
	Magic can entertain, but the magic of two people in love can cross dimensions, battle evil, and send it back to the depths whence it came from.

	 

	 

	High school graduate Paul Coleman’s life is anything but ordinary. It has been only a few months since he, Myrna Trillian, his girlfriend, and her father, Montague, an Elementalist/magician, destroyed a demon named Hekla that wanted Myrna for a purpose almost too diabolical to believe. Hekla had used the power of sound to kill Paul’s best friend, and her attack left Paul with very little ability to hear.

	Montague is now gone, having died in the final battle against Hekla. His last feat of magic was to open a portal to Vann, a water world, where Paul and Myrna now live. Paul is mostly deaf, and Myrna is totally deaf, having been born that way.

	However, things take a turn for the weird when Myrna suddenly starts hearing as a normal person would. She also exhibits the ability to open portals to other worlds as her late father did.

	Mystified by her sudden transformation, Paul needs to know more, and so does Myrna. They return to Earth and find it under attack by a group of winged demons from Hekla’s home world, Sithros.

	They also find that Monty has somehow been resurrected, and while trying to solve that riddle, they also have to fight against legions of winged aliens who think nothing of slaughtering millions. It will take everything the trio can come up with to fight against an alien horde that will stop at nothing to conquer—and destroy.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	Six months ago. Portland. Saxon’s Funeral Parlor... one PM, August seventeenth.

	 

	The viewing room in the funeral parlor was quiet and large enough for only around five people. Paneled in wood and quietly lit in order to give the attendees a sense of calm, perhaps, when saying goodbye to a loved one, I couldn’t find much in the way of peaceful feelings. My insides churned. Saying goodbye was never an easy thing to do, and in this case, it was doubly hard, not only for me but also for my girlfriend.

	As we walked up the steps to enter the funeral hall, a number of reporters had already shown up to snap our pictures and try to get an interview with Myrna. As the daughter of the late Master Fantastic, this was front-page news. I couldn’t hear anything but saw the lips of the reporters move. “How about an interview?” one of them mouthed.

	“Do you have anything to say?” asked another. “The public would like to read about this, Ms. Trillian.”

	And so it went. Myrna kept her head down and didn’t look at anyone as we walked inside. This was to be a private viewing, and besides Myrna and me, only one other person had shown up to pay his respects, Harry Landru, a fellow magician.

	Now she stood with me at the side of the coffin. It had been strategically placed in the center of the room. Her father, Montague Trillian, lay inside, his face peaceful. Harry knelt at the side of the coffin for a few moments, his mouth moved as if offering a prayer or perhaps he was just saying goodbye, and with a quick movement, he arose and turned to face us. “You two will be okay, won’t you?” he’d asked.

	“We’ll do our best,” I replied.

	Harry offered a friendly nod and exited stage right. I watched as he made his way out of the room and turned around to direct my gaze back to the coffin in order to view the body inside more closely. The undertaker had done a good job of hiding the scars and cuts, and Monty—he’d always asked me to call him Monty instead of by his full name—looked as if he were sleeping.

	The narrow and lined face with kindly features was peaceful in repose, his eyes, a deep green like Myrna’s, were closed, and part of me expected him to wake up any second, stretch, and get on with life... but I knew it wouldn’t happen. I’d only known him a short time—less than half a year—but in that time, he’d acted like a father to me.

	As I stood there, Myrna fought back tears and signed, What are you thinking about?

	There are too many things to count. It was hard for me to accept his death, and it had to be even harder on Myrna. My hand movements abruptly stopped as grief overwhelmed me. The two of us stood there, lost in grief. She cried silently while my mind went back to every single event which, when put together and sorted out, had brought us here today...

	 

	Cliff’s notes time, as the events were many and varied. Growing up in Portland, things had been normal for me. My parents died when I was very young, and I’d gone to live with my uncle Frank, a neglectful drunk. I learned to do for myself, taught myself home repairs, worked at a series of part-time jobs in order to get extra money, and learned self-reliance more than anything.

