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My Zombie Ex-Boyfriend
By Cora Zane
“Is he still out there?”
“Mm, I’d say so.” Megan took a sip of bottled water and screwed the cap back on. “You know, Reg, Jimmy wasn’t exactly the sharpest tool in the shed when he was alive.”
“Oh, for good Pete,” Regina muttered under her breath. She pushed past Megan, and flung open the bedroom window so she could look down on the front lawn. Sure enough, there he was, a six-foot-two specimen of blond zombie flesh stumbling around in her driveway like a clunky Herman Munster. He’d been out there for at least ten hours now, apparently unable to figure out how to maneuver through the gap in the hedges to get up to her front door. Regina pressed a hand to her forehead in a bid for patience.
James D. Ellingsworth looked much the same as he had when she’d last seen him alive three weeks ago—tattered jeans and a classic, black motorcycle jacket. But there was a big gaping hole in the side of his neck now, and dark purple bruises ringed his eyes. Even more disturbing, the white T-shirt he wore looked like it had been doused with a bucket of blood. Regina shuddered at the sight of him. She couldn’t tell if he recognized her or not, but something had to be ticking upstairs if he remembered where she lived.
“Jimmy, go home!” She shouted at him, wishing she knew an effective way to shoo him off. But like Meg suggested, he’d always been a little thick in the clue department.
Once again he tried to walk headlong through the bushes, which resulted in a flurry of rustling leaves and hoarse grunts. Regina shook her head and sighed, feeling sorry and a little embarrassed for him. At last he backed out the hedges, as disoriented and ineffectual as ever.
She sobbed in frustration, “Why won’t he leave?”
In a last ditch effort to get his attention, Regina grabbed a pink throw pillow from the window seat and tossed it in his direction. She hadn’t expected to hit him directly, but the pillow skimmed the top of the bushes and smacked him square in the face. Jimmy stopped shuffling, and swayed as if stunned.
Megan scoffed. “Jesus Christ, knock him down why don’t you? We won’t be able to see where he is, then.”
Regina glared at her friend then leaned out the window again. “We’re finished, Jimmy Dale. Do you hear me? We broke up weeks ago.” She braced her hands on the sill, and hung her head in exasperation when he showed no sign of comprehension. “Please, won’t you just go home?”
“Reg…” Megan touched her shoulder. “I don’t think that’s going to work.”
Regina opened her mouth to argue, when a dart of movement caught her eye. Aside from Jimmy, she hadn’t seen anyone out on the street for at least two days. She did a double take, her heart leaping at the unexpected glimpse of a tan, muscular body. A shirtless man cut across her driveway toward Jimmy in a matter of seconds.
A ball of horrified excitement clenched inside her. A dark head of hair and flashes of denim blue were briefly visible through the bushes before a violent thud echoed across the quiet yard.
The bushes shook, and Regina jumped at the sound of someone being beaten.
“Who the hell is that?” Megan’s grip tightened on her arm.
A moment later, a man wearing ripped jeans stepped through the bushes carrying a bloody crowbar. Out of breath, he looked up at the window and swiped the back of his wrist across his forehead.
“Hey, are you two all right?”
Regina stared at him in shock, because she knew him—sort of. He stood there barefoot in the grass, shirtless, his scruffy black hair falling across a gorgeous pair of frost blue eyes. Her gaze swept over him from firm chest to ripped abs, and lower still, to the dark treasure trail that began right beneath his navel. Her heart clenched.
“I’m Heath Collins,” he went on to say. “I’ve seen you around town a couple of times, mostly at the post office. Anyway, I live just down the street at 285.” He pointed over his shoulder. “The gray condo with the skimpy willow out front…that’s me.”
She stared at him in horror. He walked all the way from down there?
“Hello?” He waved up at her then held his arm out at his sides and let them drop. “I know you can speak; I heard you shouting half a block away. I thought you needed help.”
That snapped her out of it.
“Oh. Sorry,” Regina finally answered. “We’re quite fine, actually.”
He squinted up at her as if she were crazed. “Great. So, one of you want to let me in before the hordes arrive? In case you haven’t noticed, it’s kind of dangerous out here.”
Regina looked at Megan, who shook her head.
“We can’t just leave him out there,” she insisted.
Meg’s eyes widened. “Oh, yes, we can.”
She was right, of course, but it seemed wrong to leave him outside. Regina frowned. The zombies didn’t seem incredibly smart or fast, but who was to say one couldn’t stumble out from somewhere and get a bite in? She was pretty sure that was how Jimmy had ended up infected. He’d never been very observant of his surroundings.
