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	1

	 

	The Veil

	 

	 

	 

	T


	he call came after midnight, for murderers never rest. Not even in other worlds.

	Avrianna snatched up her cell phone on the second ring. “Detective Heavenborn.”

	“Someone was killed at the Veil,” Chief Logan said.

	Avrianna sat up in bed. “I’m on my way.”

	With a jab of her finger, she ended the call.

	In her small closet, she tugged a pair of black slacks off a hanger. She yanked them on and then buttoned up a black, collared shirt with cuffs. After giving her teeth a fast scrub, she tied her silvery-blonde hair into a bun. On the way out the door, she grabbed her firearm, badge, and cuffs. Then she drove through the sleeping neighborhood and made her way to the heart of the city.

	The closer she got, the more the Veil became visible. The crystal arch rose high into the sky so that the peak was hidden by clouds. Inside the arch, an opal sheen moved like a waving flag. During the day, a line of cars to the right could be seen waiting to drive through it to Earth, and next to that, a flow of vehicles appeared as if from thin air, entering her world—New Vida.

	After dusk, authorities restricted access to the Veil on both sides. Now, law enforcement vehicles clogged the roads. Avrianna parked her car among them. 

	The officers securing the crime scene, and the guards who kept the Veil fortified at night, parted for her as if she had the plague. No, she wasn’t a carrier for a catastrophic disease. Nor could she cause death with a touch of the hand, or by breathing in their direction, or even with a look. That didn’t stop others from steering clear of her, however; for what they did know about her—knew to be fact—was enough to warrant the distance.

	Nearing the Veil, a humming sound met her ears. The air crackled with static electricity. No one knew how the Veil came to be, just that it had always been, like a sacred force. 

	Avrianna’s gaze swept across the ground, searching for the dead body. Except, there wasn’t one. Well, not all of one, anyway. A pair of black leather shoes and a set of ankles poked through the Veil. Whoever had been killed there, the rest of their body wasn’t even in her world.

	A middle-aged man with dark hair that reached the collar of his white Polo shirt stood a few feet away, staring at the feet and jotting notes in a pad. She joined him. “Hey, Chuck.” She put her hands on her hips and eyed the leather shoes. “So, is this the Wicked Witch of the East’s spouse?”

	Chuck looked at her with wide, blue eyes. “Did you make a joke?”

	Her lips quirked at the corners. “I’m not a robot. I can make jokes.”

	“I’ve never known it to happen.”

	She rolled her eyes.

	“Do you want to go through or shall I?” Chuck indicated the Veil.

	“I’ll go.”

	Chuck’s brows lowered. “Are you sure?”

	“Of course.” She waved off his concern. “They love me over there.” 

	“Right. I’m sure they’re getting out their party hats now.” He pointed to the uniformed men standing to the side. “I’ll question the guards here. Save me some cake.”

	She shot him a grin before moving closer to the Veil. A camera positioned outside the guard’s station pointed down at her. She took out her ID, flipped it open, and held it up to the camera. Then, with her other hand in the air, palm facing outward as if in surrender, she stepped through the Veil. The shimmering curtain of transcendental light tickled her skin. A gentle warmth caressed her. With one step, she transitioned from one world to the next as New Vida gave way to Earth. The city she left behind transformed into orange rock formations, shadowed in darkness. Her feet went from asphalt to dirt. Now, she stood in the Grand Canyon.

	And ten U.S. soldiers pointed automatic weapons. 

	With her hands still raised, she said, “I’m Detective Heavenborn of the Aurora Police Department, New Vida. I—”

	“They know who you are, Detective,” a voice called out.

	The soldiers parted for a blond man in a suit. They shifted so the man wasn’t in their line of fire, but they kept her in their sights. 

	“Who you are is exactly why they’re pointing their weapons. We know what you can do.”

	She smirked. You think you know what I can do.

	“I am here as a representative of New Vida to investigate this murder.” Her smile widened. “I come in peace.” When none of them moved, she tilted her head. “I’m going to lower my hands now.” Slowly, she brought her hands to her side to slip her ID into her pocket. 

	The soldiers surged forward.

	Avrianna froze. “Easy, boys. I’m just putting away my ID. My piece is on my other hip.” She eyed the detective, hoping for some level of cooperation.

	“It’s all right,” he told them. 

	The soldiers inched back, but not far enough.

	She finished tucking away her ID and lowered her arms to her sides. “And whom am I speaking to?”

	“Agent Asher. FBI.”

	Avrianna arched a brow. This was her first encounter with an FBI agent, and by the way this one was going, she hoped it’d be her last. “How would you like to proceed?”

	“About what?”

	She blinked. Surely an FBI agent couldn’t be that dense. “About the body.” She pointed at the ground by their feet. “That body.”

	They peered down at it. The victim wore tan slacks and a white button-up shirt that was half untucked from his waistband. His dark hair stuck up in multiple directions, as if he had raked his hands through his hair in frustration. A bullet hole in the middle of his forehead leaked a stream of blood. 

	Squaring his shoulders beneath his ironed and starched jacket, Agent Asher eyed Avrianna. “The US wants no part of this.”

	That didn’t surprise Avrianna. Murder at the Veil, on the American side, would lead to complications. They couldn’t let this get out, couldn’t let the states or other countries know it was unsafe at the Veil. They relied on the import/export business between worlds. And let’s not forget their nasty habit of sneaking their criminals through the Veil…right under New Vida’s nose. They were the reason why New Vida needed law enforcement and adapted their system with an ugly history to try to fight back against the onslaught of criminal activity.

	They hadn’t just colonized. They had corrupted.

	Avrianna glared at Agent Asher. “Most of the body is on your side. The body’s identifying features are on your side.”

	“But his feet are on yours.”

	Avrianna studied the body and the Veil that cut him off at the ankles. “That’s true enough, which is why New Vida would like the United States’ cooperation in this investigation.”

	“You don’t seem to understand, Detective. This man was shot on your side. If he hadn’t been so close to the Veil, he wouldn’t have fallen into ours. He was shot in the head, likely died instantly. Therefore, the murder took place in your world. This
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