
        
            
                
            
        

    Chapter One
 
IT
WAS
so hot you could stick a chicken in the trunk of your car and two hours later it would be parboiled to perfection. I would have passed out from the heat, but the mere thought of having to pick myself up off the ground later was too much to bear. A few moments before, I had peeled off my shirt. Now I was seriously considering ripping off my baggy cargo shorts too. Sweat burned my eyes. I took a moment to wipe my brow with a sodden forearm, which did no good whatsoever. With a monumental sigh, I took a firmer grip on the shovel and proceeded to dig the goddamn grave a little deeper.
And while I was at it, I thought I might as well make the hole a bit longer too. The last visitor who’d discovered our little corner of paradise had been a tall sucker. He had probably been a real hunk back in the good old days. Not now, of course. Now he was just ugly. And tall and beefy and smelly and cranky and harder to kill because of his size. Just my luck. If left to rot beside the front porch where I had knocked his brains out earlier with a claw hammer, he would have stunk up the place in no time flat. Especially in this heat.
I don’t know why we couldn’t have our lives threatened by a nice midget now and then. Or a third-grader. Or maybe some feeble ninety-two-year-old grandmother with a walker. But no. All our homicidal visitors looked like lumberjacks. Even the girly visitors were brawny and mean. Back before the world went to shit, those girly visitors must have been cranky motorcycle chicks with leather boots and spiky hairdos, who never got laid because they were just too damned ugly, which I suppose would go a long way toward explaining their nasty attitudes now that they were, for all intents and purposes, as dead as mackerels.
I use the word “visitors” loosely, you understand. It’s just I have a real hard time admitting, even now, after the past two months of dealing with them, that what I had just banged on the head with a hammer on the front porch—rather like driving home a railroad spike—and was now trying to bury underneath the front lawn before it started to reek to high heaven, was actually a fucking zombie. One of thousands. Maybe millions. In the city. In the country. In the world. Yep. You heard me. Zombies. Just like in those annoying old horror movies. Only now they had climbed down off the silver screen and were trying to kill us in real life. And that was really annoying, don’t think it wasn’t.
Actually, when I use the word “zombies” to describe these murderous poopheads, it is more of a euphemism than anything else. They aren’t real zombies, you understand. They didn’t claw their way up out of the grave. And they don’t infect you when they bite you either. The world hasn’t gone that screwy. No, these are just people. Sort of. People who used to be our friends and neighbors. Like the guy down the street who mows his grass every Saturday whether it needs it or not, or the florist on the corner who always waves hello when you walk by, or your kid’s first-grade teacher who says she’s sorry she stood your kid in a corner for two hours but good lord that kid’s annoying. People like that. Just ordinary people. But now, of course—well, now, they’re something else.
I should also add that when I use the word “dead” to describe these creatures, that is pretty much a euphemism too. Don’t ask me what it’s a euphemism for. Because these guys sure as hell aren’t alive. They just aren’t quite dead either.
But boy, are they mean. And driven. We assume they’re trying to kill us so they can eat us, but thank God that theory hasn’t been tested yet. If I could have my druthers, I’d rather not test it.
I suppose I should introduce myself. My name is Charlie Pickett. That good looking guy lying over there in the hammock, as naked as a jaybird and acting like he’s asleep, is Bobby. Bobby Greene. Bobby’s my lover. We’ve been lovers for about three years now. And a happy three years it was, too, until a couple of months ago when the zombies started showing up.
And it isn’t only zombie people Bobby and I have to worry about now. When I say the world went to shit, I mean the whole
planet. Now there are zombie bugs and zombie Chihuahuas and zombie grizzly bears and zombie cows and zombies of every size and shape and species imaginable. And if that isn’t enough, we have to deal with the screwy weather. One day it’s freezing, the next day it’s a scorcher, the day after is one continuous lightning storm, and the day after that there’s a tornado whizzing past your head. Jeez, you never know how to dress in the morning. Or what will be trying to kill you before the day is over.
I suppose you’re wondering why Bobby and I aren’t zombies ourselves. Well now, there you have me. Bobby and I have talked this over countless times in the past two months. It seems to us that if God was going to push the reset button and start all over from scratch to repopulate the world with people a little more in line with His own sensibilities—in other words, nice people, as opposed to the bungholes and politicians he had been filling it up with lately—to our way of thinking, surely God would plan ahead and not try to repopulate the joint with a couple of gay guys like me and Bobby. You see what I’m saying? Admittedly, we’re nice enough and all that, but there’s not much chance of building up a new world order with homosexuals, seeing as how homosexuals can’t breed. Not with each other, at any rate. Although, God knows we try often enough.
Plus, as far as we know, Bobby and I are the only two people left standing. We are, in toto, the only non-zombie beings we have seen. Can you believe that? We used to be known as gay people, Bobby and I, but now I guess we’re just people. Or survivors. Or remnants of a civilization. I don’t much care for the sound of that. Anyway, there’s not much need for labels when it’s just you and your lover and a couple of million zombies running around.
Here’s what happened.
A couple of months ago, we woke up one morning in each other’s arms, just like we normally do. Bobby and I have always been snuggly sleepers. We were jarred awake by the screeching of a car alarm outside our two-bedroom San Diego apartment. That car alarm just went on and on and on. Finally, after an exasperating twenty minutes of trying to stuff our pillows in our ears, we tugged on some clothes and stumbled outside to investigate. And lo and behold, that’s when we discovered we were the only two people left. Anywhere. The streets were empty. No hum of traffic or lawn mowers, no rumbling of skateboards, no distant thumping of car radios pounding out rap or golden oldies. Nothing.
And while we were standing on the street corner rubbing our eyes and wondering where everybody had gone, the power went out. What was silent before, except for that damned car alarm screeching across the neighborhood, had become dead silent. Stone silent. And then, five seconds after the power went out, the car alarm stopped screaming.
We’ve not heard another sound since that moment from another living soul that we did not make ourselves.
There had been some talk about massive sunspots before the day of the car alarm, but we’re not sure if that was the cause for everyone disappearing or not. Don’t see how it could be, really. Suffice it to say, they were simply gone. Vanished. Every single person, everywhere. And no bodies were left behind.
Bobby and I were alone. And with no electricity, no TV, no radio, no telephones, no traffic noises, no milling throngs of humanity rushing off to work on that eerie Tuesday morning, the silence was absolutely deafening. And creepy.
But enough about God unplugging and depopulating the world.
In the meantime, the goddamn grave still needed digging, and since it was my turn to dig and bury and Bobby’s turn to nap and look sexy, here I was still slaving away with the blasted shovel and occasionally leering at Bobby’s gorgeous nakedness over there in the hammock. He knew I was watching too. He had his strong, bare legs splayed wide and an arm dangling over the side of the hammock, exposing one beautiful fuzzy armpit and a neatly muscled bicep. He was trailing his fingers back and forth in the grass as he lazily swung there in the nonexistent breeze. Every now and then, I was almost sure I could see one of Bobby’s eyes peek open just to make sure I was watching. When he thought I might be, he nonchalantly readjusted his dick as if by accident. But it was no accident. And if he didn’t stop it soon, I was going to start mistaking the shovel handle for my own dick. One was getting to be just about as hard as the other, if you get my drift, and since it isn’t exactly rocket science, I’m sure you do.
It was late afternoon. Maybe four o’clock or so. Since it was summer, and this was California, the sun was still high in the sky. High and hot. Hotter than usual, of course, since the world had taken a screwy turn for the worse as far as weather went too. I figure the temperature was at about 110. It was humid as hell because two days ago it was snowing. That’s right. Snowing. In San Diego. And as of this morning, the blazing sun began turning that snow into steam. For a while you could actually hear it sizzling on the street like bacon grease popping in a red-hot skillet. Digging the grave, and simmering in my own juices, I was starting to feel like that parboiled chicken I mentioned earlier.
Bobby had a full-fledged hard-on now. He was watching me from the hammock and idly stroking himself at the same time, one hand gripping his cock, the other hand tucked behind his head. He was smiling, no longer feigning sleep. Now he just looked mischievous. God, he was gorgeous.
“Need some help?” he called out.
“No,” I said, rubbing my own crotch now. I loosened my belt and eased my shorts down past my knees, watching Bobby all the while I did it just to see what his reaction would be. The open air felt wonderful rustling the hair on my balls, almost like one of Bobby’s gentle caresses. Or the way it felt when he nuzzled me there with his nose. “But it looks like you might need some assistance,” I added with a smile.
I gave my thickening dick a good shake and a nice long stroke, just to make it stand up proud. Bobby whistled softly. “Bring that over here into the shade where I can get at it,” he said.
Then I managed to get a grip on something besides myself. Namely, the situation. I reluctantly tugged my shorts back up and tucked Charlie Junior away for another time. Charlie Junior wasn’t happy about it either, I don’t mind telling you. Neither was I.
“Let me get this Neanderthal underground first. He’s already starting to stink up the place.”
Bobby gave a monumental sigh and dropped his dick too. Being the gentleman that he is, he hauled his ass up out of that hammock and came over to help. He was still stark naked, of course, and he was still a beauty to look at, don’t think he wasn’t, but to be honest, I didn’t mind putting off sex for a while if it meant I would get some help planting this latest visitor. I did take a moment to bend over and give Bobby’s boner a gentle squeeze and a kiss on the top of its firm little head, just by way of saying hello. The crystal drop of precome glistening there tasted delicious. Bobby heaved up a pretty big moan of discontent when I stopped what I was doing, but it was planting season, dammit. There was work to be done. So after we got the sex out of our heads, we went back to grave digging.
After ten minutes of shoveling and sweating and bitching about the heat, our hard-ons were history.
When the grave was at a satisfactory depth and width and length, we each took a leg of you-know-who, dragged our visitor to the edge of the hole, and with our naked feet, tipped the bastard in. He landed flat on his back with a thud that sounded pretty doggone eternal, if you know what I mean. Yessir. He was home for good. The creep.
It took Bobby and me another thirty minutes to cover the guy up. When we were finished, we were just about done in. We flung our shovels across the lawn and headed for the backyard of this magnificent San Diego property we’d commandeered a few weeks earlier, and which must have cost several mil back in the days when that stuff mattered.
Behind the mansion was an Olympic-size pool. Since Bobby was still naked, all I had to do was drop my cargo shorts to put myself in the same condition, and hand-in-hand, we cannonballed into the deep end of the pool with a humongous splash. The water was damn near hot from the sun, but still it felt fabulous.
For the first time that day, I came to the conclusion that maybe I wouldn’t really die of heatstroke, after all.
The pool had not been cleaned for quite a while, since there was no longer electricity anywhere in the city, or pool boys either, for that matter. Not live ones, anyway. As I floated there in the still water, splashing leaves away from my face, Bobby swam up behind me and pulled me into his arms. He nibbled at the back of my neck while his hands reached around to stroke my stomach. His fingers traveled a wee bit south and twiddled with my pubic hair as I tilted my head back to nuzzle his cheek.
“I love you,” he said into my ear, and with a giggle, he pulled me beneath the surface.
“Glug, glug, glug, glug,” I answered, trying not to drown.
We laughed and roughhoused and grappled with each other as we spun around in circles beneath the water, first him on top, then me on top, then him again, then me, like a couple of frenzied crocodiles rolling over and over, tenderizing their dinner. Arms and legs flailing, Bobby’s naked body felt wonderful squirming next to mine. His arms strong. His flesh hot and firm and heavenly.
The water was glorious. Our hard-ons came back to life in about six heartbeats. It was great being twenty-five and being in love and being perpetually horny. I was pretty sure Bobby felt the same way, since he was also twenty-five. God knows he was perpetually horny. Even with the world fizzling out around us, nothing could have been finer than being naked and in love on this steamy California evening.
Well, that and the fact we weren’t zombies. That was pretty much a plus too.
I wondered how long we would be able to keep it that way.
 
