE BEFORE THE STORM

NIGHTMARE

GOODBYE


FINAL FLIGHT


INSTINCT

FOR MOTHER


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE PLANET VALLCROSS

[image: ]


The sky was endless.

Rowen Thrace lay on the curved edge of a stabilizer beam, arms folded behind her head, feeling the slow, rhythmic pulse of the city beneath her. High above, the drifting lanterns from the festival still hung in the sky, tiny golden embers against the deep, endless blue. Beyond them, the great floating isles of Valkren hovered in their slow, timeless dance, carried by currents unseen, their undersides wreathed in mist and shadow.

But it was the skywhales that made it breathtaking.

She exhaled softly, watching as one broke through the cloud cover, its massive, gliding body catching the light of the twin suns. Its skin shimmered with hues of cerulean and pearl, the long trailing tendrils of its fins moving lazily as it breached, exhaling a deep, reverberating note that echoed across the sky like a song too ancient to be understood. Another followed, then another, their silhouettes rising and falling in the currents, weightless and magnificent.

She had seen them a hundred times before. A thousand.

And yet, she had never stopped feeling the pull of them, the quiet ache in her chest that whispered, This is what the sky was made for.

A gust of wind tugged at her cropped red hair, and she let her legs dangle over the beam’s edge, the height beneath her a dizzying drop to the lower city tiers. The upper tiers of Caerost, the capital of Valkren, stretched behind her in layers of floating walkways, luminous bridges, and cascading waterfalls that spilled off the edges of the isles like silver veils. The city was alive tonight, the festival still carrying on in the lower districts, with music rising in waves—drums and strings woven together in a hypnotic, soaring melody.

“Row.”

She turned her head just as Cassian Rheska hopped onto the beam beside her, landing in a crouch with effortless balance. He was grinning, as he always was, a streak of gold in his otherwise dark-brown hair catching the light. His flight jacket, half-unzipped, bore the worn insignia of his old racing squadron, and his eyes—sharp and golden—danced with mischief.

“I can’t believe you ditched the festival,” he said, resting his arms over his knees. “You do realize there’s free food down there, right?”

Rowen smirked. “Free food, sure. But also dancing. And you know I don’t dance.”

Cassian pressed a hand to his chest in mock devastation. “You wound me.”

She rolled her eyes but sat up, stretching her arms. “Besides, the view is better up here.”

Cassian followed her gaze, and for a rare moment, he was quiet. They both watched as another skywhale surfaced from the mist, its body enormous yet weightless, its deep, resonant song carrying across the night.

“I used to think they were gods,” Cassian murmured.

Rowen glanced at him. “You don’t anymore?”

He smiled faintly. “No, I think they’re just... what the sky was meant to have.”

She nodded, the words settling in a place deep inside her, one she didn’t touch often.

A gust of wind sent festival lanterns spinning higher, their golden light scattering against the darkening sky. From this high up, she could see the distant shape of the great Levran Mountains, their peaks disappearing into thick clouds. Below them, the sprawling oceans that wrapped around Valkren shimmered in the moonlight, dark and vast, their surface only broken by the occasional burst of a skywhale diving back beneath the waves.

The world had never felt so open.

So perfect.

The festival streets of Caerost stretched out before them, alive with golden light and music that curled into the sky like ribbons of sound.

Rowen walked beside Cassian through the crowd, taking it all in. Stalls lined the pathways, overflowing with woven silks, handcrafted jewelry, and delicacies that sent rich, fragrant spices drifting through the air. Performers twisted and spun in the open plazas, their acrobatics defying gravity, enhanced by subtle stabilizer tech sewn into their costumes.

Children chased glowing wisps that flitted above the streets, laughing as they leaped and reached for the light. The city was drenched in celebration, a world of motion and joy, and Rowen felt it all settle into her bones like a familiar lullaby.

Nearby, a group of fire dancers spun glowing rods, their flames leaving bright trails in the night air. A pair of musicians played stringed instruments, their melodies weaving together in a lilting harmony that reminded Rowen of skywhale songs. It was a night that felt endless, a celebration untouched by worry.

As Rowen made her way through the crowd, she caught snippets of conversation—elders telling young ones stories of old sky battles, traders boasting about rare finds from distant floating isles, pilots bragging about their latest maneuvers through the storm corridors. It was a city that thrived on its people, their voices and dreams intertwined like the bridges that held it aloft.

At her family's pavilion, Selya Thrace, her aunt, watched over the gathering with a quiet authority. Laughter and warmth filled the air.

Rowen’s cousin Kieris tugged at her sleeve, wide-eyed. “Do you think the sea still remembers us?”

Rowen paused, considering the question.

And then—the lanterns flickered.

The skywhales had gone silent.

Rowen and Cassian turned their eyes toward the horizon, past the floating isles, past the festival’s glow. A shape loomed. A dark mass, unmoving, deeper than a shadow.

A sound followed. Deep. Alien. Wrong.

Then—movement. A tentacle, barely visible, shifting in the mist.

