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Dedication

	 

	Pink Moon Books for publishing We Know the Truth, Do You? An Anthology to Celebrate the Raid. And…I suppose the “raid on Area 51” itself that was all over social media in 2019. If that hadn’t happened, a bunch of authors wouldn’t have wanted to put together an anthology about Area 51, and I wouldn’t have written a story to be included while healing from surgery. Cosmic Killer comes from that story.

	 

	 

	 


 

	Content Warning

	 

	Blood

	Crime Scene

	Corpse (investigative work)

	Guns

	Murder (off page)

	Strong Language

	 

	There’s always the chance of more triggers that are specific from reader to reader, so take care, dear reader. 


 

	 

	1

	 

	Rookie

	 

	 

	Six Years Ago

	 

	 

	E


	very rookie is eventually called to the scene of someone’s murder, and it’s not something they ever forget.

	Avrianna parked her marked car in front of two-story home with a picket fence. The mailbox’s red flag was sticking up, waiting to attract the mailperson so its contents could be sent off. Along the road and driveway, the lawn was edged to perfection. A child’s bike lay on its side in the grass. She took in all these details on her way to the door. And more. Details that not many people would pick up on, like the brown mark on the house’s stucco where a wasp nest had once been, the faded chalk stick family on the concrete, a yellow golf ball nestled in red mulch beneath a patch of daffodils, blending in with fallen yellow petals. 

	Ever since Avrianna was a child, she’d learned to notice what others didn’t, what others would overlook or ignore. She had to. Deciphering what could be a threat became a necessity early on when people wanted to hurt her—experiment, torture, taunt. And she needed to know what was safe. What could be used as a weapon? Pretty much anything. Even that yellow golf ball would be lethal in her hands. A mind like that helped her with her job as an officer for the Aurora Police Department in New Vida, a planet lightyears from earth but joined to earth by a portal acting like an umbilical cord. The Veil, discovered in the Grand Canyon, was how New Vida’s existence became known, how New Vida became exploited, how New Vida was now a place that required law enforcement. 

	On her way to the front door, Avrianna walked alone. She didn’t have a partner, as all rookies usually did. No one had wanted to be saddled with a freak who could burst into green flames and melt metal with her hands. Officers had protested against her hiring. Several quit. But because of her outstanding scores and record, she was given the opportunity to join the force and try to help her home. Except she had to do it alone. 

	Fine. She preferred it that way. She certainly didn’t need anyone to protect her.

	In her starched unfirm, with her badge on her chest and her firearm at her hip, she knocked on the white door. It opened to a man wearing gray sweatpants and white sleeveless shirt with a shaved head. Tears reflected in his brown eyes, but even through those tears, Avrianna detected a shift upon seeing her. His eyelids twitched. His jaw flexed. 

	“They sent you? Is this a joke? My wife was murdered in our bed and they sent not only a rookie but a cast out among her own?”

	She wouldn’t let this man’s words get to her; she had 

	a job to do. “Are you Dee Underhill?”

	“I am.”

	“And you found your wife, Sally Underhill?”

	“I did.”

	“May I come in?”

	He scanned her from her silvery-blonde hair slicked into a neat bun to her shined black boots. No, he wasn’t objecting to her appearance. Just to her. 

	“I’m here to help. Let me do my job.”

	He sighed and widened the door for her to enter.

	As she passed him, she caught the smell of antibacterial soap. Her gaze flicked down to his hands. Clean. Trimmed nails. A silver wedding band. She activated her powers for the briefest of moments, using her vision like a microscope and blacklight at once. Droplets of water along the silver band from freshly washed hands. 

	Dee hadn’t noticed the use of her powers.

	She looked toward the living room. Schoolwork lay on the coffee table with the name Chadwick Underhill scrawled across the top.

	Next to the door stood a white dresser with family portraits chronicling a child’s growth. In each photo, Dee towered next to a woman with blonde hair, who sat in a chair. First, she held their son on her lap, but soon he became too big and he took the place on the other side of her, mimicking dad. Beside the most recent photo was a bundle of keys.

	“How old is your son?”

	“Twelve.”

	“Is he home?”

	“Sleeping over at a friend's house.”

	For the better.

	“Is your bedroom upstairs?”

	He started toward the stairs.

	“Sir, I need you to stay downstairs. I need to preserve the crime scene.”

	“I’ve already been in the bedroom.”

	“And possibly had contaminated it.” Or changed it in some other way that’d impact their investigation. She couldn’t allow him to do more. “Stay downstairs.”

	“She’s dead!”