She blew out a breath and brushed her hair back from her face. In the yard below, Heath Collins glanced about warily, waiting. Regina leaned out the window again, and cleared her throat. “Excuse me—”
Heath looked up, and despite an alarming trill of excitement she felt at having him near, she hoped she wouldn’t end up regretting her decision.
“Go around back, would you? Through the gate on the left—no, your other left.” She pointed toward the garage she shared with Meg. “Wash up in the hose, and I’ll let you in through the patio doors.”
“Reg, are you crazy?” Megan dogged her down the stairs, surging forward at the base to block her entrance into the living room. “I know you’re not seriously thinking about letting this guy in here without checking him over for bites and scratches?”
“Of course, we’ll check him over.”
“No, no, no. There is no we—you. See, I’m not risking a hair on this guy. I don’t know him from Adam, and you heard the news yourself, we’re under quarantine. We’re supposed to stay indoors. Who knows how long he’s been out there wandering around with those…things.” She visibly shuddered.
“He’s speaking in coherent sentences, Meg. I’m sure that means he’s fine.” Regina stepped around her, and flipped on the brass lamp next to the recliner.
Megan scoffed. “Are you even listening? We don’t owe this guy anything. He’s a neighbor, so what. I say leave him out there!”
Regina stood with her hands on her hips. “If he gets eaten alive, I’ll feel super guilty, especially after what happened to Jimmy. He’s asking for our help. Could you stand it if he got bit, too? Are you prepared to deal with that?”
“Gee, let me think….” Meg paused. “Um, yeah, I’d say I’m fully prepared to deal with that.”
She folded her arms across her chest, and Regina rolled her eyes. She turned away without another word and stalked over to the sliding glass doors. She drew back the heavy drapes against Meg’s protests, and there he was, poor thing, washed down and shivering on her patio, his black hair plastered to his head in wet spikes. Her heart skipped a beat. He was incredibly good looking. She fumbled with the door latches, and Heath turned around. He still carried the crowbar, but his arms were crossed over his chest for warmth.
The door slid open, and he stepped toward her. Reg quickly blocked him from waltzing inside.
“First things first, show me your arms, buddy.”
“What?” He frowned.
“Bites, scratches…Do you have any?”
“No.” He showed his arms then did a mock turn, showing off his perfectly muscled, unmarred back. “Good enough?”
Was he ever!
Regina gave herself a mental shake and stepped back from the door.
“What the hell were you doing out on the street anyway?” she asked him once he was inside. “Did you somehow miss the fact there are crazed undead people rambling around the neighborhood?”
“I heard shouting,” he quipped, and glanced briefly at Meg while Regina slid the door closed and fastened the locks. “I grabbed my binoculars and saw you throwing stuff out the window. I thought you needed help.”
“My hero….” Megan drawled under her breath.
Regina tugged the curtain shut with a swish. “You’re lucky Jimmy didn’t chow down on you out there.”
“Jimmy? You mean the zombie out front—you know him?”
Meg laughed. “He’s her ex-boyfriend.”
“Oh.” Heath’s brow furrowed, his color fluctuating. His fingers flexed briefly on the crowbar he carried. “I’m sorry—”
Regina sighed, and stopped him with her hand. “It’s been over for a while, trust me. I have no idea when he became infected or how he found his way over here. We broke up a few weeks ago, and haven’t talked since. But it seems he…remembers me, or something. I don’t know.” She shook her head. “Give me a minute and I’ll get you a towel, okay?”
She left the living room, and walked down the hall to the bathroom. Half way to her destination, she realized her new guest followed her. So be it. With no one but Meg to keep him company in the other room, she couldn’t quite blame him.
While pulling a towel out of the cabinet, she glanced over her shoulder and saw he watched her from the doorway. “I’m Regina Bryant, by the way. Miss Cranky back there is Megan Cary. She lives next door.”
She tossed him a striped towel, and he caught it, snapped it open. He wiped his face with it, before pulling it on top of his head to scrub his hair dry.
“Reg,” Megan called from the hallway, “I’m going home for a while.” She peeked around the door, and eyed Heath warily. “If he flips out on you, or whatever, give me a shout. By the way, I put his crowbar on the dining table.”
“Fine,” Regina said with a sigh. She swiped at her brow with the back of her hand. “Take the baseball bat with you, okay? If you need anything, you know where I’ll be.”
When she turned away, Heath glanced at Regina in alarm then peered around the door frame. “Hey, you should stay here,” he called after Meg. “Safety in numbers, you know?”