Cassian’s grip on his sky runner tightened. “Row... what the hell was that?”

Before she could answer, a skywhale erupted from the mist. It moved too fast, panicked, desperate. Its eyes locked onto Rowen, wide with something beyond fear.

Then—it stopped.

Something seized it from behind.

The great creature jerked midair, as if frozen in place, then was yanked back into the void.

Gone. No sound. No trace.

Only Rowen and Cassian had seen it.

And whatever had taken it... was still out there.

The lanterns overhead flickered again.

This time, Rowen knew it wasn’t just the wind.

A strange stillness settled over the festival, stretching longer than it should. The warmth of celebration still surrounded them—the hum of conversation, the laughter of children, the flickering glow of fire dancers—but something was off.

The air had shifted.

Rowen turned instinctively toward the open sky, searching for what—if anything—had changed.

The skywhales had gone silent.

A knot tightened in her chest. She hadn’t even realized how much their ever-present songs had been a backdrop to the world, a rhythmic pulse that made the sky feel alive. And now... nothing.

The usual hum of their distant calls was gone.

Cassian nudged her elbow. “You feel that?”

Rowen nodded, scanning the horizon. “Something’s off.”

Far beyond the festival lights, past the floating isles, past the city’s edge, a shape loomed.

At first, it was indistinct, just a darker void within the night, shifting against the backdrop of clouds. It drifted too steadily to be a storm cloud, yet too motionless to be a passing shadow.

A chill ran down her spine.

And then—as though sensing her gaze, the shape moved.

A deep, resonant sound echoed through the air—not a skywhale’s song, not the whisper of wind through the floating isles, but something lower. Guttural. Wrong.

Rowen’s breath hitched.

The floating isles beneath them shuddered just slightly.

The wind picked up again, but this time it was different—no longer the soft, warm current that carried the festival lanterns upward. It was cold. A sudden pressure drop that prickled against her skin.

She took a slow step back.

Cassian let out a nervous chuckle, though it lacked his usual confidence. “Okay, that’s weird.”

“We need to get a closer look,” Rowen said.

Cassian turned to her, frowning. “You’re serious?”

Rowen was already moving. “Something’s out there.”

Cassian hesitated, then sighed. “Damn it, you’re really doing this, aren’t you?”

Without another word, they sprinted toward the docking platforms. The sky runners—small, fast personal hovercraft—were docked nearby, sleek and agile machines designed for maneuvering between the floating isles.

Rowen swung onto hers, the stabilizers adjusting as she kicked it to life. The controls vibrated beneath her hands, a familiar rush of power humming at her fingertips.

Cassian followed suit, sighing. “This better not get us killed.”

Rowen gunned the throttle, and the two of them lifted off, gliding into the open sky.

As they drew closer to the shape, the darkness took form.

What they saw next... would change everything.

The wind was different now.

Rowen’s sky runner hummed beneath her, stabilizers adjusting as she veered toward the unknown. Cassian followed closely, their crafts gliding effortlessly through the crisp night air. The festival’s golden glow faded behind them, swallowed by distance, until only the dark expanse of the open sky remained.

Ahead, the shape loomed larger.

Not a storm. Not a shadow. Something else.

Rowen’s fingers tightened on the controls.

Cassian’s voice crackled over the comm-link. “Okay. I take it back. This was a bad idea.”

She ignored him.

The deeper they moved into the mist, the quieter the world became. The wind stilled. The hum of their engines seemed muffled. And the space around them felt heavy.

Then—movement.

Something long.

A tentacle.

It was barely visible against the darkness, a shifting silhouette—massive, slow, curling back into the void as though retreating. Or waiting.

Rowen’s chest tightened.

And then came the sound.

It was deep, not a roar, not a screech, but something resonant. A vibration that settled into her bones. It wasn’t just heard—it was felt. Like pressure on the air itself.

Cassian swore under his breath. “Row, that—what the hell is that?”

Rowen’s reply died in her throat.

Something burst from the mist below.

A skywhale.

But not in its usual, graceful ascent. This was wrong.

It breached the clouds too fast, too frantic, its enormous body twisting midair as if trying to escape. Its deep-set eyes were wide, panicked—more than that. Terrified.

And then—it stopped.

Instantly.

Its momentum was severed, its bulk jerked to a sudden, unnatural halt.

Something unseen had grabbed it.

Rowen saw its massive fins twitch, its body straining against whatever held it. But there was no resistance.

It turned its massive head toward her—locking eyes.

In that moment, Rowen felt it. A plea. A silent, primal horror.

Then—it was yanked back.

Vanishing.

Gone.

No resistance. No sound. No trace.

The sky was empty again.

Rowen’s hands trembled over the controls. The wind had picked up once more, the air pressure returning to normal. It was as if nothing had happened.

But she knew.

She had seen.

Cassian exhaled sharply over the comms. “Row...”

Rowen swallowed, her voice barely a whisper. “We have to get back.”