 
BEFORE that disastrous Tuesday morning when everything changed, I was a waiter at Mr. A’s, an upscale restaurant perched atop a high-rise office building just up the hill from downtown San Diego. Mr. A’s had a reputation for offering its customers a resplendent view of the city and an even greater reputation for overcharging them to the hilt for the opportunity to take advantage of said view. The joint was a bastion of snootiness: the food exquisite, the service spectacular, the prices astronomical, and as if all that wasn’t pissy enough, you couldn’t get in without a tie. If you don’t mind my saying so, being a waiter there was rather a plum job. I made more in tips in a year than a cousin of mine who lives in Kansas City made teaching school. Of course, she’s probably dead now. Or zombified. Who knows? Anyway, as I was saying, I had a good job and I was perfectly satisfied with my measly little existence. Being happily entrenched in a loving relationship with Bobby played no small part in that satisfaction.
Bobby was considerably less enamored of his own place in the business world than I was with mine. On that eventful Tuesday morning when God took the world and stood it on its head, Bobby was earning his keep by holding down two jobs. Neither job was what you would call stellar. He was a dog walker in the evening and a San Diego Zoo snack bar clerk during the day. As he continually pointed out in his sweetly self-deprecating way, he was not exactly on the fast track to having his mug plastered across the cover of CEO Magazine. But even with all that, I think I can safely say he was, on the whole, satisfied with his life. And I like to think being happily entrenched in a loving relationship with me played no small part in that satisfaction.
Simply put, we were nuts about each other.
If I had any lingering doubts about that belief, the feel of Bobby’s stiff dick whapping me in the leg as we wrestled around in the pool and washed away the day’s miseries would have pretty well cleared it up. And if even that wasn’t enough to demonstrate the fact that we loved each other, the stiff he helped me plant in the front yard was surely more than enough to prove it. Bobby didn’t have to help me at all, you know. I had the watch. It was my turn to do the grunt work of slaughtering zombies and sticking them underground if one should happen along. Bobby just lent a hand because he loves me. That thought made my heart swell up. Rather like my dick at the moment. Only bigger, of course. And with less drippage.
Bobby and I were a team. Period. We had been a team before the world fell apart, and we were even more of a team now. As a matter of fact, now we were the only team.
Ain’t love grand?
 
 
IN
REPOSE, when he’s sleeping or pretending to sleep, Bobby looks a bit like a very young and very innocent Brad Pitt. In other words, handsome and sexy as hell. Blue-eyed. Trim, athletic body. Gorgeous round ass. Strong, fuzzy legs. Not much hair on the upper body, aside from a little trail of peach fuzz that travels down from his belly button until it’s lost in a swirl of blond pubic hair that surrounds a substantial, and remarkably lovely and uncut, piece of man meat. Well, you know. You had a glimpse of it earlier, when he was stroking it in the hammock. Nice, huh?
Currently Bobby’s sun-lightened hair was too long and usually dangled in his eyes. I didn’t mind. I loved the way it made him look. Wind-blown and perfect. Like a god. Of course, Bobby continually bitched that his locks could be so much more casually poofed if we just had electricity for five minutes a day. Lord, he missed his blow dryer.
As for myself, I’m afraid I’m a little less than godlike. Still, I’m not exactly disgusting to look at. A head taller than Bobby, I have the slim build of a long-distance runner. Long legs. Lean torso. In fact, up until about two months ago, I used to jog religiously. But that was back when the world expected that sort of thing from young gay males. Nowadays, I just dig graves to stay in shape. Or run for my life. Works like a charm too. Both of them.
My hair is dark, my eyes are brown, my skin is a little darker than Bobby’s. My body is almost hairless, except for a healthy patch of pubic hair surrounding my dick, which, in case you’re wondering, is neatly circumcised. Bobby tells me I resemble Brendan Fraser. Back when there was a Brendan Fraser. In fact, last year for a Halloween party, I donned a teeny loincloth and running shoes, while Bobby slipped into a pair of baggy blue jeans, and nothing else, after decorating himself with a few clever dabs of makeup to simulate scrapes and contusions and a horrendous black eye. He was portraying good old Brad in Fight Club, you see, and I was Brendan Fraser in George of the Jungle. We made quite the couple that night. Walked off with “Most Original Costumes” and “Most Adorable Couple.” Later, with his head under my loincloth and his blue jeans flung across a shower rod in our host’s upstairs bathroom, we had a vigorous and most memorable bout of celebratory sex. Aah. Fond memories all around.
God, I love movies. Or used to. It’s one of the things I miss most about living without electricity. Bobby misses his blow dryer, and I miss my DVD player. I also miss the cappuccino machine in the Starbucks around the corner from where we used to live. But don’t get me started on that. We did try hooking up a gas-powered generator shortly after the world went dark, but since neither of us is mechanically inclined, we damn near blew ourselves up. Now, rather than trying to make electricity, we just bitch about not having it. We’re healthier for it too. But I mustn’t complain. At least I still have Bobby. And even without movies and poofy hair and four-dollar shots of caffeine, Bobby and I still have sex. Every chance we get, in fact.
Rather like this very moment.
Our hands were all over each other as we splashed around in the pool.
You would think after I had just murdered and buried someone (or something) I wouldn’t be in the mood for fooling around. It’s a funny thing. Weeks ago, after about the third or fourth time we took a hammer to a visitor’s head, Bobby and I both agreed it didn’t bother us at all. We looked on it as taking out the trash. Only with a bit more violence and a lot more stress and mess.
I stopped thinking about visitors when Bobby hoisted me into the air and plopped me down on the edge of the pool with my legs still dangling in the water. Bobby floated there between my knees, stroking my thighs and hugging my ass and burrowing his nose into my crotch. My cock was poking straight up like a fence post and bonking him in the head, and Bobby was under it licking and nibbling away at my nuts. My toes curled and I started trembling in anticipation. God, Bobby was a good boy.
He smiled when he felt me trembling, and with one hand reaching up to caress my chest, he gripped my rigid cock with his other hand and tilted it toward his mouth. In less time than it takes to tell about it, my dick was totally enveloped by those satiny lips, his hot tongue stroking and circling and teasing me, as the heat of his mouth carried me away to that place where all you can do is close your eyes and pray the sensations will never stop.
Bobby stared up into my face as he savored my dick, grinning at my look of ecstasy, tweaking my nipples now and then or bringing his free hand down to cup my swollen balls. His legs clamped onto one of mine like a vise and he started humping away at my shin under the water.
I steered his mouth back over my dick and lay back onto the apron of the pool, my hips moving to the rhythm of his lips circling me, sucking me, taking me closer and closer to climax with every passing second and every worshipping stroke. I knew I should be reciprocating, but God, I was in such heaven I couldn’t move. Except for my dick and my hips. They were moving plenty.
Bobby was still humping my leg and I was getting that “uh-oh, I’m getting close” feeling, when Bobby let out a gasp, and even under the water I could feel his hot come shooting across my leg.
That’s all it took.
My own come erupted out of me like a spray of fireworks, splattering Bobby’s throat, ricocheting off the roof of his mouth, slipping and sliding down his gullet. He pulled away for a moment to take a desperate breath of air and my come spurted across his face and into his hair. He laughed and brought his mouth back down to finish the job properly.
My hips were arched, my butt cheeks so tightly clamped together, I thought I’d get a muscle cramp and be crippled for life, or else a diamond was going to pop out of my ass, one or the other, and as the last drops of semen shot from my cock and into that heavenly hot receptacle, which was still eagerly and hungrily sucking away for all it was worth, I gave a final thrust upward and collapsed back with a groan of contentment onto the hot concrete.
Bobby gently played his hands across my stomach as his mouth continued to taste and suckle and coax until I could feel my cock soften and slide from between his lips. With a sigh of contentment, Bobby pushed his nose into my groin and just lay there like that, floating in the water between my legs. He still gave my shin an occasional hump as he continued to breathe in the scent of me, still relishing the taste of my come inside his mouth, still letting that secretive little smile twist the corners of his mouth.
I knew from long experience this was Bobby’s favorite part of sex. The aftermath. The gentle unwinding. The snuggling and savoring of juices. The remembering.
I reached down to stroke his hair as he buried his nose between my balls.
He kissed me there. Sweetly. Like you might kiss a favorite aunt on the cheek. Then Bobby’s tongue came out and licked away an errant drop of come. You usually don’t do that to aunts. Favorites or otherwise. At least not in my family. Back when I had a family.
When the sun began to pound down on us a bit more cruelly than either of us liked, Bobby pulled his face out of my crotch and looked up across the expanse of my tummy and chest and asked with a contented sigh, “You ready for dinner?”
I touched his cheek and was about to say “Sure,” when we were suddenly interrupted by what sounded like a snarling, spitting, slavering creature from hell. Don’t you hate those? Bobby and I jumped about two feet straight up into the air. The damn thing came at us like a Mack truck, barreling through the backdoor from somewhere inside the house. Its toenails clattered madly on the wooden deck, then changed to a higher clattery pitch when they hit the concrete surrounding the pool. From there, the animal leapt into the air and headed straight for us, slobbers flying every which way, a thin trail of runny poop squirting out its back end with every bark and growl and snap and snarl. Yuk. Suddenly I wasn’t so hot on the dinner idea. Assuming we lived that long.
God only knows where the beast came from. We had been in the mansion for two weeks and, trust me, if we had noticed any slavering hounds from hell lingering in the cupboards or under the stairs, we would have vacated the joint before now.
Of course, this wasn’t your typical hound from hell. In fact, for all the enthusiasm it was demonstrating, it was actually a pretty pathetic example. Seeing as how it was so cute and all. Or probably was once. It had been (in life) a French poodle. And a small French poodle, at that. A white one. There was still a tinge of pink about its haunches where the mistress (or gay-as-hell master) had had the unfortunate animal dipped in food coloring, or whatever the hell it is rich people use to humiliate their poor beasts and turn them various colors of the rainbow. A pink bow was still knotted between its ears. It hung there bloodied and limp. A rhinestone collar dangled around the animal’s neck with colored gems that glimmered and sparkled in the sunlight. Under its chin, the sparklies spelled out the word MIMI.
Funny. Except for the remnants of red toenail polish and that stupid collar and that pathetically filthy bow, she didn’t look like a Mimi. Her eyeballs were bloodshot, with goop running down from the corners like you see on dogs that have one foot in the grave and the other three on banana peels. Her coat was matted with globs of some sort of vile substance, like maybe she had been rolling around in the refuse pile at the local butcher shop and feeding on the intestinal rejects.
My first instinct was to laugh. But that didn’t last long.
What Mimi lacked in size, she more than made up for in attitude. And she did seem to have an inordinate number of pointy yellow teeth snapping away in that cute little homicidal face, so I thought it prudent to scurry back into the pool with Bobby to get away from the creature.
Bobby and I dogpaddled into deeper water, safely away from the edge. And we didn’t dawdle about it either.
“It’s just one thing after another, isn’t it?” Bobby wryly commented. “Now insane poodles are trying to kill us.” His eyes were still bright and his cheeks still flushed from sex. Or maybe it was from Mimi’s sudden, heart-stopping appearance. Who the hell knew?
“Should I kill it?” I asked.
Bobby looked at me like a palm tree had just sprouted out of my forehead. “Well, of course you should kill it! I’ll wait here. Do hurry.”
Hmm. I looked down at myself drifting there in the water, naked, soaking wet, and about as unarmed as a person can get. And it wasn’t the first time I had found myself in this predicament.
“How many times have I told you, Robert Randolph Greene, we need to get ourselves a gun?”
Bobby groaned as he treaded water, like I had already mentioned this a thousand times before, which indeed I had. “I hate guns,” he declared, also for the thousandth time. “One of us will end up accidentally shooting himself in the foot, then he’ll die a slow miserable death from blood poisoning because there aren’t any doctors around, in case you hadn’t noticed, and then the other one will be left all alone in a world full of fucking zombies. Is that what you want?”
I felt the urge to get huffy. “Well, compared to the possibility of being eaten by a zombie-ass poodle, getting shot in the foot doesn’t actually sound so bad. At least it’s butch!”
“Butch smutch. What if I’m the one who gets shot and you end up having to masturbate all by your lonesome for the rest of your life because I’m not there to carry the weary load?” He stuck his face into my neck and cooed apologetically, “Not that I mind carrying that weary load, precious.” Then he looked me in the eye again and nailed me with a steely glare. If we hadn’t been floundering in the water, he would probably have been impatiently tapping his foot with his fists stuck on his hips like Mrs. Butterworth. Did I mention that Bobby is a wee bit effeminate at times? “Well, Charles Millburn Pickett?” he annoyingly persisted. “How would you like that? Solo sex for the rest of your life! And no more blow jobs!”
I tried not to grin. “Okay. You’ve proved your point. And please don’t use my middle name again. You promised you wouldn’t, you know.”
He tried to look contrite, but it wasn’t very convincing. “Sorry. Forgot.”
I gazed across the water at Mimi, spitting and snarling and pooping and shaking her bling and looking like she was about to dive headfirst into the pool like a pissed-off Greg Louganis throwing an Olympic-sized fruit snit. “So how do we kill this bitch? I’d like to get out of the pool sometime today. I’m starting to prune.”
Bobby rolled his eyes. “God, it’s always something with you. Help me dig this grave. I want a gun. I’m starting to prune. Don’t stop, I’m going to come.” Here he relented. “Well, okay. I begged for that last one.”
“You sure did.” I smiled and felt a stirring in my crotch. Boy, that didn’t take long.
It seemed awfully quiet all of a sudden. I tried to push sex out of my mind as I looked over once again at the demon dog. Mimi seemed to have lost her train of thought. She was sitting at the edge of the pool licking her snatch. With all the horrible stuff that had been shooting out of her back end, from a health perspective at least, she should have probably rethought that urge. On the other hand, she was already dead. What’s it going to do—kill her?
“If you had saved an arm from that guy you buried earlier, or a foot, we could have used it to play fetch, and while Mimi was fetching the body part, we could have made a run for the house.”
“Sorry. Didn’t think. I’ll saw something off the next one.”
Bobby tsked. “You always say that, but you never do.”
Mimi gave herself a good shake and stopped licking her zombified twat long enough to look around and see where she was. She appeared to have forgotten. Zombies are pretty stupid. All of them. Bugs, people, pussycats, dogs. Bobby and I had noticed that right off the bat. It didn’t make killing them any easier, but it did make outwitting them a breeze. Even for us. And we weren’t exactly Mensa material.
Finally, Mimi’s gaze drifted out across the pool to where our two heads were poking up out of the water. She took in the sight of us, blinked, squirted another bit of crap onto the edge of the pool as sort of an afterthought, and dove right in after us. As she sailed through the air, her ugly yellow teeth were snapping like those wind-up dentures kids play with. Snap-snap-snap-snap. A no-nonsense snarl rumbled like thunder in her throat. She seemed to have regained her sense of purpose. It’s always disheartening when zombies do that.
Bobby and I were halfway to the other side of the pool before Mimi hit the water. And we didn’t get there with any sense of panache either. Nothing like terror to get your ass moving.
We scrambled over the edge of the pool, screaming like little girls, water flying everywhere, dicks and assholes pointing off in every direction imaginable, bare feet slapping the flagstones as we hightailed it to the house hand in hand.
We flew through the patio doors, slammed them shut behind us, and turned to see what had happened to our tormentor.
The pool was empty.
All that was left of Mimi, the demon poodle from hell, was a trail of little wet doggy footprints heading off toward the cabana.
“She’s had a stressful day,” Bobby commented. “Maybe she’s off to browse a gay romance novel while nursing a banana daiquiri and unwinding in the Jacuzzi. Girls love that shit.”
“Hope she drowns,” I said.
Bobby tsked again. “Well, my goodness, aren’t you the grump today.”


