
  
    
      
    
  


		
			Dark Truths

			Synopsis

			Jade Murphy thinks her undead life is going great until her ex-girlfriend and vampire maker barges back into her life with a simple heist in mind. Just like the old days, except in the old days, Jade didn’t have a human partner who doesn’t know she’s a vampire. She can keep Beth from learning her secret, keep her ex from learning about Beth, and keep them both from realizing Beth’s latent magical talent, no problem. But when the heist goes horribly wrong, all bets are off, and every secret is at risk.

			Can Jade keep everyone happy and safe, or will her life turn into the vampire version of Humpty Dumpty when it all comes tumbling down?

			Too many secrets make for a tangled fucking mess, Jade...
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Chapter One

			Freezers are heavy for humans. For a hundred-and-fifty-year-old vampire, I could have carried it up the flight of stairs in less time than it took my neighbor, Brian Fitzpatrick, to complain about the weight. I could definitely do it in less time than it took me and Beth Jennsen, my hot firefighter date (partner? were we at partner level now?), to get it up the narrow staircase. And I certainly would have caused fewer dings in the worn, floral-patterned wallpaper lining the hallway into Brian’s apartment.

			The life and times of being a modern-day vampire though. I couldn’t just do things the easy way. So I grunted at all the right places, huffed when I didn’t need to, and made my slow way up the staircase and around the bend on the second story that led to Brian’s apartment door.

			“Okay. Put it down for a second,” he said. “I have to unlock the door.”

			We could have handled that before all the fake huffing and puffing up the stairs, but it gave me a moment to enjoy the view of Beth, with their sweat-glistened, pale cheeks and long blond hair damped down by the rain and unseasonable warmth of mid-March in Boston. 

			They glanced back at me, leaning against the wall. “It’s not polite to stare.”

			“Like it bothers you,” I said with a grin.

			They grinned back, showing off their one dimpled cheek. “Maybe not. You could at least break out in a sweat, though.”

			Yeah. Sweat required real effort, and hoisting a fridge wouldn’t cause that for me. On the plus side, I knew my tightly curled black mohawk wouldn’t suffer from the effort, nor would I have sweat trickling down my brown cheeks to match the sweat dripping down Brian’s pale ones. 

			Perks of the undead, I say.

			Brian unlocked his door and stepped inside his apartment to shuffle something out of the way. Really, he was a nice guy for a human but disorganized to the extreme. He popped his head back out the door, his receding brown hairline visible as he bent down to reattach mover straps around his waist. Beth stepped back in place into their set of straps, and I took up my position next to them, pretending not to lift too much, but really lifting most of it for our side. Beth smelled of baby powder, and I inhaled deeply. It was a quirk of theirs, and I loved it.

			After another few minutes of shuffling forward, we maneuvered the new freezer into his back storage room adjacent to his spartan parlor. I thought I had minimal furniture in my apartment upstairs from him, but all he had was one black recliner and a couple of drab-green camp chairs facing a massive flat-screen TV. 

			“Thanks,” he said, leaning over his new freezer to catch his breath. “Couldn’t have gotten this up here without you two.” 

			Brian spent the next few minutes fiddling with the power cord.

			“Are you sure this will fit?” Beth asked.

			It did look like a tight squeeze between the new dryer he’d had my help dragging up the stairs two weeks ago and the door frame to this tiny room. 

			“It’ll fit,” he said with a smile and a tap at the tape measure hanging from his belt. “All measured up.”

			He stepped to the front. “Give me a hand pushing it into place?”

			I shoved more like a vampire than a human, and it slammed against the back wall. “Sorry.”

			“You’re stronger than you look!” he said.

			“I work out a lot.” Yeah. Maybe I needed to do a better job of keeping my strength down to human level, Still, he didn’t take any other notice, and Beth had gotten used to my occasional bouts of strength beyond what anyone would consider normal for my size. 