	His shout made her jerk.

	“What the fuck do you expect to do now, huh? She’s dead! You’re too late.”

	She shook her head. “No, I’m not.”

	He stared.

	“I’m not too late to find out who did this. I’m too late to bring her justice. I’m just in time. Now you need to let me do my job. Please stay downstairs.”

	Tears leaked from his eyes, and he lifted his hand, indicating for her to go on. 

	“Which room is it?”

	“Second on the right.” His voice was choked. 

	As he turned away, he swiped a lone tear from his cheek.

	Being careful to walk in a straight line and not touch anything, she made her way up the stairs. First, she passed one room on the right. A peak inside revealed an office. A room on the left was set up as a guest room. 

	The second door to the right was open. She glanced toward the door directly across from it where light poured out—a bathroom. The sink basin was wet from recent use, and a bottle of orange antibacterial soap sat beside the faucet. It’s smell still scented the air, the same 

	scent she’d detected on Dee. A suit jacket and pants hung 

	on a hanger on the door.

	Dee had told dispatch that he’d come home and found his wife dead in their bed. Except, he was in clothing meant for relaxation and sleep, his suit already off, his hands washed. That didn’t indicate he’d come home and found his wife immediately. He’d had time. Time to change. Time to clean up. Possibly time to kill. Time to ruin evidence.

	She peered farther down the hall at a door with a sign posted on it announcing the owner of that room belonged to one individual and one individual alone—Chadwick. A boy who’d just lost his mother and didn’t even know it yet.

	She stepped into the second bedroom on the right and flinched to a stop.

	Sally was sprawled out on one side of the bed with her throat slit. Blood soaked her pillow and the bed beneath her shoulders. 

	“Fuck.” 

	There was no doubt about it; Sally was dead. Murdered.

	Avrianna lifted her radio and asked dispatch to send crime scene right away.

	After getting confirmation, she walked, one foot in front of the other, to the side of the bed to get a closer look. The slit in Sally’s throat didn’t run from ear to ear but sliced through a few inches below her chin. That wound told Avrianna two things. One, the killer hadn’t stood where she’d stood in order to take Sally’s life, because if they had, they would’ve had a better reach and that line would’ve stretched farther. And two, the killer had been on top of her, possibly holding her down, 

	limiting their range of motion.

	Her gaze shifted lower.

	Sally wore a red nightgown. One strap was pulled down below her right breast. The hem was bunched around her hips, exposing her. 

	The bed next to Sally was rumpled. The pillow angled, the bedsheet folded back. Someone had very clearly been on that side of the bed.

	Avrianna called upon her powers. Her eyes warmed, and bright green light lit up the room. Using her powers, she scanned Sally from head to foot and paused when she noticed what she’d feared—streaks of semen on the inside of her thighs. 

	She sucked in a breath and snapped off her powers. 

	Someone’d had sex with Sally moments before she’d been murdered.

	Maybe even moments before they’d killed her themselves.

	Dee claimed to have only arrived.

	Arrived and found his wife dead.

	More disturbingly, Sally’s eyes were wide open. She’d looked her killer in the eye. She didn’t appear to have fought. Her body was in a relaxed position, likely sedate from the sex she’d engaged in. The bed didn’t appear thrashed in, except perhaps from the throes of passion. Even her hair appeared mussed from sex and not danger. She hadn’t felt threatened, revealing the possibility that the person who she’d had sex with had ended her life, maybe right after she’d come. Had he kissed her before he’d done it? Had he still been inside her? Details Avrianna hoped she’d never now.

	Turning carefully, she followed her footsteps back to the foot of the bed. From there, she searched the room. Another suit—jacket and pants—lay in a rumpled heap on the opposite side of the bed from Sally, presumably Dee’s side. She approached the clothing and squatted down to examine the jacket’s visible tag. A custom-made suit with Dee’s name stitched on the inside. The pants’ legs were stretched out on the carpet. Perhaps discarded by Dee in a rush to make love with his wife.

	A peek in the master bathroom showed an uncapped bottle of perfume. Used to entice her husband to spend some time with her in bed after a long day at work?

	Avrianna stepped back out into the hall and paused at the threshold to the guest bathroom. The tag on the inside of the jacket was visible and identical to the one on the floor in the bedroom. Another custom-made suit for the man of the house.

	Downstairs, she found Dee sitting on the couch, clasping his hands. “Mr. Underhill, can you describe to me what you did when you got home?”

	He ran his hands over his face. “Unlocked the door, put my keys down”—he pointed toward
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