	Things were normal... up until one winter’s day during my final year in high school. Then my definition of what constituted normal changed forever. A portal formed in an alleyway where Rory Muldoon, my closest friend, was taking a leak. A monster stepped through that portal and attacked us. It used the power of sound as a weapon and blew Rory to bits. During the attack, I also lost most of my hearing as the creature’s sonic waves destroyed the nerves and structures of my inner ear.

	Naturally, no one believed me. Who would? I dealt with nightmares, cold sweats, and developed a psychological condition known as trypophobia, a fear of holes or, more precisely, a fear of what came out of them.

	In my case, the monster looked like a cross between a dragon and a dog and had long, leathery wings which opened up to reveal horrible parasites, parasites which screamed out an unearthly and unholy sound. They were the last sounds I’d ever clearly. “My name is Hekla,” it said, just after it had blown Rory apart.

	It came after me, but a portal opened up, sucked it back to wherever it had come from, and left me there, profoundly deaf and grieving over my ruined life and the loss of my closest friend.

	Adjusting to the changes took time—time and effort. Even with operations, my hearing never improved much, and although I was scared of totally losing my hearing one day, a person had to be proactive. My uncle didn’t care whether I lived or died, so I moved in with my aunt Lucy and her son, Willie, who lived in Tacoma and finished off the school year.

	A phone call shortly after I graduated changed things for me. My aunt answered it and turned to me, a stricken look on her face. “Your uncle just died.”

	I wanted to feel bad, but couldn’t. My uncle had never been nice to me, never shown me an ounce of affection, and now it was too late and too bad for everyone. With no money—the government took most of it—I moved back to Portland, learned sign language, worked at a series of part-time jobs, and in a stroke of luck, met Montague Trillian, also known as Master Fantastic.

	A famous magician who’d been born in England, he wasn’t an illusionist or someone who did card tricks or pulled rabbits out of hats. He was an elementalist which meant he had the ability to control the four elements of our planet. Think of water being shaped to form fountains, sand molded to make castles, and fire formed into spears and daggers and a whole lot more. In a word, he was awesome.

	Monty had a daughter, Myrna. She was also deaf, and he needed a teacher for her. Signing on with him didn’t take too much effort. I needed the money, he promised me a lot, but when I moved in with the Trillian’s, I soon found out why everyone called him Master Fantastic.

	“Come down to the basement,” he requested of me on the day I moved in.

	“Why?”

	“Just trust me.”

	He signaled to Myrna, and she, in turn, gestured for me to follow. At the bottom of the steps, I felt my jaw drop. A portal, white and glowing and about six feet high by three feet wide hung a few inches off the ground. Monty stood beside it, dressed in a tuxedo, top hat included, but no cane. “Shall we go, Paul?”

	“Go... where?” My voice came out in a hush.

	“Go where this takes us,” he’d answered and then offered a benevolent smile. “I’m a performer. If my talents can be appreciated elsewhere, then why not go?”

	Yeah, why not? Let’s join in the lunacy, and my whole conception of reality changed in less than a minute. Stepping through, in short order, we visited a sand world and then one made of water. The water world was called Vann, and to me, it seemed like paradise. It had warm weather, a series of lakes that hung in the sky by some process unknown, and more. I fell in love with the place at first sight and eventually fell in love with Myrna.

	Life seemed to be going well... and then like most things, it threw me a curve. First off, the monster that had attacked me and Rory decided to make a comeback. Doing a little digging, I found out some very unpleasant facts. In order, they were as follows.

	Hekla had come to Earth from a world called Sithros. A race of ugly shape-shifting monsters, she’d come to Earth once before courtesy of Monty’s mentor, a magician named James Ickenham, summoning her.

	Hekla and Monty had spent the night together years back, and the union had produced Myrna.

	It seemed Ickenham had made a deal with Hekla to learn its secrets. Never let facts get in the way of general confusion. Processing the real from the unreal took time.