Chapter Two
 
AFTER two months of being alone on this suddenly miserable planet, Bobby and I had established a pretty good routine for obtaining foodstuffs and other necessities. Or as we liked to call it—Happily Hunting and Gaily Gathering.
One of the first things we had done, of course, back when we were newbies at this “last two humans on earth” business, was to steal two mopeds from the local moped dealership. So why the hell not? We hadn’t seen a cop in weeks. Or a criminal either, for that matter. And as everyone knows, it’s only a crime if you get caught.
Even before the world petered out around us, we had always wanted a pair of mopeds. They were cute, they were colorful (mine was blue and Bobby’s hot pink), and they got about a gazillion miles to a gallon of gas. Also, motorbiking seemed like the easiest method for traveling, now that we had the roads to ourselves. There were, after all, abandoned automobiles everywhere, blocking on-ramps and clotting avenues. They were sitting just about everywhere you can imagine where they would be the most trouble to maneuver around. Our little mopeds could squeak through the narrowest of passages. Very handy.
What had become of the drivers and passengers of these abandoned automobiles scattered to hell and back across the urban landscape was still just as much a mystery as everything else. There were no corpses rotting inside the vehicles. It seemed, in fact, the cars had just simply ceased to function at whatever point they were at in the course of their journeys when the world decided to close down shop. Ignitions were still on, but the engines were dead. Transmissions in gear. Seatbelts still clamped together around empty air. But the people? Gone. Quite a perplexing riddle.
Because of these scattered automobiles, Bobby and I stole the smallest mopeds we could find: little 50CC jobs that had a top speed of 35 miles per hour. We figured that with teeny tiny motorbikes there would be fewer opportunities for us to kill ourselves. Of course, with healthcare pretty much a do-it-yourselfer these days, we took every precaution imaginable. When we stole the bikes, we also stole gloves, helmets, and leather jackets. Always fashion conscious and a wee bit flamboyant, to say the least, even when there was no one around to witness it, Bobby also snagged a long pink scarf to match his bike. He was quite a sight to behold, straddling that pink motorbike with his flaming pink scarf trailing out behind him flapping in the wind, for all the world like Isadora Duncan tooling gaily down the city streets. A bit dramatic? You bet. Butch? Not so much.
Today on our little excursion, we were after canned goods and possibly—I reiterate, possibly—a handgun. No matter what Bobby thought, it would make the enterprise of eliminating murderous zombies a far simpler and safer endeavor than banging them on the head with a hammer. Too up close and personal, that. With a gun, we could remain at a safe distance while we blew the fuckers’ heads clean off. Good lord, even cavemen eventually laid aside their rocks and clubs and upgraded to spears. It was time for us to upgrade as well. It’s called “evolution in survival situations.” That’s what I’m calling it, anyway. Bobby just calls it stupid.
As he putt-putted down Broadway in front of me, we weaved around hundreds of dead cars. It was just our luck that the world had chosen to grind to a halt smack in the middle of rush hour. Towering downtown office buildings glided past on either side. The raucous echo of our two 50CC moped engines blatted through the canyon of concrete high-rises like a couple of sick bullfrogs yodeling in the Alps. But for the racket we were making, those man-made edifices, once alive with the buzz of human commerce, were now as empty and silent as unused tombs.
Behind my visored helmet, I smiled at the sight of Bobby steering his tiny pink moped through the petrified traffic. His scarf stood out straight behind him when the wind caught it just right, flapping and snapping like Old Glory. Only pinker and gayer, of course. Because of my intention to acquire a gun, Bobby’s head was tilted back in the familiar “I’m in a snit” position. It had been that way since we left the mansion. Oy.
If anything, today was even hotter than the day before. Still, every once in a while, you could hear a distant boom of thunder, and there was a threatening layer of cloud cover looming over the ocean on the southern horizon. Something was headed toward the city. I figured we would be getting thunderstorms before the day was over. Or worse.
By prearranged agreement, in an act that was bound to be depressing for both of us, I followed Bobby as he made a nostalgic detour into the parking lot of what had once been our favorite Saturday night destination. Rick’s Place. The biggest and rowdiest gay dance club in San Diego. With watered-down cocktails, blaring music, hundreds of half-dressed men shaking everything they had for all they were worth on a two-acre dance floor while three giant disco balls glittered overhead, and boasting a different disc jockey every night of the week, what there was not to like about the place was hardly worth mentioning.
Well, to be honest with you, now that the world had ended—everyone else’s world, at any rate—suddenly there was a plethora of things not to like about Rick’s Place.
The vast, empty silence of it, for one.
Finding the front door standing wide open, we strolled into the establishment like we had done countless times before. Only this time there was no cover charge and no hunky doorman. We weren’t there to boogie. We were there to reminisce. And to wonder how it could all have ended so abruptly.
“Oh man,” Bobby said, stepping inside. The emptiness that met us immediately hushed his voice to a whisper. “Oh man, oh man, oh man.”
His little tantrum concerning my intention to acquire a gun seemed forgotten. He reached for my hand from just inside the doorway and pulled me out of the blazing sunlight into mind-stunning darkness. The air was fetid. Hotter and stuffier inside than out. Still and dead. When I stepped into the shadowy stillness, something crunched beneath my shoes. After my eyes adjusted to the gloom, I realized the sound was made by leaves crumbling underfoot. The leaves must have drifted in through the open door. The crunch and crackle of leaves underfoot is an outside sound. It conjures up memories of leaf-strewn autumn lawns and naked trees, wind-tossed splashes of orange and brown swirling and skittering over driveways and sidewalks. Toasty warm sweaters and apple cider and leaves raked into piles. Being inside, with a roof over our heads, surrounded by shadows and memory and oppressive heat, the dry brittle sound of dead leaves was totally alien. Out of place. Eerily wrong.
Bobby released my hand and grabbed a barstool. I jumped when he flung it at a window that overlooked the street, shuttered now against the daylight. The stool shattered the glass and bounced back, tumbling to the floor. Bobby picked it up again, and grabbing it by the legs, he did a pretty fair impersonation of Hank Aaron. He smashed it into the wooden shutter he had just exposed, latched tight outside the broken windowpane. The shutter flew open with a bang, and sunlight streamed into the cavernous room, exposing the empty dance floor, the bar along the far wall, the tables and chairs scattered around the perimeter of the place where we used to sit between numbers and sweat and swelter and swill our drinks.
“Babe,” I said. “You’re wrecking the joint.”
“And that matters why?” Bobby asked. There was an unfamiliar sadness in his voice. And anger too. He had really loved this old bar. It was where we first met. Where we first danced. Where we first kissed.
I decided not to nag him. Bobby was right. What did it matter if we broke a window or smashed a shutter? No one would be dancing or kissing or falling in love in this place ever again.
Jesus, that was a sad realization.
I walked up behind Bobby and pulled him into my arms. He was shaking. I wasn’t sure but I thought he might be crying. We stood in that silent embrace for the longest time. It was like we were waiting for the music to start. But of course it didn’t. It never would. Gradually, Bobby’s trembling stopped.
The air inside the bar was so still and lifeless that the dust mites simply hovered, stationary, in the slant of sunlight streaming in through the broken window. They did not drift from side to side. They did not move either up or down. It was almost as if Seurat had painted them on the air with his little dotted brushstrokes. Immovable. Permanent.
The oppressive hush of the bar seemed to work its way into my head, stifling even the sound of my own heartbeat.
“We shouldn’t have come here,” Bobby said. His back was pressed against my chest. He stroked my forearms as I held him close. “We should’ve remembered it the way it was the last time we were here. Remember?”
I remembered. How could I not? It was only a week before the world did a belly flop. We had come to Rick’s to celebrate our third anniversary. We danced so long that I was sore for two days. Getting old, I guess. And God, how we had laughed. Drank too much too. And sex. Always sex.
“Let’s go,” I said. I didn’t want to look at the place any longer. It was just too heartwrenching. I was starting to remember friends. And family too. That was something I tried not to do. For when I remembered familiar faces, I began wondering how they met their deaths. What had really happened on that Tuesday when the world imploded? Did they suffer? Were they wrenched from the planet by grasping, unseen hands? Where had they gone? Where were they now? Did they know? Did they remember? Did they care?
And why were Bobby and I not among them at this very moment, as dead as they were?
Too many questions, and not a single fucking one of them could be properly answered.
Mysteries are for books, not real life. In real life they just piss a person off.
Bobby pointed to something in the corner of the dance floor against the back wall. From where we stood, it looked like a mound of discarded rags.
“What’s that?” he asked.
Together, we moved forward to investigate. As we neared the unidentified pile of crap on the floor, I noticed a souring of the air. A growing reek.
I tugged at Bobby’s sleeve. “Come on, let’s just leave. Please, babe. I don’t think I want to know what that is.”
“Wait,” Bobby said, and stepped closer. I followed, but I wasn’t happy about it.
When our eyes adjusted to the deepening gloom at the back of the bar, far away from the window Bobby had smashed open, we could just make out what the mysterious pile of stuff on the floor actually was. It was—viscera. Ropes of intestines. A gray bag of flesh that looked like a lung. Or possibly a stomach. A hard lump of knotted flesh that might have been a heart, desiccated in the heat like a giant-ass prune. Everything was coated with a gelatinous layer of coagulated blood, as black as pitch. Rank and rotten. I’m more versed on the outside of man than the inside; have studied and savored the outside pretty extensively, in fact, on more than one specimen too, by golly. Still, I was pretty sure the remains we were staring at were human. And it was not gently that they had been torn from the body in which they once resided.
With a shudder, Bobby summed it up in one word. “Guts.”
“You think they’re people guts or zombie guts?” I asked, swallowing the urge to puke.
“I think they’re people guts,” Bobby said.
“But where’s the body?”
“Don’t know.”
“But that would mean somebody besides us survived and then later died in here. Killed by a zombie. Is that what you’re saying? Then the zombie hauled the body away?”
Bobby cocked his head to the side and contemplated that pathetic mound of bloody tissue and membrane. “Well, it sure as hell looks like it. The thing is, even if they’re zombie guts, it must mean someone else survived. Otherwise, who the heck killed the zombie? It would have to be a human, wouldn’t it? The zombies aren’t killing each other.”
“Not as far as we know.”
He turned to me and in a hushed voice said, “It looks like we aren’t the only survivors, Charlie.” And to my surprise, he quickly added, “Maybe a gun isn’t such a bad idea, after all.”
“But if we aren’t the only survivors, that’s a good thing, isn’t it?”
Bobby took another gander at that desiccated pile of guts. “I’m not sure.”
We both jumped when a rattling cough of thunder, the loudest thunder I had ever heard in my life, rumbled across the sky outside and shook the building from roof to foundation. Liquor bottles behind the bar clinked and clanked. Hanging wine glasses tinkled like crystal bells. Somewhere in the back, in an office or a bathroom, something fell with a crash, making us jump. The sunlight streaming through the door and the open window dimmed as if someone had twisted a rheostat somewhere up in the heavens, reducing the sun to nightlight status.
“Maybe we should get the heck out of here, what do you think?” Bobby said.
I didn’t wait around long enough to tell him what I thought. Instead, I grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the door.
 