Regina caught Heath’s muscled arm before he could go after her. “She’ll be fine. My hallway linen storage opens into her bedroom closet. We unlocked the door between the apartments once we heard about the outbreak. She doesn’t have to go outside.”
A gleam in his pale eyes told her that despite what she’d said, he wasn’t one-hundred percent convinced everything was as safe and secure as she seemed to think. It hardly mattered. She wasn’t about to argue. When the news initially broke out, and signs pointed to the infection taking root in Whitmore, she and Meg had gone into lockdown. They’d checked every door and window, and made sure the garden gate had shut properly.
Since then, the zombies she’d noticed staggering through the streets over the course of the past few days couldn’t manage the bushes or the curbs, much less manipulate a door handle. And judging from what she’d observed from the front window and on TV, the undead shuffled around aimlessly, showing signs of aggression only when something—car, animal, or person—approached them. Of course, her impressions amounted to nothing more than theory, and Regina had no intention of testing it out. Still, she wasn’t quite so worried about what was outside—as long as it stayed outside.
Lost in thought, she was barely aware that Heath had stopped scrubbing his hair with the towel. He’d settled it around his shoulders like some kind of star athlete. He certainly looked the part. It was the sudden realization that she stared at his naked chest that jarred her. Shaking off the spell, Regina jerked her gaze to his face, and a flicker of amused knowledge lit his eyes. Her womb clenched. He didn’t have to tell her what was going through his mind at that moment. The directness of his frost blue gaze spoke volumes.
Heat swept across her face. “I, ah, think I have a shirt you can borrow.”
She ducked her head and pushed past him into the hallway, anything to relieve the sudden tension flowing between them. She hurried through the house to the kitchen and opened the louvered door that hid her stacked washer and dryer.
Heath followed her, and waited without saying a word while she dug through the dryer. At last she came across a red flannel shirt she usually wore when gardening out back. She took it out, and gave it a quick shake to get the wrinkles out before holding it up to gauge the size.
“This should work,” she said, and handed him the shirt. Heath took it and pulled it on, his eyes never leaving her face.
Task accomplished, Regina crossed the kitchen and went about putting on a kettle for tea.
While waiting for the water to boil, she flipped on the countertop television and leaned against the cabinets, anything to keep her attention –and quite possibly her hands—off her sexy houseguest. She’d left the channel tuned in to Prime News 8. The local station had been airing nothing but around the clock zombie cleanup coverage over the last week.
“At least the power’s been restored,” Heath said as he leaned against the end of the kitchen counter and nodded toward the TV. “It must mean the military is making progress, getting things back under control. Have there been any updates about our area?”
The kettle began to whistle on the stove. “Not much.” Regina shook her head as she took down two cups from the cabinet. “But there is a news center set up for Whitmore at the National Bank across town. Earlier today I called Time and Temperature on my cell—”
“—and?”
“The recorded message said emergency teams have restored order in about twenty-four parishes in North Louisiana. They also said the National Guard and a crew of trained zombie containment specialists should reach us tonight—tomorrow morning at the latest.”
“It’s about time.” He raked a hand through his hair. “Did they say how they’re going about the roundup?”
Regina shrugged. “I assume they’re going door to door?”
She poured two cups of tea, adding sugar to each, then turned with a cup and offered it to Heath. He stepped forward to take it, and the look in his eyes sent a starburst of desire skittering through her veins.
She couldn’t remember ever experiencing chemistry this strong, but it was there, and she didn’t doubt for an instant that he felt it too.
“I’m sorry I keep staring,” he said, frowning a little. “I can’t seem to help it. You’ve got the most beautiful brown eyes I’ve ever seen.”
Regina could have melted into the floor at that very moment. Her lips parted in silent awe, and when he reached out and caught a lock of her caramel blonde hair between his fingers, her breath seized in her lungs. He towered over her, his ripped jeans and the open flannel shirt giving him an air of intimate familiarity.
A frisson of excitement slithered through her when he set his tea aside and reached up to caress her cheek, his fingers still warm from the cup. His hand skimmed her jaw line, brushed against her hair, and rounded behind her nape to pull her closer for his kiss. Those smooth, firm lips covered hers and she gasped at the sensation of warm sunlight pouring through her body, a blaze of liquid heat.
Desire flared between them, rich and heady. Regina sank into his arms, her fingers biting into the strength of his sculpted shoulders. Heath deepened the kiss, and she eagerly received him, her tongue dueling with his in a slow dance of exploration. When at last he pulled away, he blew out a breath and looked down at her. “I’ve wanted to do that for months.”
She would have smiled, but he dipped his head down and kissed her again.
