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Sunday morning cast a warm glow through the bay window of the bedroom, catching dust in its rays, twisting them above Jake’s head. He raised his arm, stretched his hand into the beam of dusty motes, turning his fingers, clasping a palmful of nothing. He smiled as he twisted onto his side, brushing Matthew’s hair from his neck to nuzzle his skin, a light kiss before he rolled out of bed. Matthew groaned something about breakfast, to which Jake tossed an offhand remark, suggesting pancakes after he was done in the garage.

Matthew rolled over, blinking as he reached for his glasses. He curled the arms around his ears and squinted at Jake as he dressed. “What are you doing in the garage?”

“It’s Sunday,” Jake said, his deep voice scattering dust from the sunbeams. “I want to have a little fun.”

“In the garage?”

Jake pulled his jeans up and grabbed a flannel shirt. “Downtown,” he said, leaving before Matthew could protest. He clumped downstairs, took the last three with a jump, shaking the house on landing, then grabbed the keys for the garage. 

It was Jake’s special place. 

Matthew had the kitchen, his office, a reading nook tucked into one end of the living room, and a walk-closet in the spare bedroom. 

Jake had the garage.

Some might call it a den, especially when they saw the couch pressed against the far wall, or the motorbike – Matthew’s, before he settled – in the middle of the garage, but to Jake it was a temple, a place for crafting, perfecting, and polishing weapons of brutal destruction.

Yes, they’d talked about it.

No, nothing had been resolved.

Matthew tried an ultimatum once, the memory of which made Jake smile every time he entered the garage. It was me, or the murder weapons. That’s what he said. To which Jake had replied, fine, don’t let the door hit your ass on the way out. Brutal. Like his murder weapons. But putting a few tortured souls to rest was hardly murder. No one he knew called it that, anyway. Only Matthew.

“And he doesn’t get it,” Jake said, as he pulled the thin chain for the strip light above his workbench. Jake sighed as the light flickered on and he cast his eyes on his latest project: an old car axle casing pinched onto the end of a hardwood baseball bat. Since the zombie population Downtown had dwindled, and Jake was forced, by law, to leave the chainsaw at home, blunt melee weapons were all the rage. “And I’ll turn a few heads with this baby,” he said, patting the metal head before tightening the protruding bolts one last time before breakfast. 

He left the murder weapon on the bench when Matthew dropped the stylus on one of his classical vinyls, killing the light with a jerk of the chain above his head. Jake locked the garage on his way back to the house.
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“I don’t think I’ll ever understand it,” Matthew said. He flipped a fresh pancake in the pan, drawing an appreciative nod from Jake before setting the pan back on the hob. Matthew drizzled syrup on the stack of pancakes he had on a plate on the counter, then carried them over to the sturdy kitchen table Jake had built into the kitchen booth. “You kill people for a hobby.”

“They’re already dead, Matt,” Jake said, adding a touch of grit to his voice to kill the conversation before Matthew took it to the…

“They were alive, once.”

Too late.

“And now they are legally dead, which makes them fair game. Besides,” Jake said, with a shrug. “I have a licence.”

Matthew grabbed the pan as the last pancake crisped at the edges. He added it to the stack. “Hunters have licenses. Why don’t you hunt deer, or something?”

“Like with a rifle?”

“Yeah, a rifle.”

“I didn’t think you liked guns.” Jake studied Matthew’s face, waiting for the telltale intake of breath before he said…

“Well, I don’t like guns, either. But this whole bludgeoning thing…” Matthew gripped an imaginary bat and bashed the air above his plate. “It’s so brutal. So personal.”

Jake nodded, then grabbed a couple more pancakes with his fork. He let Matthew rant as he ate, correcting him on legal points when necessary, but body swerving the more personal stuff like his psyche and mental health.

“There’s nothing wrong with my mind, Matt. And anyway, we need to thin the herd. There are new zombies every day.” Jake skirted around the reports of a dwindling population and the ban on projectile weapons. “We have to keep a lid on it, keep ‘em contained and in numbers we can control.”

Matthew stared at him, then pushed his glasses back onto the bridge of his nose. “You sound like one of those Generals they have on the commercials. You know the for the greater good and Carthage needs you types.”

“Carthage does need us,” Jake said. “The army’s stretched thin across the globe trying to beat back this thing. You can’t expect them to keep an eye on our zombies when the world is burning, Matt.” Jake stuck a forkful of pancake in his mouth, wiping a drizzle of syrup from his chin as he chewed. 

“Fine,” Matthew said. “I just wish you didn’t enjoy it so much, is all. It’s just so primal.”

Jake shrugged. “What can I say? I’m a beast.” He grinned at Matthew, adding, “Don’t tell me you don’t love it when I bring all that primal energy back home. You know you love it.”

“Sure,” Matthew said, cheeks colouring. “I just wish you didn’t smell like a corpse when we fucked.”

“I’ll take a shower,” Jake said. 

“Three, minimum,” Matthew said. “With lemon juice.”

“Fine, I’ll take a bunch of them into the
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