 
OUTSIDE, the day had dimmed to what looked like dusk, although it was still midmorning. The darkness I had seen on the horizon over the ocean only minutes before had already moved in to swallow the coastline. Billowing black clouds covered the sky in every direction. Behind them, I saw glimpses of lightning shooting across the heavens. The rumble of thunder was continual. And it was so loud that Bobby and I hunkered down beneath it.
The wind had picked up too, but it was a hot wind, a desert wind. It did nothing to alleviate the heat. If anything, it made the day hotter. Tiny particles of sand were being swept across the city from the desert to the east. I could feel the sharp little grains pecking at my skin. It was like being sandblasted. I squinted to protect my eyes.
Bobby had to yell over the thunder and the wind to make himself heard. “We still need food! Let’s grab what we can find and head home!”
“All right!” I screamed back. “Use your lights so I don’t lose you in this gloom!”
Bobby gave me a thumbs-up. We straddled our bikes, switched on the headlights, and roared off, back up Broadway, the same way we had come. There was a massive supermarket just a few blocks over. We headed straight for it.
The front doors of the supermarket were still propped open, just like we left them the last time we were here a couple of days earlier. We steered our mopeds right on through the open doorway and past the checkout counters and roared our way with exhaust pipes blaring and tires screaming to the back of the store where the canned goods were kept. There, we squealed to a stop, leaving a smear of black tread marks on the dusty tile floor.
Only canned goods were much use to us anymore. The produce had rotted long ago, except for a few things that were still edible. Potatoes. Onions. Dried fruit. The meats were long since rancid and inedible, green and foul beneath their plastic wrappers. But the canned goods would last as long as we needed them. At least we wouldn’t starve. Chips and cookies were still pretty good too. A little stale. Not bad. We made a point of enjoying them while we still could. Diets be damned.
Our bikes were fitted with baskets on the backs and on the handlebars. We filled these up as quickly as we could. As an afterthought, I grabbed a bottle of scotch on the way out. A big bottle. We kick-started our bikes and roared back through the front doors, where Bobby screeched to a stop on the sidewalk outside. I screeched to a stop right behind him. Like I had a choice.
Even during the short five minutes we had been inside, the sky had darkened considerably more. Bobby handed me a pair of sunglasses he had snagged on his way through the store—a pair for him and a pair for me. They didn’t help our vision much trying to see through the gathering gloom, but they did protect our eyes from the slashing sand. Moments later, after a quick kiss for luck, we were on our way home. We hoped to God we would get there before the storm hit.
We made it. Barely.
We had just pulled into the driveway of our commandeered hillside mansion when a torrent of golf ball-sized hail dropped from the sky like a fucking avalanche. We were all but knocked off our bikes by the deluge.
By the time we dumped the bikes and struggled through the front door with our bags of provisions, the air temperature must have dropped fifty degrees. The hail was murderous. If we hadn’t been wearing helmets, we would have been knocked senseless before we could get inside.
Bobby was shouting obscenities and I was yelling “Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck—” as we tripped and stumbled our way inside. Our bags ripped and cans and bottles went rolling across the foyer.
At that precise moment, Mimi came flying at us from the living room. We hadn’t seen her since the episode by the pool the day before. Christ knows where she had been hiding all night. Snarling and snapping and slinging snot in every direction, but not pooping, thankfully—she must have been all pooped out—she barreled down on us like a Tomahawk missile with a really good homing device and a nasty, homicidal poodle face painted on its nose cone.
Bobby screamed like a banshee and started throwing cans at Mimi. “You fucking bitch! We’ve got enough shit to worry about without you trying to eat us, you stupid asshole fuckface peckerbrained motherfu—” Well, you get the gist. One of his cans turned out to be a perfect pitch. You think you know someone after you sleep with them for three years and pretty much wallow around in their juices, but boy, I never knew Bobby could throw like that. What an arm! The can—I believe it was creamed corn and thank God it wasn’t the scotch—nailed Mimi right on her ugly gunk-splattered head, and she keeled over like she had been shot with a bazooka. Thud. From sheer momentum, she slid the rest of the way toward us down the hallway like a hockey puck.
She stopped about six inches from my left foot. Her ugly tongue was dangling off the side of her jaw, and her eyes were wide open and crossed. Out for the count.
Bobby looked at her lying there at our feet, amazed by what he had done; then he threw himself into the air and hooted and hollered like a Dallas Cowboy cheerleader praising the play of the day. All he needed was pom-poms and a short skirt.
I had to admit, it was a great shot.
“I’ll kill her,” I said, and moved off to find my trusty hammer.
Bobby grabbed my arm. “No. I’m starting to like her. Let’s wait until she comes around. Maybe we can make a pet out of her. She was obviously a pet once. Maybe she can be a pet again.”
“Are you nuts? She’s a zombie.”
Bobby tsked. I hate it when he tsks. “A zombie poodle. God, Charlie, get ahold of yourself.”
 
 
I WATCHED, speechless, while Bobby toddled off and came back a minute later with a long leash, sprinkled with rhinestones. It had obviously belonged to Mimi in another lifetime, since it matched her collar perfectly. Bobby carefully clipped the leash to the collar while Mimi snored and snorted still out cold, thank God, and apt to stay that way for a while if we were lucky. Now we knew why Mimi was hanging around. She must have lived here in this mansion back in the days before her poodle ass was zombified. If she could talk, I wondered if she could tell us what happened to her masters; what happened to everybody.
Bobby tied the leash to one of the heavy andirons in the living room fireplace, set a bowl of water down beside the slobbering mutt from hell, and placed a plate of corn chips beside it since we didn’t seem to have any kibbles lying around.
I just shook my head, which Bobby blithely ignored, and we set about retrieving our groceries, which were scattered to hell and back since we had used them for ammunition against the demon dog. Sorry. Demon pet.
Thank God the bottle of scotch survived the bombardment intact. I needed a drink.
We could hear the hail still pelting the mansion outside like someone had just airdropped a shitload of crabapples on top of the roof. Hail was bouncing all over the place, off the eaves, down the driveway, banging through the drainpipes, smashing the windows of the two automobiles parked at the side of the house. Feeling a breeze, I realized a few of the house windows must have been knocked out by the deluge as well. The temperature was still dropping. There was condensation on the picture window in the living room. The only reason that window was still in one piece was because of the battered awning stretched over it, now hanging in tatters. I figured that awning wouldn’t protect the window much longer. Maybe it was time to move. Maybe it was time to find a place without windows. Like a warehouse somewhere. It could be easily zombie-proofed and made impervious to the weather if there was a minimum of windows.
It would also be boring. Bobby liked glitz. He wouldn’t be happy in a warehouse any more than I would be happy having a zombie poodle running around the place, taking bites out of us now and then and pooping and slobbering and trying to eat us when we weren’t watching.
I turned to tell Bobby some of these thoughts and found him standing naked in the kitchen doorway, holding two massive glasses of scotch in his hands. His dick was at half-mast. Not hard, not soft, but somewhere delightfully in between.
Maybe a zombie for a pet wouldn’t be so bad, after all. Looking at Bobby, standing there naked and gorgeous, the sexy secretive smile I loved so much playing at his lips, his body so perfect and strong, made me think I could probably put up with just about anything as long as I had Bobby there to fall back on when times got rough. Or when I got horny. Whichever. End of the world? No problem. Zombie poodle? Sure. Why not.
I took the drink from his hand and set it aside, then reached out to lay my hand against the side of his neck. I felt his warmth. He tilted his head to kiss my hand, and as he did, he stepped toward me until he was pressed against me in all his lean, naked glory. My arms slid around his smooth back and I pulled him even closer. God, he felt so good.
He slid from my grasp and dropped to his knees in front of me. He made short work of unhooking my belt and slipping my trousers down to where they were bunched around my ankles. In two seconds, he had me hobbled. I couldn’t walk. I think he planned it that way.
He pressed his face against my stomach and kissed my belly button. I shivered as he looked up into my eyes and tugged down my boxers. When my dick popped free and bumped him on the chin, he grinned and said, “Wow.” Then he took me into his mouth as I slipped off my shirt and struggled to get my shoes and trousers all the way off without falling flat on my face.
When I finally managed to get out of my clothes, I flung them across the room and pulled Bobby down to the floor. Twisting around, I put us in our favorite position. His crotch in my face, my crotch in his. Good old 69. There’s nothing sexier.
Bobby’s cock was as hard as marble. Veins bulged like tree roots along the shaft. I could almost see it pounding out the rhythm of his heart. When I wrapped my lips around the head of it, Bobby moaned and arched his hips for me to take him deeper.
While I worked away, loving every minute of it, Bobby went to work on me. His mouth was hot and eager, and his tongue was all over the place, lingering, stroking, probing.
I felt his hands move behind my thighs, and he released my cock from between his lips and pushed my legs up high until my knees were covering my ears. Burrowing in, he lapped at my hole like a kitten with a saucer of milk. He held his mouth on me long enough for me to close my eyes and relish the feel of it, then he probed inside me with a fingertip as he kissed around the edge of my opening. I was biting my lip, trying desperately not to cry out.
Bobby pulled his face away and pushed my legs even higher. With me flat on my back, he rose up onto his knees and, after taking a long moment to position himself, roughly dragged his cock back and forth between my ass cheeks. I felt his finger, wet with saliva, enter me gently. He slowly slid it in and out, in and out; then a second finger entered. I gasped. Bobby smiled. Gazing down at me, he slowly pulled his fingers free.
I felt the head of his cock push against me, and I relaxed. God, I couldn’t wait. Relaxing would make it happen sooner.
When Bobby felt my sphincter give in to him, relaxing, pleading to be opened like a flower, he said, “That’s my boy,” and pushed his cock gently but unhesitatingly into me in one long continuous slide. By the time he was buried to the hilt, I was trembling and gasping beneath him, holding him tighter, pulling him closer.
“Fuck me, Bobby. Make it hurt.” I could barely get the words out.
Bobby smiled again, and then he drove his cock into me, over and over again. No longer gentle. Now he was showing me what he could do. What he knew I wanted him to do.
His strokes were hard and deep. I gripped my own cock to bring myself to orgasm. He watched me stroke myself as he continued to plunge his dick into me. With every thrust, I gasped and moaned.
When I stammered that I was going to come, Bobby didn’t stop; he kept fucking me, harder and harder. He bent his head to watch my dick while I pumped it for all it was worth. When I cried out, Bobby pushed my hand away and grabbed my cock, stroking it, urging me on. Urging me to come. Begging me to come.
Then I did. I grunted as the come shot out of me and splattered across my chest. Bobby licked away every splash, smiling as he tried to keep up. And just as I was about to cry out again, because the sensation of his fingers on my cock was too much to bear, he himself cried out and shot his sperm deep inside my body. As he came, he covered my mouth with his. His tongue found mine. I could taste my come in his kiss.
Bobby continued to pump his cock into me until he had nothing left to give. When his strokes finally slowed, I held him tight, refusing to let him go. I couldn’t bear the thought of him pulling away. I wanted him inside me, right where he was. I could feel his cock gradually soften. It started to slide away and I clenched my ass to hold onto it just a little longer. God, it felt so wonderful.
Around his kiss, Bobby said, “I love you.”
“Ditto,” I said, because I knew it irked him.
He slapped me on the ass and pulled away, leaving me with such a sensation of emptiness that I wanted to cry. I collapsed back onto the floor beneath the weight of his body. His flesh was so hot against mine. Our hearts were going a mile a minute. I couldn’t hear them pounding away inside our chests because of the hail bombarding the roof, but I could see Bobby’s smile, and I could still taste his kiss, and now I could feel his come seeping from my opening as he once again massaged my anus. He pressed his fingers there, lovingly, then pushed them inside me again.
This time I really cried out. With three fingers, he delved into me, kneading, stroking, his own juices lubricating his movements. With his lips still on mine, he fucked me with his fingers until I bit his lip, hard. Almost hard enough to draw blood. Surprised, he bit me back, and that’s when I came a second time. Into my hand. Across my stomach.
Bobby ended our kiss to watch the come fly from me yet again. When I was drained, he took my cock into his hand and held it. Caressed it. Smeared the hot come across my glans with his thumb.
Then he looked into my eyes and gave me one last kiss before pulling his fingers free. With a sigh of contentment, he wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close. He laid his face on my chest, and I stroked his hair as we lay there on the floor in each other’s arms. Slowly, our heartbeats slowed to a regular cadence. Both of us were drained and smiling. Both of us were in love.
And for all we knew, we were still the last two humans on earth.
When the lowering temperature made us shiver, we pulled apart with a sigh and gathered up our clothes. My heart hammered happily to see that sexy smile still playing across Bobby’s mouth. It was a wonderful feeling, knowing that I pleased him.
And he knew he pleased me too. Neither one of us doubted it for a minute.
That’s what love is.
Love is knowing. 