	Once Hekla had come back and tried to drag Myrna off to its version of a very bad place, Monty interfered, and in the safe confines of his living room I’d asked him, “You mean Myrna is half... it?”

	He offered a slight nod and explained she’d shown no signs of earthly or unearthly power. “She’s my child. She needs help.”

	And so I helped him defeat the monster known as Hekla. In the battle, I’d lost what was left of my hearing, but it was a small price to pay for saving someone who meant everything to me...

	 

	Now we stood at the side of the coffin, looking at Monty. He’d given his life to protect us, and after the final battle with Hekla, as he lay dying he’d mumbled something like a prayer. We’d cried our hearts out as the people in charge took the coffin away to be buried in The Holy Wellspring cemetery, and once the coffin went into the ground, part of me went with him as well. That was it, I thought at the time. He’s gone, and so is the magic.

	Or so I thought. Like everything else, Master Fantastic had saved his biggest trick for last. At his house, after the lawyer had read through the will and after I’d had a chance to crash for a few hours, Myrna woke me up and asked me to come downstairs. Her fingers fluttered like moths near a flame. There’s something you have to see.

	Monty had always used the basement as an anchor point from which to come and go to the various worlds he visited. At the bottom of the stairs, I stopped as unreality once again came around to smack me in the face. A portal, white and glowing, hovered two yards in front of me, and my hands hesitatingly signed, Does that lead where I think it does?

	The smile on Myrna’s face told me everything I needed to know. Take a look.

	I did as she suggested. Poking my head through the doorway, the smell of fresh water smacked me in the face. “This is going to be awesome!” I yelled.

	Pulling my head out of the portal and turning to Myrna, I repeated my statement. She tossed a grin at me. Get packed, she signed.

	Once we tossed enough clothes and books into our suitcases for what was supposed to be a one-way trip, Myrna and I stepped through the gateway into our new lives. The Vannians met us, showed us to a place where we could stay, and things had gone perfectly...

	 


Chapter One: The here and the now

	 

	 

	Present day. Vann. Alien world. Deal with it.

	 

	Until now, that is.

	The hot sun beat down on us, sending its waves of heat as a welcome embrace rather than a cruel punishment. I stirred the water at the edge of the lake with my big toe, and then asked Myrna Trillian, my girlfriend, Are you okay?

	Rather than asking, I twisted my fingers to form the appropriate sign. We were both deaf, so sign language had to take the place of spoken words. Although she saw the sign, she didn’t reply. Instead, she kept her gaze focused on the water.

	Vann being a water world, there was quite a lot of it. We stood at the edge of the floating lake, one of many lakes on this new world of ours, and her lips moved quickly as she muttered a string of totally incomprehensible words.

	Not a ripple showed on the water. It remained flat and still and made it easy to see my reflection. It was also convenient, as there were no mirrors available here. The image of a young guy just past the age of nineteen with a mop of dark hair and gray eyes greeted me. The image had a stocky, muscular body clad only in a bathing suit. Average features completed the look.

	Next to my image was that of Myrna’s. Although she usually wore a bikini, today she was clad in a jade-green blouse and matching skirt.

	Tall and slender, toned to the max, with long black hair and flashing green eyes, she was a head-turner no matter where we went. We were the same age, roughly, and the Vannians, the inhabitants of this world, saw us as being an ideal couple.

	However, Myrna didn’t seem to be concerned with how she looked. Instead, she focused her attention on doing a series of hand movements that sliced the air and seemed to bend it to her whim and to her will. Call it shaping the ether or something within it, this was something only she could do, and no one did it better.

	Tossing a quick glance at the sky, a number of thoughts ran through my head. One, I had to be the luckiest guy around. Myrna and I had officially become a duo a few months ago, and we connected as closely as two people could connect. Every waking moment we spent together, and the nights... they were pretty intense as well.

