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Book Description

Meriam Blanc and Nathalie Landry fly for the US Air Force and are at war against the global monster phenomenon known as Leviathan: massive creatures that have risen from the sea to sweep destruction across the land. After a mission to test a new weapon reveals the Leviathan laying eggs by the thousands, Meriam and Nathalie are sent under water. If these new Tesla weapons can destroy the creatures before the surface, maybe humanity has a chance.
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The Test of the Judgment

Myriam Blanc didn’t do boats. She was a proud member of the United States Air Force stationed on the incredible flying airship, the Intrepid Condor. She flew a biplane named Sunbird with her mute co-pilot Nathalie Landry. They fought leviathan from the skies, dropping death from above.

They did not climb voluntarily into long, gleaming pearl white submarines.

Because Myriam didn’t do boats. She didn’t like how they closed around her, too much like a metal coffin sinking into the water. She hated that the dark depths of the ocean cut them off from radio contact with shore. And she certainly wasn’t going to forgive Nathalie for walking confidently up the gangplank, her bag over her shoulder and one duffel full of top secret tech in each hand, leaving Myriam alone on the dock with her fears.

The marina was hush-quiet. Water slurped against the dock and the sub, sucking and gulping like a creature with too many mouths ready to eat anything that fell in. It was too early even for the seagulls, who still had their orange bills tucked into their white and gray feathers, huddled close to each other on the far end of the dock.

In the distance, a confusing forest of swaying masts rocked against a horizon that hadn’t even blushed pink yet.

Myriam shivered, and it wasn’t from the cold.

Nathalie clapped her hands at the top of the plank for Myriam’s attention. She signed, “You making me do this alone?”

“Oh, I have a choice?” Myriam asked. “Yeah, put me back on the Condor.”

Nathalie called her a rude name and turned away, picking up her bags and marching to a hatch in the top of the gleaming ship.

The sub was imposing. It stretched over a hundred and seventy meters nose to tail, which Myriam was told was impressive, and could stay out at sea for almost six months fully crewed. But two of them could probably fit in the Condor’s port flight bay with a little wiggle room and the Condor hadn’t touched land since it first launched over five years ago. Myriam was terrified, but she wasn’t impressed.

Nathalie clapped at her again from the hatch at the peak of the vessel. “If you ask nice, maybe they’ll show you the engines,” she signed.

Myriam took several steps up the plank before she could stop herself. Nathalie smiled knowingly and vanished inside the boat. Myriam scowled, irritated that she was so predictable.

But the engines on this thing were probably a work of art.

She kept that thought firmly in mind as she forced herself to the top of the plank and then down the rungs of the hatch into the belly of the beast.

The early morning gloom was replaced with artificial, glaring light. Sound echoed strangely and Myriam swore the pressure on her ears changed.

She already wanted to vomit.

Myriam held the promise of an engine inspection ahead of her like a carrot on a stick. She just needed to get this bag down to whatever holding cell would serve as their berth for the next two weeks—Myriam almost lost her breakfast right then—and then she could lose herself in the beautiful, probably chrome, workings of the business-end of the machine.

It was just a machine. Like a big biplane.

It had a propeller and everything.

And the ocean was just like flying in the sky.

A deep, dark, silent sky that could crush everyone.

This was fine.

Nathalie’s grinning face popped out of a room and she signed, “I get the top bunk!” before vanishing again. The sound of her duffel being thrown greeted Myriam at the door.

The room was half the size of their four-person berth on the Condor… and it still held four people, somehow. Myriam wasn’t prone to hanging out in their room on the Condor—there were planes to fix—but even that room felt narrow. This was downright cramped.

Nathalie standing in the center took up all the available space. Three of the four bunks, two on each side, had already been claimed. Duffel bags sat on each one. Myriam passed Nathalie her own bag.

“We need to find… engineering, I guess. Whoever is in charge of weapons,” Myriam said. “Did they give you a map for this place?”

Nathalie waved her hand as if to say, how hard could it be?

Myriam hefted the first of the remaining two bags and realized the skinny hall was blocked. Someone so tall they had to duck under each of the bulkhead dividers approached, their shoulders wide enough to take up the hall by themselves.

How did anyone move around on this boat?

Myriam tried to squeeze into the bunk room just to empty the hallway, but the newcomer paused at the doorway instead and peered inside. Their dark hair fell into their eyes like it hadn’t been cut in a while and they wore civilian clothes: light-washed jeans and a pale button-down shirt.