Neither of them looked back as they turned their crafts toward the festival lights.

Rowen and Cassian stared at each other.

No words.

Just wide, unblinking horror.

The wind howled softly around them, but the world felt unnaturally silent. Their breath came in sharp, uneven gasps. The sky was empty again, save for the lingering mist swirling below.

But it had been there.

They had seen.

And something—something alive—had seen them.

Cassian moved first.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t hesitate. He turned his sky runner back toward the city and gunned the throttle.

Rowen followed, snapping out of her daze, fingers tightening on the controls. The engines roared to life beneath them, stabilizers kicking in as they surged forward, streaking through the open sky at full speed.

They didn’t look at each other.

They didn’t speak.

But they kept looking back.

The festival’s golden lights were still far in the distance, and yet Rowen couldn’t shake the feeling that something was right behind them.

Her heart pounded. She risked a glance over her shoulder.

Nothing.

Just clouds and mist, drifting lazily in their wake. The night sky stretched out in perfect stillness.

But it didn’t feel still.

She turned back forward—then looked again.

Still nothing.

And yet—her instincts screamed otherwise.
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Cassian must have felt it too, because his grip on the controls was white-knuckled, his back stiff with tension. His head flicked toward her, eyes darting behind them for the third time.

Rowen's stomach twisted.

They weren’t being chased.

But what if it was just... waiting?

The city grew closer, its warmth welcoming but also unnerving.

Because no one else knew.

The festival was still alive with music, with light, with laughter. A world untouched by what had just happened.

A world still believing the sky was safe.

Rowen and Cassian flew straight past the festival pavilions, past the flickering lanterns, only slowing as they neared the docking tier. Their sky runners’ engines whined as they descended, stabilizers hissing as they touched down.

Rowen’s fingers felt numb.

She turned to Cassian.

He looked at her.

They had seen the same thing.

Neither of them spoke.

Neither of them could.

The wind tugged at her cropped hair. The sounds of the festival rang too normal, too real against the pounding in her skull.

Rowen swallowed hard. She had to say something.

But what did you even say after witnessing the impossible?

She exhaled sharply.

“We can’t tell anyone.”

Cassian didn’t argue.

He just nodded.

Because who would believe them?

And worse—what if it was still watching?

The festival had never felt so distant.

Rowen walked beside Cassian through the bustling streets, but the warmth of the celebration barely touched her. Her skin still felt cold, her mind replaying what she had seen over and over again. The sounds of laughter, the hum of music—it all felt muted, like she was hearing it through water.

Cassian wasn’t speaking either. He just walked, stiff, hands jammed deep in his flight jacket pockets.

The night had moved on.

But they hadn’t.

Rowen kept looking up. Every time she passed an opening in the high walkways, she glanced toward the sky, expecting to see something there. But there was nothing. The skywhales were still gone, their songs missing, leaving only empty space.

She could still feel it. That weight pressing on her chest.

She swallowed hard.

She couldn’t just pretend this hadn’t happened.

She needed someone to believe her.

Someone who would listen.

And she knew exactly who that was.

Cassian must have felt her shift in energy because he finally muttered, “I know that look. Where are we going?”

Rowen didn’t stop walking. “To find Kieris.”

Cassian groaned. “Oh, come on—your cousin? Seriously?”

Rowen shot him a sharp look. “Who else do you trust?”

Cassian exhaled and rubbed the back of his neck, avoiding eye contact. “Not many people, but still—Kieris is a kid.”

“She’s not a kid,” Rowen snapped. “She’s fifteen. And smarter than both of us combined.”

Cassian muttered something under his breath.

Rowen ignored it.

They wove through the crowd, making their way toward the family gathering where Kieris had been earlier. Rowen’s pulse picked up the closer they got. She didn’t know exactly what she was going to say, how to even start.

She just knew she had to.

She had to tell someone.

Because pretending it didn’t happen?

That wasn’t an option.

Rowen and Cassian moved through the festival streets, their steps slow, their minds still trapped in the sky.

The closer they got to the family gathering, the heavier Rowen’s thoughts became. She could still feel the cold pressure of the windless night, the weight of those unblinking eyes locked onto her.

She rubbed her arms as if trying to shake the sensation. It didn’t help.

Cassian stayed silent, but his energy was restless. He kept glancing around, rubbing the back of his neck, tapping his knuckles against his thigh like he needed something to do.

They weren’t okay.

And they weren’t going to be okay until they figured out what the hell they saw.

Finally, the festival lights flickered brighter, and the familiar smell of spiced fruit and roasted meat drifted toward them. The Thrace family pavilion was ahead, glowing with the warm, steady comfort of home.

Laughter echoed from the tables. Voices overlapped in conversation.

It all felt so normal.

Rowen’s stomach twisted. How could everything still feel so normal?

Cassian exhaled next to her. “This is a bad idea.”

Rowen didn’t reply.

Because it wasn’t.

It was the only idea.

Kieris was sitting cross-legged on one of the cushioned
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