Chapter Three
 
THE hail stopped an hour later, leaving the world eerily silent. We stood at a front window, one of the few windows left undamaged by the downpour, and hand in hand, we gazed out on the destruction. The lawn was covered in clumps of ice. It was an unbroken landscape of knobbly white as far as the eye could see. The trees had been pummeled bare by the pelting hail, branches broken, leaves stripped away. Slats were knocked loose in a picket fence across the street. The air remained wickedly cold. I suspected there would be another drastic change in the weather soon. Already, the black cloud cover was being swept away before a rising wind, and the sun was peeping through. If it meant warmer temperatures, I was all in favor of the change. At any rate, there could be no traveling on our little mopeds until the blanket of golf ball-sized hail was melted off the city streets.
There was no heat in the mansion since there was no electricity, but there were several fireplaces scattered throughout the place. We chose the one in the parlor in which to build a fire, since it was an inside room and could be sealed off from the rest of the building where so many windows had been shattered. In the parlor we would be safe from the frigid air. There were boxes of man-made fireplace logs in a cupboard off the pantry, and those we’d use for fuel.
Mimi could be heard in the living room, snorting and carrying on, so we went to check on her. She had managed to tangle the leash around her neck so tightly that she was looking fairly bug-eyed, even for a zombie.
Much to our surprise, her ears popped up when we walked through the door as if she was surprised to see us. Maybe she had no memory of us at all. She cowered low to the floor and peeled her lips back as she emitted a soft growl, never taking her eyes off us as we approached.
Bobby circled her at a safe distance.
“My God, Charlie. Is it my imagination, or does Mimi look less zombified to you? And look. Her food is gone.”
Bobby was right. Mimi did look less zombified. She wasn’t quite doing a Benji impersonation yet, but she did appear a trifle less deranged than she had before. Her eyes were noticeably clearer, and even her curly poodle pelt looked less matted and disgusting, as if she had tried to lick herself clean. She still looked none too friendly, to say the least, but I had to admit she seemed less maniacally intent on slaughtering us and ripping us to shreds, one quivering tendon at a time, than she had the day before.
The plate of corn chips we had set out for her was empty. The fact that she had eaten seemed to be a good sign, and the fact that she had eaten something besides us seemed to be an even better sign. I decided the next time we went hunting and gathering, I would fetch home some dog food. Maybe I could find a bag of Zombie Chow in the pet food aisle at the supermarket.
Bobby went into “happy dog owner” mode. While Mimi trembled and growled and vibrated, shaking insanely and slobbering on her toes, and never taking her eyes off him for a second, Bobby cooed and clucked and made kissy noises like a proud father whose baby has just, for the first time, said the word dada. The fact this particular baby also wanted to rip dada’s throat out and gobble it down whole didn’t seem to affect Bobby at all. He inched slowly toward her so as to unwind the leash from around her neck before she strangled.
Personally, I thought strangling would be a pretty good idea. Bobby, on the other hand, seemed to be in some sort of nurturing phase, God help us. There is nothing worse than a queen in a nurturing phase.
“Careful,” I said.
Bobby pooh-poohed my warning. “Oh, please, Charlie. Lookit how friendly she—”
Mimi finished his sentence by snarling and lunging at his fingertips like a shark. Spittle flew.
Bobby flew, too, jumping six feet straight up into the air to avoid her lashing teeth. “Now, now,” he cooed, after coming back down to earth, “mustn’t bite the hand that feeds us. No, we mustn’t, precious. It’s not polite. No, it isn’t. Not polite at all, dumpling puss. Boojie, boojie, boojie, honey, boojie, boojie, boojie—” He waggled his fingers in Mimi’s face and she snapped at them again, slinging a rope of drool halfway across the room. Then, strangely enough, she wagged her tail. Two seconds later, she was snarling again. Great. Now we had a schizophrenic zombified poodle for a pet.
With Bobby’s ministrations deteriorating into inane baby talk, and Mimi looking decidedly less insane but still fairly homicidal, I decided it was time to leave. I grabbed my Olympic-sized glass of scotch and went off to start the fire in the parlor and maybe pull a meal together out of the supplies we had dragged home earlier and thrown across the house.
While I worked and drank, I was surprised to find a considerable amount of guilt niggling away at the back of my mind.
Mimi did indeed look better than she had the day before. How could one account for that? And what did it say about all the human zombies I had bopped in the head with my trusty hammer over the last two months and buried in shallow graves in various parts of the city? Had it really been necessary to kill them like that? Were they curable? I mean before I bashed in their heads. Should we have tied them up and given them water and a plate of corn chips and simply waited to see what would happen? With Mimi lashed to the andirons in the fireplace, she had been unable to go underground to whatever rat hole she ordinarily slunk off to during daylight hours. Was it continued exposure to sunlight that zombies needed to effect a cure? Was that what had made the difference to Mimi?
I supposed we would just have to wait and see. We would keep Mimi tied up, keep her fed, keep her safe, and see if she continued to improve. If she did, then we would rethink our survival strategy in relation to killing or not killing human zombies that came to gobble us up.
Of course, we still did not know where the zombies stayed when they weren’t coming after us. Were there thousands of them hidden away somewhere, or was it only a few scattered specimens of the human race that had survived the extinction, if that’s what it was?
Was it the Rapture, as Bobby once suggested? Had God carried the righteous off to heaven and left all the others behind to stew in their own juices? Didn’t seem like a very Godlike thing to do. But if he did, were the zombies we had encountered part of the contingent of sinners he had left behind? And if so, then how could one explain our survival, Bobby and I? We weren’t zombies. We weren’t exactly sinners either, or so I would like to think, no matter what the religious fruitcakes say about gay people. And if it was the Rapture, were those same bigoted religious fruitcakes actually part of the saved? If they were, then frankly, I think God should get his holy head out of his holy ass and rethink the way he establishes just who in holy blazes is a sinner and who is righteous.
I cast up a quickie prayer of forgiveness for that last thought, although to be honest, I couldn’t think why.
And there wasn’t much time to mull it over because at that moment, as the fireplace logs were just beginning to blaze brightly and blessed waves of heat were beginning to permeate the room around me, the world was suddenly consumed with a brand new sound. And this sound really gave me the fantods.
It was the sound of insects. Lots and lots of insects.
And there was one other sound buried in the middle of it.
The sound of Bobby screaming.
 
 
AS I ran toward the living room where I had last left Bobby, the creepy, chittering roar of swarming bugs became louder and louder until the sound was almost unbearable. I had goose bumps on top of goose bumps. Horrible visions were galloping through my head of swarms of killer bees, or black widows, or fat tarantulas, or Goliath beetles with those big-ass pincers. All flooding through the house, stinging and poisoning and pinching everything in their path; overrunning the furniture, spilling from room to room like a tsunami, devouring the house plants and chewing up the carpets and ingesting the upholstery. And when that didn’t satisfy them, coming after the humans next, reducing Bobby and me to a pathetic scattering of bones and belt buckles and empty scotch glasses.
By the time the first insect landed on my arm, I had worked myself into a frenzy. I was expecting anything. Squinting fearfully down at that first encroachment of tiny legs on my skin, I almost passed out from relief to see a simple cricket sitting there looking back at me from the vicinity of my elbow. A cricket. Like Jiminy, but without the hat and spats and umbrella. Also without mandibles, fangs, or weapons of any sort.
I plucked the cricket off my arm, held him by his little back legs, and looked at him up close. Christ, he was ugly. Crickets are supposed to be cute. This guy wasn’t cute. This guy looked—demonic. He smelled too. He smelled like he had been spelunking in an Appalachian outhouse and got caught in an avalanche of poop after an outbreak of Irritable Bowel Syndrome decimated the mountain folk.
Still, he was just a cricket and not a tarantula. Thank God.
Then Jiminy’s six million aunts and uncles and second and third cousins and friends of the family and old school chums swarmed through the open doorway right behind him, and I wasn’t feeling so thankful all of a sudden.
Yes, they were only crickets. But they were ugly, smelly crickets with an attitude. In other words, zombie crickets. Plus, by God, now there was a solid damn wall of them coming right at me!
Then through that wall of churning, surging, skittering zombified insects shot Bobby, like a phoenix rising from the ashes, eyes closed, running blind, screaming to high heaven in a piercing falsetto I had never heard him utter before in his life, and I thought I was familiar with his entire playlist of personal vocalizations. I had, after all, heard Bobby utter at one time or another the entire gamut of vocal sounds made by man, gay or straight, from blustering butch to simpering nellie, from porno orgasmic to childlike tittering, from Gilbert and Sullivan patter songs performed drunk as a skunk, to Cher impersonations executed both in high drag on a Saturday night and in acoustically flattering shower stalls on a hungover Sunday morning. At least I thought that was the entire gamut of noises Bobby could make. At the moment, however, he sounded rather like a factory whistle signaling time for lunch. And that was a new one.
And as if that wasn’t shocking enough, he had Mimi, the poodle from hell, clutched to his chest like a handbag. She was snapping and snarling just like she was doing the last time I saw her, but now she wasn’t snapping at Bobby or me. She was snapping at the crickets. And she was doing a pretty good job of nailing the little bastards too. Her teeth and tongue and jaws and forehead were coated with cricket guts and cricket legs and little cricket abdomens, all mashed to a pulp between those chomping, snapping, snarling choppers of hers. She looked positively insane. But then so did Bobby. And I imagine, so did I.
We ran for the parlor and slammed the door behind us, all the while slapping the crickets off ourselves and cussing up a storm. Bobby dropped Mimi on her noggin in his panic, but she didn’t seem to mind. Insanity is good for a few things. Dulling pain would appear to be one of them.
Mimi merely shook her head, staggered to her feet, and reeled off toward the fireplace, which was now burning gaily. Like a normal dog, aside from the twitching and the snapping at thin air and the drooling and the farting, Mimi executed three tight circles in front of the fire, then fell over sideways like she’d been shot and promptly went to sleep. Her muzzle was still coated with dead crickets, but apparently she held the same opinion as I did. As long as the fuckers were dead, she didn’t care how many were stuck all over her. She growled a few times as she drifted off—who the hell knows at what—then she settled into a roof-raising snore. Sweet Jesus, what a dog.
With a shudder, I finished sweeping the crickets off my clothes and out of my hair and dug a couple out of my ears before turning to Bobby to see if he still maintained a reasonable grip on his sanity.
He was standing with his ear to the door. “They’re still out there,” he said, his voice hushed, his eyes as big as dinner plates. “I can hear the fuckers.”
“Well, good,” I said. “As long as they’re out there, and we’re in here, I’m happy. Give ’em time, maybe they’ll freeze to death.”
“Or eat through the door.”
“They’re crickets, not termites.”
“Zombie crickets.”
“Well, yeah.”
Bobby turned sad eyes to me. I fully expected some horribly devastating proclamation of doom, but what he said was “I spilled my drink.”
“Damn,” I said, trying not to laugh. “Here. Have the rest of mine.”
I handed him my glass. There was perhaps a quarter inch of pale scotch still sloshing around in the bottom. Bobby gulped it down and looked even sadder. “We’re stuck in here with no booze, no food, and Mimi. It’s going to be a long night.”
“We’ve got each other,” I grinned. “And plenty of heat. I mean in the fireplace.”
Bobby reached out to stroke my cheek. “We’ve got plenty of heat even without the fireplace.”
I kissed the palm of his hand. “I guess we’ll survive then.”
“I guess we will.”
And strangely enough, we did. For one more night.
 