	Personal feelings out of the way, my second thought always involved the weather. Today was hot like every other day had been before it. An intense sun shone overhead, and the multiple floating lakes of Vann, our second home, shimmered in the distance. I inhaled the pure, sweet air. Vann did have some industry, but apparently, pollution didn’t factor into the technology here.

	Third—and perhaps this was the coolest thing—the inhabitants of this planet were most helpful and friendly. A race of amphibious mer-people, humanoid from the waist up and with a single broad tail from the waist down, water was their natural element. Bluish-green skin and gills completed the picture.

	“Yes, I remember you, Paul Coleman,” their leader, Kaiso, had said to me when we’d first stepped through the portal six months ago. “Our world is yours to explore and enjoy.”

	Their version of helpful meant they’d set up a private room for us. They’d also allowed us to swim in their lakes, eat their food—which was nothing more than vegetables and fruit and who cared anyway as it tasted delicious—and share in their simple life which consisted of being at one with the beautiful water and weather.

	Portals—that was another mind-bender. They came due to my late mentor’s ability to create them as links between dimensions. It was as easy as stepping over a threshold. The cool thing was, once you stepped over, the portal itself—or so the theory went—automatically converted our thought processes to the world we entered. That’s how my mentor, Monty Trillian, Myrna’s father, no less, had explained it to me.

	At any rate, I ran through what had happened, and Kaiso hung on my every word. Tears formed at the edge of his eyes when he heard Monty, Myrna’s father and my mentor and surrogate father, had died.

	However, he’d quickly recovered his composure, brushed the water from his eyes, and took one of Myrna’s hands in his. “Your father was a great man,” he mouthed. “We shall never forget what he did for us. Our debt to him is incalculable. Please stay on our world for as long as you like.”

	“Thank you,” Myrna whispered. I’d echoed her sentiments, and our new life began the same day.

	A muscular middle-aged man-fish, Kaiso rested his arms on a smooth rock at the edge of the lake. We’d landed in Beteeyok—pronounced Beh-tee-yawk—the capital city of his world, and the area resembled an outdoor swimming pool with a concrete deck and steps that fed into the lake. A number of structures above and below the water served as meeting halls, work-places, and living quarters for the inhabitants.

	The Vannians were amphibious, but they preferred to breathe water and slept beneath the waves at night. Something about their metabolism allowed them to do so and while it should have freaked me out, over the past six months, I’d grown used to the strange and different. “Thank you,” I said to Kaiso. “I’m sorry, but I have to read your lips. My hearing is totally gone.”

	Sympathy shone in his eyes. A bright green—all the Vannians had green eyes—they mirrored Myrna’s, but whereas their green sparkled in the light, Myrna’s eyes were deep and cool, showing no emotion unless she wanted to. When she smiled, they lit up like flashing Christmas lights. When she was angry, they turned dark, an angry sea green, and became as cold and merciless as the ocean depths.

	She also couldn’t hear, but now a smile played around her lips, her eyes shone brilliantly in the sunlight, and they conveyed the proper emotion as did her hands.

	Kaiso signaled to one of his people to fetch something. The other fish man swam off and returned a few moments later with a rock, a faint pink color, and roughly the same shape as an ordinary seashell you’d find on the beach. He handed it to Kaiso, and in turn, Kaiso handed it to me. “Try it,” he urged.

	I remembered now. The rock had the ability to amplify sounds. But this wouldn’t work, would it? My hearing had been lost forever... or so I’d thought. Hesitatingly accepting the rock and placing it to my right ear... a few sounds came through.

	Some nerves still functioned. Although the sounds were faint, with a growing sense of hope, I pressed the rock more firmly against the side of my ear and... yes! “Thank you,” I said once more, and he beamed.

	“Use that if you wish,” Kaiso said, and I clearly heard a note of graciousness in his voice. “It is the least we can do for you in order to make your lives here ideal.”

	And up until today, pretty much every hour spent here had been ideal. Myrna and I both loved swimming. Myrna always kicked my butt even though she said—actually signed—it wasn’t all about winning.