Myriam kept forgetting this wasn’t a military vessel.

“Can we help you?” she finally asked.

“Sorry,” they said, “my name is Lu Jia. You’re the two from the air force, right?”

Nathalie waved and signed her name.

Before Myriam could translate, Jia greeted her back in both sign and speech, their hands flowing easily. “Oh! Are you deaf?”

“Mute,” Nathalie signed. “But you’re neither?”

“I’m a CODA,” Jai said, finger-spelling the acronym, “Grew up signing before I started speaking.”

Myriam shot a confused look at Nathalie. CODA?

“Child of Deaf Adult,” she clarified. Then to Jia, “You expected us. Do you know where we should set up to work?”

“I think you’re with me,” they said, casually signing one handed as they flagged someone down in the cramped hall. “But we can check with the XO. She’s here now to make sure you’re settled in.”

The woman who leaned into the doorway next was just as tall as Jia, with tightly curled black hair, dark skin, and a sharp eye. She wore a more formal uniform in blue that Myriam guessed was similar to the current Navy style. “It’s not luxury accommodation, so don’t expect room service.”

The tone in her voice made Myriam stand at attention and Nathalie stiffened next to her. If the XO wasn’t former enlisted, Myriam would eat her flight jacket. She hoped the XO was at least a fair officer.

Jia couldn’t match the serious expression and they snickered, immediately apologizing for ruining the XO’s fun.

The XO smiled warmly and it transformed her whole face. Her eyes twinkled. “Stop that,” she said about their stance. “I’m Jasmine. You can call me XO. Jia here is your point of contact for this trip and they’ll come to me if necessary. We do have extra pillows, blankets, and toiletries. If you need anything, let Jia know and we’ll do our best. We’re running less than half crew for this so the boat’s pretty overstocked.”

Nathalie relaxed easily. It took Myriam another breath to let the tension go.

“I think we’re set,” Nathalie signed. “Point us to the torpedoes.”

“I was promised a look at the engines!” Myriam said.

“This way,” Jia laughed, “And watch your step on these bulkhead doors.”

***

Lu Jia had to duck under, step over, and pivot through every single bulkhead door, which left Myriam wondering why they chose to work on a submarine. At least she didn’t have to duck and squeeze through every doorway every ten meters, she just hopped over the rim.

And the further along they traveled inside, the more similarities Myriam found to the airship Condor. No square inch of interior space was wasted and otherwise blank walls had painted directions pointing this way or that to help navigation. Follow the blue arrow to the mess, yellow arrow with stripes to the engine room. Green arrow with chevrons to medical.

Jia led them to engineering, a skinny room offset from the engines themselves. A bank of computers filled the wall space, a handful of screens at one end already scrolling through data. Several small crab-like machines had been disassembled on the thin slice of workbench, their wires spilling like guts in a tangle. Jia carefully cradled one machine—wires and all—into a box on the floor so Nathalie had room for her duffel.

She held onto it, instead signing to Jia. “The torpedoes?”

“Yeah,” they said, pointing at a computer. “We’ve got targeting control and launch over here, and some diagnostics here.”

Myriam laughed. “No, we need to see the warheads themselves. We’re modifying them for testing.”

Jia’s face paled a bit and they grimaced. “I do my best work in code, not… bombs,” they said, “but you’ll find them down one level underneath us. Ladder is just here,” they pointed to the right of the doorway.

Myriam and Nathalie shouldered their bags and climbed deeper into the belly of the boat.

They descended into the largest room Myriam had seen yet. Large enough for her to stretch her arms and then some. It spanned the full width of the submarine with four torpedo ports on each side. Six pointed forward, two pointed back. In the center, several long torpedoes were racked in pyramids.

Myriam set her duffel next to Nathalie’s on an open workbench and approached the weapons. They gleamed under the light, stainless steel and polished. Someone had drawn a toothy smile with white chalk on the bulb head of the top-stacked torpedo. The name CHOMP in bold letters written down the side.

A speaker overhead crackled to life and the XO’s formal tones filled the air. “This is final boarding call for the Judgement. If you’ve left anything on shore, now’s the time to call the control room and beg for forgiveness. We splash in exactly five minutes.”

Myriam traded a look with Nathalie. Definitely not a military vessel.

Technically they weren’t even on a military mission. In fact, this was more of a punishment than anything. Because Nathalie couldn’t stand being shoved around like a chess piece in a war and Myriam refused to let her go down alone. And when two women pissed off a man in power, well
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