Touching, caressing, teasing, tasting. Heath soon had her panting as his hands skated down her back to find her firm bottom. He cupped her well-rounded cheeks and squeezed before drawing her up against his erection.
Regina wasn’t sure at what point things had gotten so hot and heavy, but she played into it without any reservations. She conducted a sensual exploration of her own, her hands smoothing over his bare chest, up to the saddle of his shoulders. While nipping a sensual path along his clavicle, she slipped the flannel shirt from his shoulders, felt him shake his arms one by one to free himself from the sleeves.
His hands were on her waist, maneuvering her around, guiding her back toward the den, his kisses seeking her lips, her throat. Regina marveled at the way they walked entwined into the den. That much came to her in a haze, the awareness of leaving the kitchen, of falling back onto the supple leather sofa where he laid her down onto the overstuff cushions and pinned her down with his strong body.
She ran her hands over his strong shoulders and down his back, while his hands found their way under her shirt to massage her breasts. A surge of pleasure shot through her when he flicked her nipples, then tugged her shirt up, nibbling a taut peak through the lace cup of her bra.
He kissed his way up to her throat, and she could feel his erection, hard and hot, pressed against her thigh.
“Sure you want to do this?” he asked, before placing a soft kiss against her mouth. “I swear I’ll make it good for you.”
Blood beat in her ears. She swallowed thickly and nodded. “I’m sure.” She wouldn’t have passed up this opportunity in a million years.
Heath accepted her answer and gave her no room to change her mind. Regina felt his stomach muscles clench a split second before he grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and tugged it over her head. Sparks of anticipation flickered through her, and goose bumps chased down her arms. Heath removed her bra as though it were a sensual game. He slid the straps off her slim shoulders and took his time working open the front fastening.
The minute he freed her breasts, a low groan escaped his throat. He smoothed a warm, calloused hand along the curve of one breast and down her ribcage. His hot mouth covered her and sucked, his tongue flicking and teasing as he feasted on one hard nipple before moving on to the other.
Regina was ready for more. She wanted to feel him inside her, the friction of his body taking hers. She traced her fingers along his abs, past his navel to the start of that fascinating trail of crisp black hair that disappeared beneath waistband of his jeans.
She pulled the button free and peeled back the zipper with an easy tug. Looking down between their bodies, she raked her teeth over her lower lip and reached into his boxers to cup him in her hands. His breathing quickened. Her fingers glided over the satin skin of his shaft, and she watched his face, reveling in the pleasure she saw reflected there, the hazy gleam of lust in his eyes.
“Please,” she whispered. “I want…”
His nostrils flared. He unbuttoned her jeans then eased up onto his knees, straddling her. Regina did her best to cooperate as he tugged the tight denim over her hips. The attempt took her panties off as well, and she lifted her pelvis so he could strip everything past the curve of her bottom. When at last he’d stripped off her pants, he tossed them aside and stood up. She admired the way he cupped his erection while kicking off his jeans and boxers.
She smoothed her hands down his hard abs when he came back to her. As he lowered himself on top of her, he caught one of her hands and kissed the palm. He was divine, and she was more than ready for him.
Heath rubbed her slick folds with questing fingers, dipping and delving, making her moan. He swirled his fingertips over her clit, building heat and friction before slipping inside her. Regina sighed against his mouth and continued stroking him, loving the way he thrust his cock through her eager hands.
He hit just the right rhythm, and Regina pressed hard against his palm, forcing him deeper.
“Mm, I think I can give you better,” he muttered, his voice trembling a little.
He rose up on his arms and kneed her thighs apart. Regina welcomed him, her fingers biting into his back as he levered his cock against her slick opening. That first high, hot moment he glided home made her gasp. Sweet fuck, he felt just right, so full and hard, pulsing inside her. Her inner muscles clamped around him, and she tilted her hips, meeting every thrust with a move of her own. They rocked together, his breathing quick, his hazy eyes watching her, his attention seemingly fixed on giving her pleasure.
She locked her ankles around his calves, and trailed her hands down his back and lower, to his firm, flexing buttocks. She gripped him and his pace quickened. Sweat beaded along his forehead. Their breathing sounded harsh and shallow, loud in the silence of the living room. Their damp bodies clung together, bucking and riding in a fierce dance. Regina moaned as the first spike of pleasure shot through her. On impact she erupted, shattered into liquid heat. Shuddering, her thoughts hazy, she groaned and let go, her entire body shaking with bliss.
“Oh, baby…” Heath lost his composure when she came. He tugged her thigh higher against his hip and fucked her harder, his thrusts wild, frantic.