	We’re here to have fun and just swim, she gestured, her fingers working quickly. However, a mischievous grin started to form on her face, her dark eyes flashed a combination danger signal and something which meant she’d been kidding—sort of—and after we got changed she tapped me on the shoulder. Are you ready?

	Myrna was not kidding about the race. Her body seemed tailor-made for the water, and she cut through it like a samurai sword through its opponent. In contrast, my body, stocky and compact and muscular, wasn’t totally suited to becoming the next Olympic hopeful, but I’d always held my own in the local pool or lake.

	C’mon, she signed while treading water. She’d just won the first race. I need a little competition.

	You’re on.

	Swimming my heart out didn’t matter. She kicked my ass the next three races in a row. After that, I ceded victory to her, and laughing, we climbed out of the lake and sat on the side, watching the local people frolic in the water.

	We’d spent our first few days here mainly going from floating lake to floating lake. They fed into each other by a series of waterfalls. We took the down waterfall to get to our next target, and when we wanted to return... we took an up waterfall and retraced our path back home. The Vannians used gravity in a way I couldn’t figure out. It didn’t matter. I didn’t have to understand it to accept it—and I did.

	In between races, we’d talked with the locals, walked around the shores of each lake, and ended up sleeping in each other’s arms on a soft couch under the stars. The weather cooperated by being perfect, steady heat and sunshine and no rain, and we wanted nothing in return.

	Both of us felt the world was ours, our future would be whatever we made it, and nothing could or ever would change it. Myrna and I were totally into each other, signing our thoughts and impressions and emotions in rapid-fire twists of our wrists and fingers. In turn, the locals seemed amused at the way we communicated with each other.

	“Why is it that you use your hands in such a manner?” one of them asked. I had the hearing rock pressed against my ear, and from the tone in his voice, he didn’t sound mean or sarcastic. He simply wanted to know.

	“We’re deaf,” Myrna said by way of explanation. “We can’t hear sounds like you do.”

	Being the good hosts they were, the Vannians accordingly slowed down their speech in order for us to understand them. They were a really cool group of people and gave us all the privacy we needed and shared their gifts freely.

	Unfortunately, all things had to change even though you didn’t want them to. The months passed, we went on with our lives, and nothing seemed out of the ordinary until two days ago when Myrna decided to grow all cold on me.

	It wasn’t as if she’d shown any signs. It just happened. She’d abruptly refused to talk, use sign language, or show any other indication she wanted to communicate. At night, she curled up on the bed in a tight ball, allowed me to put my arm around her waist, but nothing more. Being with her in the physical sense was cool, but it wasn’t the only reason I’d fallen in love with her.

	No, it had to do with her inner self. She possessed a certain quality which said I can handle it on my own. I don’t need anyone’s help to do anything. It wasn’t stubbornness, not really. In her, I sensed a strong streak of independence and it overcame any physical limitations she had.

	Like me, she was deaf. Only I’d lost my hearing through an accident which really wasn’t an accident. It was Hekla’s doing. Ultrahigh sonic waves could do a tremendous amount of damage to a person. I was unfortunate enough to have been that person.

	In Myrna’s case, though, she’d been born without any eardrums. It was a rare condition, but it did happen. According to her late father, she could have undergone a series of operations to try and build a tympanum and cochlea, but the experts had given him no guarantee. She grew up learning how to read lips and using sign language, and that was how we communicated for the most part although she could talk when she wanted to.

	 

	Now, my mind snapped back from my trip down memory lane, and I focused my gaze on my girlfriend who stood at the edge of the lake, muttering something. Naturally, I couldn’t hear what she said and cursed myself for not bringing the hearing rock with me. Reading her lips didn’t help. She wasn’t speaking English. It wasn’t like any language I’d had experience with.

	As the sun continued to shine overhead, a faint breeze caressed her long black hair, and the whole scene seemed sort of surreal. Half of me wanted to get to the bottom of her gibberish, but the other half said cool it, leave her alone.