 
I YAWNED
myself awake and squinted at my wristwatch. It was morning.
Bobby stood naked by the fireplace. He had stoked the fire at some point and threw on a couple of new logs. It was now burning brightly, casting homey shadows about the room. I lay on the floor beneath the blankets we had found in a closet the night before and admired the sexy curve of Bobby’s ass in the firelight. The fire had died while we slept, but the room was not cold. The weather must have broken. Apparently Bobby had relit the fire for light. We had no candles with us and the room had no windows.
“We have to move,” I told him, propping myself up one elbow. “The windows are all broken. We can’t stay here. We have to find a new place to live.”
“I know.”
He turned away from the fireplace with an odd smile on his face. “Look over there,” he said, pointing to a wingback armchair in the corner.
I followed where he was pointing, and to my astonishment, I saw Mimi lying in the overstuffed chair looking comfortable as hell, watching us through clear, sane, unzombified poodle eyeballs. She still looked a little worse for wear, what with cricket guts still stuck to her forehead and that horrible, dirty pink ribbon still knotted between her ears and hanging down. When we made eye contact, she and I, her little tail started whapping the cushion like she was happy as hell to see me. Her tongue fell out of her mouth and she gave a happy pant.
I couldn’t believe it. “My God, she’s—”
“—cured. I know.”
“Mimi?” I said.
And that was all it took. She leaped out of the chair and came running. With a yip, she dove under my covers and burrowed all the way down to my feet. There she settled in, licking happily at my toes. I reached down and plucked the filthy pink bow off her head and flung it away; then I turned back to Bobby who was watching us with a look of paternal fondness.
“You were right,” I said. “She’s cured. Or seems to be. You know what that means, don’t you?”
Bobby poked at the fire with a poker he plucked from the rack by the fireplace. Sparks shot up the chimney. I could feel the heat intensify even from where I was lying. After yesterday’s cold, the heat felt glorious.
“It means, Charlie, that we have to capture a zombie. A human zombie. And this time, instead of knocking its brains out with a hammer, we’re going to tie it up and keep it safe until it somehow cures itself. I have no idea what caused the change in Mimi, but if it worked on her, it should work on a human. I see no reason why it wouldn’t.”
“That’s all well and good, Bobby, but I don’t see how it will help us. Don’t get me wrong, it’s an admirable thing to do, but it doesn’t really get us anywhere, does it, other than providing another mouth to feed.”
Bobby came and sat beside me on the floor. Mimi crawled out from between my legs and welcomed him by climbing into his lap. It was pretty obvious where her true devotion lay. With Bobby. Her savior. And why the hell shouldn’t it?
While Bobby and I talked, her little head swiveled back and forth from one of us to the other as if she was following every word we said. Poor thing, I thought. She’s desperate for the sound of a human voice. It must have been awful for her, those two months since the world went to pot, being sick, being alone. Slobbering and pooping all over the place. Wondering where her master was. Wondering where her next meal was going to come from. I reached out to give her a tender pat and she very sweetly licked my fingers.
Bobby tweaked my nose. “Pay attention, Charlie. We’re going to capture and cure a human being because then maybe we can find out what happened. Maybe he will remember what it was that zombified him. Maybe he will know where all the zombies go to hide when they aren’t around tormenting us.”
“O-o-okay—”
“And then, Charlie, we can cure them all.”
I blinked. “What? You mean every zombie in the frigging world?”
Bobby laughed. “Well, no. We’ll just shoot for the neighborhood first. It will be nice to have one safe spot to rest our weary heads without having to worry about being gobbled up by your fourth-grade grammar school teacher, who has suddenly crawled out of a sewer to nab your little ass for lunch.”
“Actually,” I said, “my fourth-grade grammar school teacher was a hunk.”
“Good idea! We’ll try to capture a hunky zombie! As long as we’re going to have another human around, we might as well shoot for one that’s easy on the eyes.”
I grinned. “You’re such a slut.”
Bobby rolled his eyes. “Don’t take that tone with me. You’re a slut too.”
“Well, yeah—”
Now that we had a plan, we both cocked our heads to the side to listen.
“Crickets gone?” he asked.
“I don’t hear them.”
“Me either.”
He picked Mimi up and stuck her face smack in front of his. I cringed, wondering if she would take his nose off. But her cure seemed complete. All she did was lick. Lick and lick and lick and lick. His chin, his nose, his forehead. Just like an unzombified poodle. She didn’t even poop while she did it.
By the time Bobby’s face was good and slobbery, I was ready to puke thinking about all the crickets Mimi had chomped up the day before. If Bobby thought of it at all, it didn’t seem to bother him.
He turned to me, happy as a clam. “What’s for breakfast, sexiest man in the world?”
“Oh please. Outside of you, I’m the only man in the world.”
“Yeah, well, if you want to nitpick. But just so you know, even when you weren’t the only other man in the world, in my eyes you were.”
“Aaah, how sweet.” I gave him a gentle chuck on the chin by way of saying thanks. I would have kissed him, but he had Mimi’s cricket slobbers all over his face.
Later I would be sorry I hadn’t.
 
 
WHEN we finally dredged up enough courage to peek through the parlor door, the crickets were gone. Creeping from room to room and warily taking stock of our surroundings, we were surprised to see there was no damage. None at all. If we hadn’t witnessed their onslaught, we would never have known an army of crickets had stormed through the place at all. The mansion was deathly still. It was too still, in fact. The little hairs on the back of my neck were doing a cakewalk, and that’s never a good sign.
“Pack up,” I said. “We’re leaving as soon as the streets are clear.”
Bobby didn’t argue. He was clutching Mimi to his chest and looking worried as hell. He didn’t like the spooky silence either.
While hastily tossing down a breakfast of canned chili and stale Cheez Curls, and a plate of canned tamales for Mimi, we could feel and hear the weather changing yet again. In a matter of minutes, a gale force wind rose up to blast across the coastline, rocking the mansion and whistling through the eaves, and carrying with it a burst of hot air that dispelled the cold in no time flat. The hail melted from the streets in less than an hour.
With Mimi perched in the basket hanging from the handlebars of Bobby’s pink moped, and wearing a pink scarf around her neck which Bobby had snipped from his own scarf with a pair of scissors in a gay burst of creative whimsy, God love him, we said good-bye to Cricket Manor with no great sense of regret. In a cloud of exhaust fumes from our little mopeds, and a couple of excited yips from our newly unzombified dog, we headed off to command stewardship of our new rent-free digs. The place had been chosen days before. We had long ago learned the value of a hasty retreat, Bobby and I, and hasty retreats are best accomplished when one knows where one wants to end up once the retreat is over.
Our new home was a sprawling Craftsman with a wraparound front porch. It perched high on a hilltop overlooking San Diego Bay and the San Diego Airport. There was a time when the occupants would have suffered the continual roar of jetliners flying in and out of the city all day long, ferrying tourists back and forth, drowning out the TV, and scaring the cat, but those days were now over. No airplane had soared into the heavens since “Dead Tuesday,” as Bobby and I were beginning to call the day everything pooped out two months earlier. Of course, there was no longer any TV either, so there you go.
On the bright side, homeland defense just got a whole lot easier, it would seem, if you discounted the zombies. Terrorists, at least, were no longer a problem. Dead Tuesday was also a red-letter day for air conservation. With no jets spewing toxic crap into the air, and no twenty million automobiles zooming up and down the coast every day going everywhere and nowhere, the air quality was noticeably better already, the smog all but dissipated. The exhaust fumes spit out by our two little mopeds didn’t seem to be gumming up the works much, and God knows the world was a whole lot quieter and less frenetic than it used to be.
Too bad only Bobby and I were around to appreciate it.
Our new house was a beauty. A classic Craftsman with teak walls and dormered windows and exposed rafters. It had a swimming pool just off the back door and a garden with trails meandering down a hillside in the back, with cozy seating areas tucked in here and there among clumps of native plant life with lawn chairs and park benches and birdbaths scattered about among the occasional screen-enclosed gazebo.
But Bobby and I did not pick the house for its aesthetic value. We picked it because, much to the outrage of Craftsman purists citywide, back at a time when there were such people about, the previous owner had stuck butt-ugly security screens over every leaded window and hand-carved mahogany door in the place. And over the screens, he slapped fat metal bars. Encircling the three-acre sloping garden was a chain-link fence that stood twelve feet high and boasted coils of razor wire around the top like one might have seen at Dachau. In his quest for privacy, the guy had installed everything but alligator-infested moats and bear traps. I had read about it in San Diego Magazine, back before all their subscribers up and disappeared en masse.
To say that the previous owner was a tad antisocial and did not appreciate people stopping by unannounced would have been a massive understatement. Considering our present circumstances, what with Bobby and me being the last two humans on earth and fighting zombies and all, the guy’s paranoia now served us remarkably well.
After letting ourselves in with a sledgehammer, then repairing the damage behind us, we made a quick tour of the premises and found the place to be exactly what we were looking for. Rather than reverting to the sledgehammer every time we wanted to enter or leave, we spent the better part of an hour searching for door keys. We finally found them inside a ceramic hippopotamus perched inside a built-in bookcase in the living room.
Thanks to the heavy screens and bars that protected the windows, the house had survived the hailstorm with minimal damage. The garden had not fared so well. In fact, it was beat to hell. But we didn’t plan on hosting any afternoon teas on the south lawn any time in the near future, so it didn’t much matter. If the house was standing and still had windows, that was good enough for us.
As you can imagine, with seven billion people dead or missing, it created quite a glut of vacancies on the housing market. Relocating was now a breeze. No real estate agents, no bank loans, no escrow, no playing it straight for homophobic landlords. Just pick and choose, grab a sledgehammer, and move on in. So we plopped down the dog, tossed a couple of grocery bags on the kitchen counter, and with those two simple acts, staked our claim. As far as we were concerned, we were home.
I set off to explore our new digs.
Twenty minutes later, Bobby disappeared.
 
 
IT
WAS
the silence that first made me think something might be wrong. Bobby could be a lot of things, but silent wasn’t usually one of them. Even in his quiet moments, he was noisy as hell.
I was rummaging through a linen closet I’d discovered just down the hall from the second-floor master bedroom to see what I could dig up that might be of use. The first treasure I unearthed was a hidden cache of extra blankets, still tucked away inside their store packaging. With no electricity, washing and drying bedclothes was a major undertaking, and neither of us relished sleeping under someone else’s bedding. God knows what kind of skin diseases these people suffered from before they were called home to heaven. Or wherever. I grabbed the blankets off the shelf and was seriously thinking of flipping the mattress on the king-size bed in the master bedroom and spraying the hell out of it with disinfectant before I remade it with my sparkly new blankets and clean sheets and pillow cases I also found in the linen closet, when the silence inside the old house suddenly grabbed my attention.
I stopped what I was doing and listened. I could hear nothing but the crackle of the plastic wrapping on the blankets I had tucked under my arm. I dropped the blankets to the floor and listened again. This time the silence was profound. Too profound.
“Bobby—?” I called out, frozen like a statue, my head cocked to one side, eyes wide, trembling like an Irish setter on point.
Nothing.
“Hey!” I yelled. “Where are you?”
The silence seemed to mock me. I hate it when silence does that.
“Robert Randolph Greene!” I finally screamed at the top of my lungs. This time my voice sounded like a long unoiled squeak of ratchety metal
echoing down the hallway and through the empty rooms and off into infinity. The annoyance factor alone should have had Bobby running to shut me up.
But it didn’t.
I looked up to see a tiny face at the end of the hallway, peeking around the edge of the stairwell. It was Mimi. She was staring right at me. Her ears and tail were pointed down instead of up, and she didn’t look happy.
“What is it, girl? Where’s Bobby?”
I said it like June Lockhart asking Lassie to lead her to Timmy, whose ass was once again trapped in that pesky mineshaft he was always getting trapped in. You’d think his parents would eventually get the bright idea of filling it in with a backhoe to keep the damn kid out, but they never did. Mimi was apparently not a fan of fifties TV. She just looked back at me like I was nuts.
Then maybe she did get the idea. She gave a yip and turned to race down the stairs.
I gave a yip and chased along behind her.
Mimi led me through every room in the house, flat-out running and never once looking back to see if I was with her.
I was scared now, calling Bobby’s name every time I turned a new corner. I tried to listen for an answer over the sound of my footsteps thumping and clomping over the hardwood floors. I banged doors open every time I found one closed, and peeked my head into each room to call out his name again.
When even Mimi was satisfied the house was empty, she led me through the backdoor and out to the pool area. My heart thudded inside my chest, thinking Bobby might have drowned while taking a quick swim, but when I looked into the leaf-strewn pool, the bottom was clear. No bodies.
I heaved a sigh of relief and, not waiting for Mimi this time, I took off down the hillside where the previous owner had created his perfect garden, which apparently he never shared with anybody, considering all the security measures he had taken to keep everyone off the property. The garden path meandered around gazebos and over hillocks and past benches and picnic tables, but there was no sign of Bobby anywhere. By the time I made the complete circuit of the garden, I was frantic.
Mimi was waiting for me back by the pool.
Again, I looked in the water. And again, I stormed through every room in the house. I crashed through the front door and raced down the porch steps to gaze up and down the street. I even ran to both corners at the end of the block and looked up and down those streets. Not a soul.
Dejected, I returned to the house. Bobby’s moped was still parked alongside mine, just outside the front door. I stopped and stared at it for the longest time, trying to think. Then I reached out and stroked the long pink scarf he had left draped across the handlebars. The feel of it brought tears to my eyes. The memory of how Bobby looked in it made me smile for just a moment. And then I was crying, fighting down a growing panic.
“Bobby!” I furiously bellowed into the echoing silence one last time. Mimi cowered as if I had struck her.
I plucked her off the floor and hugged her trembling little body as the tears slid down my cheeks. The stony silence seemed to reach out and squeeze me tight with cold, icy hands as I stood there in the empty house. In the empty world. The only sounds I could hear were clattering around inside my head like forgotten toys in a dusty attic. Memories. Mutterings. Echoes of Bobby’s laughter. Whispered words of love, uttered long ago and yesterday.
My God, I suddenly realized. I’ll never hear those words again. From Bobby or anyone else. Because there is no one else.
I’m all alone. All. Alone.
I clutched Mimi even tighter.