Regina clenched around him when he came. Hot seed spilled inside her and he gasped, shivering, his muscles jerking. At last he stilled, as if holding onto one last sweet note, and she felt his cock throbbing inside her. He closed his eyes and lowered his forehead down to hers before he collapsed against her, spent and exhausted. Regina smoothed her hands over his back, relishing his warmth and weight.
Slowly Heath eased off of her and rolled over onto his side. Out of breath, his heart still racing, he pulled her close. For several minutes afterward, they kissed and caressed, connecting without words, basking in the afterglow.
A distant rumble pulled Regina out of the moment. She listened, frowning, thinking at first it was thunder. But the noise persisted, and alarm began to trickle through her. She glanced up at Heath, who had gone still in her arms. His pale eyes were narrowed on the living room window. As the noise seemed to come closer, he leaned up on his elbows.
“CITIZENS OF WHITMORE, DO NOT BE ALARMED,” a clipped, amplified voice rang out from the street. “WE ASK THAT YOU STAY INDOORS, AND—”
“It’s a rescue team.” Heath sat bolt upright.
They jumped up off the couch, snatching at clothes, scrambling to get dressed. Regina pulled her shirt over her head while Heath hurried over to the living room window and jerked back the curtains. Gray daylight flooded the room, and he stood there fastening his jeans, watching a slow motorcade complete with armed soldiers make its way up Harper Street.
“Woohoo!”
Regina started at Megan’s sudden, happy cry. She was still tugging her jeans over her hips when Megan bounded downstairs into the living room.
“We’re saved!” Megan cheered.
“—CLEANUP AND DISPOSAL IS UNDERWAY. PLEASE REMAIN INDOORS. DOOR TO DOOR TEAMS WILL BE DISPATCHED SHORTLY TO ASSIST YOU.”
Ignoring the knowing look Meg cast in her direction, Regina rushed around the coffee table and went to stand beside Heath. He wrapped his arm around her waist.
The mobile message repeated through the loudspeakers as the motorcade slowed in front of the neighbor’s driveway. Regina’s heart clenched. Two soldiers jogged halfway up the drive, and stopped on the far side of her hedges. An anxious feeling settled in her stomach. Someone fired four quick rounds, and Regina flinched with every loud pop. Heath’s arms tightened around her. She knew what, or rather who, they were aiming at.
A second later, two men in white hazmat suits rolled a black barrel off the back of a flatbed truck and hurried over to pick up the body.
Numb anger struck her at the sight of them stuffing Jimmy into the barrel like a sack of potatoes. It was all so quick, without an iota of compassion. The two men quickly sealed the container, and rolled it on its rim back to the truck. Regina’s mouth trembled.
The brush of warm fingers grazed her cheek, and she looked up. Heath studied her face, his brow furrowed. His expression of caring and concern filled her heart.
“Everything’s going to be okay,” he whispered.
Regina nodded and held onto his arm for support. She had her doubts, but more than anything she wanted to believe him.
They stood there for a long time, watching the troops patrol the neighboring houses. Eventually a soldier in riot gear passed in front of the house and noticed them watching from the living room window. He studied them a moment and lowered his gun. Regina shivered when he took a black, handheld radio off the utility belt at his waist and brought it up to his face shield. The convoy slowed from a trudge to a crawl. The loudspeaker warning repeated.
Regina watched with bated breath as the soldier spoke once more into his radio. This time he pointed in their direction. Further down the street, a pair of soldiers hopped off the back of a flat bed truck and jogged toward her house. Her heart skipped a beat until she saw one of the soldiers had what looked like a clipboard tucked under his arm. She tensed.
“What do you think they want?” Regina looked up at Heath. “They told us to stay inside.”
“I bet they’re census taking,” Megan blurted. “Seeing who’s still alive.” She spun away from the window and scrambled toward the front door. “I bet they have a list!”
Of course Meg would want to know if her mother was on it; her brother over in Stanwick.
Heath laced his fingers through hers. “If there’s a list, I suppose we better get on it.”
“Hey.” Regina stopped him by tugging on his hand. “You’re going to stay here until everything’s back to normal, right?”
He gaze darkened. He took a step toward her, and his voice lowered, “If you want me to.”
“I do.” She admitted, her brows furrowed with worry. “Please… Stay.”
In the next room, the front door opened and a man’s voice carried through the house. Regina heard Megan talking, but she couldn’t hear what was being said. Outside, the cadaver truck had suddenly geared up, the disposal crew continuing on in their search for the undead.
Heath stroked the side of her face. “I’ll stay as long as you want me to.”
Regina breathed a sigh of relief, a slow smile curving her mouth. “It’s a deal.”
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