	I went with the latter suggestion. So she didn’t want to go swimming, so what? I ran back to our living quarters, threw on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt, grabbed the hearing rock and hustled over to her, watching her mouth move and seeing her vocal chords swell with the effort of speaking.

	A memory stirred, one of her father muttering and shaping the air to his whims. He’d done that when he wanted to open a portal to another world, but Myrna hadn’t been born with that ability. She was bright, more intelligent than most, but intelligence had very little connection to innate ability.

	So what in the hell was going on here? Hesitantly, I tapped her on the shoulder. Tapping a deaf person isn’t particularly polite, but short of waving a hand in their face—which I considered even ruder—there was no other way to get their attention. She turned to me, a deep and somewhat mysterious look in her eyes. Are you okay? I ask-signed.

	Myrna broke off doing whatever it was she’d been doing, and turned around, her eyes flashing an angry green. “I was practicing, Paul,” she said.

	Practicing what?

	Her eyes then went blank. “I... don’t know,” she said softly. As if in a trance, she pivoted gracefully around to face the lake again, and the pattern resumed, this time somewhat faster.

	Weird... since when did she get into practicing? Fine, give her some space, and I walked away to sit on a chair. However, a thought entered my head that made me bolt to my feet.

	She’d spoken to me, not gestured—spoken. Even with my impaired ability to differentiate sounds, to me it sounded normal.

	Curiosity now turned to high—I walked over to ask her about it. In another I-can’t-believe-this moment, she turned around. Had she heard my footsteps? No, it couldn’t be possible!

	A smile flitted across her face. “Your feet made splashing noises,” she said.

	Her response made me stop in my tracks. “Myrna, what’s going on here? Are you okay? I mean, you’re talking, right?”

	Myrna gave a short quick nod, but instead of answering me, her fingers twisted and turned and conveyed her thoughts in a flurry of action. I’m just fine, Paul. But this is something I have to do.

	Her answer confused me. What do you have to do? What are you doing now?

	Watch.

	She turned away, and her arms started to move in a circular pattern as if shaping the air, splitting it apart, and forcing it open to reveal... what? The movements got faster, surer, and they reminded me very much of her father.

	Now her arms moved even faster in a whirling, Mobius-like pattern, and along with the motion was her way of speaking, something low and in a language I didn’t know. Speaking in tongues, doing the impossible, and...

	The air parted as if an invisible knife had cleaved it in two. An oval of white light formed, and Myrna swiveled to face me with a peculiar smile of satisfaction on her face. “You know what this is, don’t you?”

	Oh, god, she’d spoken, and not in her usual voice, a voice of lisps and one which was somewhat high and squeaky. She had a pronounced British accent, much like her father’s. It was as though she’d never been deaf a day in her life! “Say something, Paul. You’re freaking me out.”

	“You... you’re talking. And you can hear, can’t you?”

	A grin the size of the sun greeted me. “Yeah, I can.”

	Oh man, this couldn’t be happening! The hearing rock fell from my fingers. While I was trying to figure out how to respond, she jerked her thumb at the portal. “Well, come on. Do you need an invitation?”

	 


Chapter Two: Home again

	 

	 

	Captain Obvious moment, and I tried to slow my thudding heart. Shock had a way of doing that. Just when you thought you knew someone...

	“You can talk?”

	“Yeah, I can talk.” Myrna seemed surprised and flashed a pleased and somewhat cocky grin. “And I can hear, too.” She abruptly hugged me and let out a whoop of total joy. “I can hear!”

	That was good news, but how? “When... I mean, how can you hear? You were born without any hearing organs. That’s what your father told me.”

	He disengaged herself from my grasp, and her shoulders moved up and down in an offhand shrug. “I don’t know. I just woke up one morning and... heard things. And then something in me said you can do it and I started practicing the way my father did and...”Her voice died away, and as she gestured to the portal her smile faded and her air of confidence seemed to fade with it. Her voice sank to a whisper, one filled with uncertainty and perhaps a bit of fear. “What’s happening to me?”