Chapter Four
 
THE panic tore through me for more than an hour. I wept, I yelled, I kicked stuff. I stormed through the house, time and time again, looking for Bobby in all the places I had already searched a dozen times before. I was furious, I was despondent, I was scared to death, and I missed Bobby so much my heart felt like a big throbbing ball of misery pounding away inside my chest.
Slowly, as much from exhaustion as anything else, I got a grip on myself. My reason began to return. Rational thoughts began once again to rise up inside my head. Eventually, I was able to push the fear aside long enough to try to think things through.
The day was still early. There were hours of sunlight left. I could make use of them if I could figure out what to do.
I wasn’t hungry, but I parked myself on a brocaded chair at the head of a cherrywood dining room table that seated twelve. In the center of the table was a spray of dead roses stuck in a crystal vase. I could smell the sour water they had been standing in for the past two months. I was all too aware of how alone I must look, sitting there in front of that dead flower arrangement in that gigantic dining room. Without electricity, a massive chandelier hung uselessly over my head, doing little these days but gathering dust. Surrounded by glass-fronted armoires stuffed with glittering china and crystal, I rummaged through one of our backpacks and finally placed a bag of stale chips and a can of cold corned beef hash and a can of tuna in front of me. I opened the cans with a can opener, and put the can opener back in the backpack. I twisted open a lukewarm liter of diet cola, long since flat, and guzzled down a third of it before I ever started eating. Mimi stood in the middle of the polished tabletop where I had plunked her down, her little toenails clicking and clacking, scarfing tuna out of the can I had slid toward her. She watched me like a hawk all the time she was eating, like maybe she thought I was going to disappear like Bobby had. I placed a porcelain soup tureen full of water next to her. The soup tureen looked like an antique. I started shoveling the hash in with a spoon, not because I wanted it, but because I knew I would need my strength. I watched Mimi watching me while I ate, and while I mindlessly chewed away at the tasteless hash, I tried to formulate a plan.
Bobby had to be close by. He had to be. There had not been enough time for him to get far. Or be taken far. And as soon as those words entered my head, I knew they were true. Bobby would not have left on his own. He had to have been taken.
But by whom? A zombie? Never. Bobby had killed his fair share of zombies, just as I had. The truth was, they didn’t really scare us that much anymore. We only killed them because if we didn’t, they just kept coming at us. You couldn’t reason with them. You couldn’t tell them to take a hike or buzz off or go bug someone else. There was no one else. It was either kill the bastard or run away, and we were tired of running.
Even if a zombie had taken Bobby by surprise, he would have had time to yell out. They were pretty slow. Bobby and I had laughed at their pathetic stalking techniques time and time again as we wended our way through this dangerous new world, bopping zombies in the head every time one threatened us, and not once had we been injured. Of course, we both had always known, sooner or later, that statistic might change. By sheer luck alone, one of them might get the advantage somehow. And now, apparently, one had.
Then I thought of the pile of rotting flesh on the dance floor at Rick’s Place. If they were zombie guts, then a human, a human like us, a survivor, must have killed it. And if that pathetic pile of organs had belonged to a human, again like us, then that meant the human had initially survived whatever it was that had happened to the world. Again, just as we had. And if Bobby and I and another person had survived, then that must mean there were other survivors as well. Why should there be only three of us? We might be rare and hard to run across, but there had to be more. There had to be.
Would a human take Bobby? What would be the point? If there was another human lurking about, spying on us, watching our every move, then why wouldn’t he just make himself known and join us in our battle for survival? Surely, he would understand that the more of us there were, the safer we would be.
Of course, just because a person survived Dead Tuesday, it didn’t mean they were a paragon of virtue to begin with. They might just as easily be a serial killer as a Sunday school teacher. If scattered humans were still alive, then one had to figure that a few of them were probably evil assholes. If not evil when they started, then the stress of surviving world annihilation might twist their sanity enough to make them that way later.
And being evil, and still maintaining all their senses, they would be a hell of a lot more dangerous than zombies.
All the more reason to acquire a gun. And this time Bobby wasn’t around to argue with me about it.
If I was going after Bobby, which I most definitely was, then I would be doing it armed. Armed to the teeth if at all possible. It was the safest way. The only way.
I tossed the empty hash can over my shoulder and listened to it clatter into a corner. Housework? Fuck it. This was war. I tossed the spoon away after it. Hell, the world was full of clean spoons.
Bobby was right, what he said back at the other house. I had to capture a zombie and try to heal him so that maybe he could tell me what had happened to the world. That was the only way I would ever be able to track down Bobby.
So now I had a plan. It had about a billion holes in it, but it was still a plan. Sort of. First I had to find a gun. Then I had to find a zombie. And while I was trying to find the first two items, I would also be trying to find Bobby. All three endeavors were probably a lot easier talked about than accomplished, but I’d have to accomplish them anyway. Somehow.
Full of resolve, if very little else, I scooped Mimi off the table and headed for the door.
 
 
GUSTY winds were still whipping through the city, rattling street signs and bending palm trees. The streets were drenched and puddled with melted hail, making motorbiking a risky business, but thankfully the air was warming up after yesterday’s freezing temperatures. Soon it would probably be another scorcher, relentlessly humid and hot enough to melt glass. Then we’d more than likely have a monsoon. Or an earthquake. Or a tsunami. Christ, the weather was iffy. It was a good thing all the weathermen were extinct. Otherwise, they would be going batshit trying to figure it all out.
The city thoroughfares were as empty of life as they always were. Just to feel nearer to Bobby, I had draped his long pink scarf around my neck and the smaller pink scarf around Mimi’s. Both scarves were billowing out behind us, flapping in the wind, as we roared toward our destination on Bobby’s pink moped. As much as I hated to admit it, I was just gay enough to be appalled by the fact that Bobby’s scarf had clashed with my blue motorbike, and that’s why I was riding Bobby’s. As Bobby always said, more than anything, it is our ability to accessorize that separates us from the animals. If he could see me now, he would be as pleased as punch that I was living by his example.
Suddenly our destination loomed up in front of us, and Mimi leaned into the turn as I veered off the street, roared through the parking lot, and squeaked to a stop at the edge of the curb.
Still straddling the moped, I pulled off my helmet while Mimi looked over the edge of her little basket. Together we took a good long gander at Elvira’s Gun Shop. It was located in a strip mall between a now defunct Blockbuster Video store and an equally, and permanently, defunct Verizon Wireless store. I figured there was no chance in hell that either neighboring establishment would be reopening their doors any time soon, since there was no electricity for DVD players to run on and nobody around to talk to even if your gadgety Verizon phone would work, which of course it wouldn’t. Mine didn’t.
The gun shop must have been owned by the same privacy-obsessed whack-job who owned the house I had just commandeered. There were coils of barbed wire around the roof and bars as thick as saplings bolted over every window and door. Elvira must have been an antisocial bitch in real life. Jeez, no wonder she owned a gun shop.
The place was locked up tighter than a drum. It was just my luck that the world had come to a crashing end during non-business hours. I didn’t know how I was going to get inside the place to confiscate (steal) the weapons I needed. Mimi didn’t seem to have any ideas on the subject either.
Fear for Bobby’s safety continually gnawed at the back of my mind with vicious little teeth, even while I considered the problem of getting inside the gun shop. I continually fought back sobs. I kept imagining all sorts of horrible things happening to Bobby. Was he being tortured? Was he being zombified? How the hell could he have disappeared so fast? Was he scared? Was he trying to hang in there, knowing I would do everything I could to find him? Was he even alive? I desperately pushed that last thought away every time it popped into my head. The idea of losing Bobby forever made me feel sick. Physically sick. I wondered if I could really go on if he wasn’t with me to make me laugh and make me love and make me sane. Could I survive, living the rest of my life alone on an empty planet? Would I even want to?
Mimi leaped from her little basket and strolled to a big, black Suburban parked next to the curb. She squatted by the back wheel and took a whiz. While she was whizzing, I took a closer look at the SUV.
It was big and solid and had a towing rig with a reel of cable bolted to the back bumper, like maybe the previous owner had used it to lug his sailboat or his camper around. Like most of the abandoned cars on the street, the driver side door was unlocked. I peeled it open and peeked inside. The interior was clean. Well-maintained. Some people were pigs when it came to their cars, but not these people. They were diligent. At least they had been. There was an empty child’s car seat in the back. A teddy bear lay on the back floorboard, facedown. Jesus. I looked at that empty kiddie seat and that forlorn-ass teddy bear for the longest time; then I finally pulled myself together and checked out the rest of the cab.
The driver’s seatbelt was still buckled, as if the person wrapped up inside it all snug and safe and carting little Jimmy or little Jennifer off to daycare had just suddenly poofed right out of existence. Along with the kid. One high heel shoe lay on its side by the brake pedal. A woman’s purse sat on the console. I was tempted to look inside the purse and find the driver’s license picture to see who had died here, but I was afraid I would find a snapshot of little Jimmy or little Jennifer, and I didn’t think I could handle that.
I ignored the purse and checked the steering column to see if the key was in the ignition. It was. 
I looked over my shoulder at the front door of Elvira’s Gun Shop, then looked back at the ignition. A plan began to form.
I climbed into the cab of the SUV and, saying a silent prayer, turned the key. The battery was weak, but it still had enough oomph to do what it was supposed to do. In less than fifteen seconds, the Suburban roared to life in a cloud of blue smoke as it cleared out its pipes, or whatever the hell internal combustion engines do after they’ve been sitting idle for two months.
I patted my lap and Mimi leaped in beside me. She plopped her ass on the edge of the front seat and stuck her front paws on the dashboard as she watched me pull the truck forward, then back it up to the gun shop door.
I climbed out, and it took me a minute to find the release button for the winch cable, but once I did, I unreeled some slack and wove the cable through the bars on the security door. That done, I reattached the hook at the end of the cable to the metal eye beside the winch. I could see Mimi watching my every move through the back window. When I headed back inside, she gave a yip and leaped again into the front seat and resumed her position looking through the windshield.
“Going after Bobby,” I told her as I slipped the Suburban into low. “Gonna rescue his little ass as soon as I get me some guns.”
Mimi wagged her tail.
I eased the truck forward until the cable was taut, and then I carefully accelerated. I looked through the rearview mirror and not much seemed to be happening back there, so I said fuck it and punched the gas. The Suburban leaped forward, Mimi slid off the front seat and landed on the floorboard with a thud, and the security door to Elvira’s Gun Shop gave a metallic groan and tore free, flying through the air and crashing with a rattle of metal and glass into the back of the truck.
The rear window splintered from the impact, but I didn’t care. It wasn’t my SUV. I gave a yell of triumph and Mimi started barking, and we both leaped out of the Suburban and ran around to Elvira’s front door, which was now a gaping rectangular hole in the front of the building.
“Open for business,” I said, and tail high, Mimi strolled on in like she owned the place. I followed along right behind her, praying to God I wouldn’t do like Bobby had suggested I would and shoot myself in the foot with the first weapon I grabbed.
 