			I stepped out of the tiny room and wandered back into his parlor. I remembered this apartment from its earlier tenant, and Brian had definitely spruced up the place. He’d stripped off old wallpaper and repainted the parlor and kitchen. He also had a wood crucifix hung in each room. Brian worked for the Catholic diocese in Boston, so it was a good bet they were all blessed as well. I didn’t anticipate him spearing me with one of them, but I kept a wary eye on them anyway. I couldn’t say for sure how many blessed crosses or stakes had to be jabbed into my vampire body to kill me, but they would eventually be fatal. Killing a vampire took real effort and ingenuity. We’re remarkably fire-retardant, and sunlight might make us sick, but not fatally so. Creativity in the form of massive explosions, woodchippers, or being stuffed into the path of a combine harvester works. Also, blessed items like holy water and crosses cause real damage. 

			I ran my hand along the wide archway separating two rooms to take my mind off the ever-present crosses. “Did you redo the woodwork here?” I asked.

			He popped his head out of the storage room. “Yeah. I plan on tackling the kitchen next.”

			I joined Beth in the kitchen but wouldn’t take the remaining seat at the table. I hated this part of Brian’s apartment. Not because of the Formica table and chairs I knew he inherited from the old tenant, but because I’d killed that old tenant in a fit of rage, right there by the fridge Brian opened and leaned into.

			He straightened up. “Up for a beer?”

			I felt rather than saw Beth flinch. They assumed my frequent bouts with headaches and dry heaves in the daytime came from a drinking problem. I preferred that excuse to the real reason—sun sickness. Vampires and sunlight don’t mix. We don’t combust like you see in the movies, but we do get sick from direct sunlight, and it’s just easier to limit our activities to nighttime. 

			 “No, thanks. I have Coke upstairs if you want to come up,” I said.

			“Oh, right,” he said, apologizing, “No beer. Coke sounds great.”

			I’d be happy to get out of Brian’s apartment. Nice guy, but a few too many crosses on the walls. Better safe than sorry, right?

			* * *

			I’d gotten used to having people in my apartment since I started dating Beth. I even kept it clean. Sort of. My bedroom hid most of my usual clutter, including a new box of clay supplies. It was a less-than-appealing place for romance, so anything, ahem, serious happened at Beth’s apartment. That made it easier for me to slip out before dawn and prevent Beth from seeing me dry-heave from sun sickness. With increasing daylight hours in spring and summer, it was getting harder and harder to hide that malady.

			Problem for another day, Jade.

			Beth tapped me on the shoulder. “Sodas?”

			“Oh, right.” Me and my wandering mind. I pulled out three Cokes from the fridge and handed one to them and another to Brian. My kitchen table had seen more activity in the past few months than it had in years. I even kept more food in the fridge and a reasonably stocked pantry of snacks. Not that I needed them, but even vampires enjoy snacking now and then, and it just seemed polite to have human food around. My own food I kept in the form of medical blood bags in a mini fridge hidden in my recliner in the parlor. My vampire pal Keri kept me well-stocked. She hadn’t charged me for them in months, not since I helped her escape from a stalker.

			I pulled a couple of glasses out from the cabinet and handed them to Beth.

			Brian stood up from petting my brown-and-white pit-bull mix, Pooch, who adored him. He swung my cabinet door open and shut. “Your hinges are loose. Got a screwdriver?”

			I opened a drawer by the sink and handed him one. Beth raised an eyebrow, but even they were used to his constant need to fix things. A minute later, he handed me back the screwdriver, my cabinet door hinges finally up to his standard.

			“Sorry,” I said, pushing my current ceramics work in progress to the back of the kitchen table.

			“I’m proud of you, breaking into a new career.” Beth leaned over to study it. “It’s… interesting. Keri can sell this?”

			I smiled at Beth’s encouragement, even though they’d admitted to not really getting modern art, as they called it. “She will, once I finish one. She’s coming over tonight to pick up a couple of my older pieces. She thinks she already has a buyer for them.” After suffering blood psychosis and not showing up for work for three days, I’d lost my warehouse job a couple of months ago. “If they sell, maybe I can stop
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