	“You’re asking me?” I didn’t have a clue. As I pointed to the gateway, the inevitable question arose. “Where does that lead?”

	“I don’t know.”

	Taking the initiative, I poked my head through the door and saw a familiar place. “It’s the basement in your house.”

	“Then let’s go in.”

	Quickly pivoting around, a few of the Vannians had already gotten up and were swimming in our direction. They loved to race with us even though they could swim approximately three times as fast as a human. It seemed pretty rude to just up and leave like this. “Shouldn’t we say goodbye to the people here?” I asked. “I mean—”

	“There isn’t time,” Myrna said. “I don’t know how long the portal can stay open.”

	She took my hand, and we went through the doorway together. Once inside, the portal closed up behind us. The place looked the same as it always had—a room large enough to house a combination washer-dryer, a full-length mirror, Monty’s tuxedos which hung on a rack, bowls filled with sand which he used to practice with, and my weight set which Monty had graciously shipped over from my old house in Portland after he’d bought it.

	Making a quick check, a fine coating of dust covered everything. The air smelled musty and stale. However, another odor lingered, something my nose couldn’t figure out. Whatever it was, it smelled bad.

	Myrna also sniffed the air, her nostrils flared, and she covered her nose with one hand. “It stinks in here!”

	Attempting to get over the idea of her being able to hear and speak, I asked the most obvious question around. “Uh, Myrna, are you sure you’re all right?”

	With a slight shrug of her shoulders to signify nothing was wrong, she pointed to the steps. “That’s the second time you asked me. I’m fine. Let’s have a look around.”

	Going upstairs and into the kitchen, nothing looked very different except for the obligatory coating of dust on the furniture and floor. One of the windows had been broken, but outside of that, nothing else seemed to be damaged. It was dark there, and Myrna flicked the light switch on the wall. It didn’t work, and she put her face close to mine in order to let me read her lips. “What’s going on?” she mouthed.

	“I don’t know. Let’s keep checking.”

	The second floor was in the same undusted condition, but this time, every single window had been shattered as if a robber had decided to go all psychotic on the glass. Funny thing, though, like the kitchen, nothing was missing. I picked my way in and out of each room, and finding no clues, went downstairs again, an uneasy feeling forming in the pit of my stomach.

	Sneaking a quick glance outside, I noticed dusk had fallen, and it was cold. We’d left here in August, so now it had to be February. Myrna shivered and signed she was going upstairs to grab a sweater. I’ll get one for you, too.

	Be careful of the glass, I warned. It’s everywhere.

	After she left, I took a closer look at the living room. The television set was there, but it didn’t work. Duh, without electricity, of course it didn’t. Near the windowsill, shards of glass lay everywhere, and a harsh early-winter wind blew in through the openings.

	Someone had obviously tried a break-in on a very large scale. Doing a visual sweep in order to find out some kind of clue, the faint outline of footprints on the floor appeared in an irregular pattern on the living room carpet along with smears of what looked like...

	A tap on my shoulder interrupted my investigation and startled me into turning around. The immediate thought of never tap someone on the shoulder when they’re concentrating ran through my mind, but when you’re deaf, sometimes only a tap or a nudge will do in order to get your attention. “What is it?” I asked.

	Myrna held out a sweater and signed, Get warm. She wore a streamlined white sweater, and as I struggled into mine, she walked over to where the stains were and pointed at them. “Is this blood?”

	It could have been, but blood was red. Even with the passage of time and exposure to the air, it looked green instead of reddish-black as dried blood usually did. Nothing on Earth had green blood... and in a sudden flashback I recalled the one thing that did. Myrna’s mouth hung open in shock. It seemed as though she’d been thinking the same thing.

	“They’re back,” I said aloud.

	They’d returned, the monsters from Sithros. It had to be them. As my
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