 
THERE was a huge portrait of Elvira hanging behind the main counter of the store. She looked about seventy-five, and her hair was bleached to the color and texture of sun-clobbered straw. She was trying to look sexy while blowing smoke from the barrel of a Smith & Wesson revolver as if she had just emulated Ma Barker and blown a hole in law enforcement. Her lips were puckered up like a cat’s asshole, and her lipstick and eye shadow looked like they had been applied with a putty knife. Her face was so deeply tanned and wrinkled, I figured she had never once popped open a bottle of skin moisturizer or ducked under a parasol to get out of the sun in her whole frigging life.
I knew it was a Smith & Wesson the woman had pressed to her puckered, painted lips, because it said so under the photo. “Elvira and her beloved Smith & Wesson Bodyguard 38 in an intimate moment. Shoplifters take note.”
The gun was black and small and seriously butch. I decided then and there that if it was good enough for Elvira, then it was good enough for me. I supposed a shotgun would make a more dramatic hole in a zombie, or anything else for that matter, but a shotgun would be hard to lug around.
After ten minutes of searching, I found a Bodyguard 38 in a stack of boxes by the front window. I did a quick read-through of the instruction manual, learned what sort of bullets to buy, found those nearby, and after a few false starts, loaded that sucker up. I found a shoulder holster I liked and tore the price tag off, strapped it on, and stuck my loaded gun in it.
There were no mirrors around, so I stepped outside and admired my reflection through the bars in the front window. I did a quick-draw, whipping that gun out from under my armpit like Clint Eastwood, and promptly dropped the damn thing on my foot. Thankfully it didn’t go off, but Mimi was looking pretty nervous, anyway. I told her to get a grip. What a coward.
I aimed down the barrel at a movie poster of Tom Cruise taped to the window of the Blockbuster Video store next door and pulled the trigger. The world dissolved around me in a horrendous blast of sound. When I opened my eyes again, I had a crick in my shoulder from the recoil, and Tom and the window were both gone. So was Mimi. I found her cowering under the cash register back in the gun shop.
I stuck the gun in the shoulder holster and left it there, loaded and ready to go. I was determined never to take it off until I had Bobby back. Or until I had accidentally shot myself in the head. One or the other.
I found a few other items in Elvira’s that I thought I might need. A flashlight with extra batteries, battle rations in little foil packs which might come in handy when food was scarce, a Swiss Army knife which did everything but make crêpes, and a backpack to carry all my loot and my extra ammunition around in.
I was getting low on gas for the moped, so I siphoned some from the SUV. I used a hose I kept for just that purpose in the back storage space on the bike. Since there was no electricity, no gas pumps worked, but there was always easy access to fuel in the tanks of the million or so abandoned vehicles scattered all over the city.
That chore done, I gathered up Mimi, who looked like she had finally made her peace with the fact that I was now armed. I stuck her in her little basket while I started up the bike, and we roared off down the street, pink scarves flapping.
Now for the big problem. Finding Bobby.
I headed toward the house, because that was the logical place to start looking. My plan was simple. I’d be bait. I would tool along the streets in the neighborhood until the roar of the moped enticed a zombie to come after my sorry ass. Instead of killing him like I usually did, I would tie him up and hope the sunlight cured him. Then, when he was lucid, if he ever was, I would question him.
With a little luck, maybe the roar of the moped would even grab Bobby’s attention. Hopefully, he would know it was me making the racket. Maybe it would give him the incentive he needed to escape on his own. If not, at least it might give him the courage to hang in there just a little longer, at least until I could ferret out his whereabouts and ride in on my white horse to collect him.
Admittedly, it wasn’t the greatest plan in the world. In fact, it was pretty lame, but I didn’t know what else to do. Just because I could blow a hole through a movie poster with Tom Cruise’s puss on it didn’t mean I was really an action hero. Shit, I was a waiter.
I was barely away from the strip mall, and still blocks away from the house, when the birds attacked.
They came out of nowhere. One minute the skies were empty, and the next minute they were jam-packed with what seemed like every fucking bird on the west coast. Crows, hawks, pigeons, woodpeckers, cormorants, gulls. Even a couple of damn pelicans. You name it. And they were nasty-looking birds too. Filthy, stinky, feathers all disarranged, pooping all over the place. Geez, the air was practically filled with flying feces.
Need I say it? Yep. They were zombie birds. A frigging million of them.
And they were all shooting straight for me and Mimi. Screaming. Squawking. Dive-bombing our heads. Like the two of us didn’t have enough to worry about.
I accelerated, weaving through the abandoned vehicles and bouncing over curbs and down sidewalks, but I knew it was hopeless. I would never be able to outrun them. It was all I could do to maintain control of the bike, what with assorted birds banging me in the head and crashing into my lap and flapping their wings in my face as they buzzed by. I gave a cheer when Mimi grabbed one of the little fuckers as it flew past, a blue jay I think it was, and gave it a vicious shake. Satisfied it was dead, she spit the blue jay out over the side of the basket and promptly kept her eyes peeled for another one. She looked like she was enjoying herself.
I wasn’t.
The city park was coming up, so I steered in that direction. Maybe I could lose the birds beneath the trees. I roared over the lawn, bounced through a bocce court, across a playground, swerving at the last minute to avoid a couple of teeter-totters and a jungle gym, and I was just coming up to the entrance of the San Diego Zoo when a zombified polar bear stood up in my path, drooling, snarling, crapping, and looking totally pissed off.
A polar bear! Christ! And he looked like he had just crawled through a sewer pipe. He was filthy. I screamed so loudly I startled myself. Mimi too. She almost fell out of her basket when that god-awful scream of terror came ripping out of me.
I swerved around the bear, who was reaching out with a pawful of six-inch claws to rake me off my bike. I shot past the bastard with bare inches to spare and roared off down the sidewalk with the damn thing galloping along in hot pursuit. The birds veered away and wheeled high into the sky in one vast, roiling cloud. When they came back down, they aimed themselves at the bear instead of me. Maybe he looked tastier and more filling than one screaming queer on a moped. Like a big, roaring Hostess Sno Ball. The fucker.
Just as I was zooming toward the edge of the park, a water buffalo stuck his head out of the bushes and snorted as I sped past. A panda hung from a tree limb above his head, and a python that must have been twenty feet long was dripping off a lamppost on the corner. All three creatures looked insane, or if not insane, at least not normal. They snapped and growled and hissed at me as I roared past. Note to self: Stay the hell away from the zoo! God only knew what other animals might have escaped their cages. Or been intentionally released. The last thing I wanted to do was run into a hungry pride of lions, zombified or unzombified. Made no never mind to me what kind of lions they were. I wanted nothing to do with any of them. Cats scare the bejesus out of me. Little ones, big ones. Tigers, Persians, alley cats. You name it. Cats suck.
But not as much as polar bears.
I felt hands on my back and I spun around in panic. There was no one there. I turned back around to concentrate on not steering into a tree or plowing into a parked car, when I felt the hands again. Familiar hands. They were circling my hips, pulling at me. I could actually feel myself being dragged forward across the moped’s seat.
This was getting worrisome. Invisible hands are never a good sign.
Sneaking a peak behind me, I saw the bear was long gone. So were all the other critters I had spotted. The only animal in sight now was Mimi, and she had her front paws stuck up on the front edge of her little basket, watching the sidewalk unroll in front of us. Her fluffy ears and pink scarf were flapping in the wind. Her tongue was dangling off her jaw like a tiny throw rug hanging out a window.
A familiar scent invaded my nostrils. A comforting scent. Warm, inviting. I felt a stirring in my crotch. Just sniffing that amazing scent was making my dick move.
It was Bobby’s scent. What the fuck?
Then a car alarm began screeching in my ear.


Chapter Five
 
WHEN I opened my eyes, my vision was filled with the back of Bobby’s head. My face was buried in a forest of Bobby’s sleep-tousled hair. It was tickling my face, that mop of hair, all blond and clumpy and gorgeous. His hair smelled like apple shampoo and was pointing off in a dozen different directions like he had just been zapped with 5,000 volts of electricity.
My lips were pressed to the nape of Bobby’s neck. He tasted warm and delicious from sleep.
My dick was hard and rested chastely—and oh so comfortably—in the slot between his naked ass cheeks. Chastely for the moment, at any rate. That could change quickly enough. Especially when Bobby’s hands reached around behind him to pull me closer. They were the same hands I had felt earlier. But how could that be?
“You’re back,” I said.
“Yeah, Charlie. My back. And your front. Squooshed together. You know where that’s going to lead.”
“Damn polar bear,” I mumbled, too comfortable and too confused to think about fucking at the moment. “It almost got me. Didn’t it?”
“Bad dream?” Bobby asked, rolling over and pressing his face to my chest. His hand gripped my stone-hard dick at the very same moment my hand reached down to encompass his.
Was it a dream? Good Lord, I guess it had been.
I felt Bobby’s lips on my chest, kissing me good morning. His tongue flicked out to taste me. I loved the feel of his tongue. It made my dick get even harder.
The car alarm was killing me. How could Bobby concentrate on what he was doing with all that racket going on?
Apparently, he couldn’t. “Get a gun and shoot that damn thing,” he muttered, his lips tickling my chest, moisture from his cock seeping onto my hand. “Please, Charlie. Do it for me.”
“Okay,” I said, wondering where I had put the .38. Then I realized that had all been just a dream too. I didn’t own a gun. I had never owned a gun.
Something licked my toes.
That woke me up good and proper.
Rather alarmed, I lifted the sheet and peered down past Bobby’s beautiful backside and our four tangled hairy legs to what lay at the foot of the bed. It was a poodle. A white poodle. It was wearing a rhinestone collar around its neck. It was licking away at my toes as if licking was its favorite thing to do in all the world.
I blinked. I didn’t own a poodle any more than I owned a gun. Did I?
“Bobby, there’s a poodle in the bed.”
I could feel Bobby’s lips twist into a smile against my skin. “Yeah. Mimi. She’s a stray, remember? We found her yesterday?”
“Did we?”
“Yeah.”
“And—and were there mopeds involved?”
“Bought ’em last night. My God, Charlie, you must have really been asleep.”
I mulled that over.
“I can’t stand that car alarm another second,” Bobby grumped.
He tried to pull away, but I wouldn’t let him go. I held him so tight he finally began to squirm. “Jesus, Charlie, it’s been screaming like that for twenty minutes. Let me go chuck a rock at it or something.”
“No,” I said. “Let it scream. If you go outside the world will end. I don’t want the world to end. I like it just the way it is.”
“You’re nuts,” Bobby laughed, but he settled back down and pressed his lips to my chest again. After a minute, his lips slid south. Then they slid a little farther south.
With Bobby’s tongue finally coming to rest in my belly button, and Mimi’s tongue still slavering away at my toes like a kid with ten tiny Popsicles, I smiled. And pretty soon I was dozing.
I woke up with Bobby’s lips circling my cock. If there is a better way to wake up I don’t know what it is.
Mimi was lying on the pillow beside my head looking at me. She was a cute little thing.
It took me a moment to realize the car alarm had finally stopped screeching.
I heaved a gigantic sigh of relief, relishing the silence almost as much as the heat of Bobby’s mouth. I reached down with both hands to hold Bobby’s head exactly where I wanted it.
“Now, honey bunny, go to town,” I said.
And God bless him, he did. And the day truly began.
 


About the Author
JOHN INMAN
has been writing fiction since he was old enough to hold a pencil. He and his partner live in beautiful San Diego, California. Together, they share a passion for theater, books, hiking and biking along the trails and canyons of San Diego or, if the mood strikes, simply kicking back with a beer and a movie. John’s advice for anyone who wishes to be a writer? “Set time aside to write every day and do it. Don’t be afraid to share what you’ve written. Feedback is important. When a rejection slip comes in, just tear it up and try again. Keep mailing stuff out. Keep writing and rewriting and then rewrite one more time. Every minute of the struggle is worth it in the end, so don’t give up. Ever. Remember that publishers are a lot like lovers. Sometimes you have to look a long time to find the one that’s right for you.”
You can contact John at john492@att.net, on Facebook: http://www.facebook.com/john.inman.79, or on his website: http://www.johninmanauthor.com/.


Also from JOHN INMAN

http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com


Mystery/Suspense from JOHN INMAN

http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com


Romance from DREAMSPINNER PRESS


http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com





Copyright
The Poodle Apocalypse ©Copyright John Inman, 2013
Published by
Dreamspinner Press
5032 Capital Circle SW
Ste 2, PMB# 279
Tallahassee, FL 32305-7886
USA
http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the authors’ imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
Cover Art by Paul Richmond   
http://www.paulrichmondstudio.com
This book is licensed to the original purchaser only. Duplication or distribution via any means is illegal and a violation of International Copyright Law, subject to criminal prosecution and upon conviction, fines, and/or imprisonment. This eBook cannot be legally loaned or given to others. No part of this eBook can be shared or reproduced without the express permission of the Publisher. To request permission and all other inquiries, contact Dreamspinner Press at: 5032 Capital Circle SW Ste 2, PMB# 279, Tallahassee, FL 32305-7886, USA.
http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/
Digital ISBN: 978-1-62380-374-2
Printed in the United States of America
First Edition
February 2013


Table of Contents
Title page
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
About the Author
Also from John Inman
Mystery/Suspense from John Inman
Romance from Dreamspinner Press
Copyright

images/00009.jpg
e £
ROOMMATE'S
AJOCK?

,Crapt

Wade Kelly

well:





images/00008.jpg





cover.jpeg





images/00002.jpg
-
{ @}emp%

For more of'the
best M/M romance,
visit
Breamdpinnes, Press

www.dreamspinnerpress.com






images/00001.jpg





images/00006.jpg
;qa
A

I a





images/00005.jpg
JoHN INMAN





images/00007.jpg





