
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“The zombie was just an intriguing character; it is a sympathetic character.”

George Romero
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DEDICATION

To George A. Romero, Robert Kirkman, Rhett Reese, Paul Wernick, and Max Brooks. All documentarians concerned about the plight of the average zombie. Your real-life films and stories paint an honest picture of how we, as a society, should treat our animated corpses.

To all zombies: Brains are good.
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Introduction
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Zombies always get the short straw. 

Sure, there are animated corpses like Kevin J. Anderson’s Dan Shambles, Zombie P.I., or Rob Thomas’ iZombie who do good, even if they need to eat a brain occasionally. However, the majority of zombies are misunderstood. 

They want to live a quiet life of shuffling across a dystopian landscape while devouring the occasional body part. Yet, the remaining population of living beings wants to cut off zombie heads or smash their skulls. If the undead’s vocal cords worked, they would say it’s not fair. They want – no, demand – representation.

Hence, the reason for Dining with Zombies. The tales in this anthology show zombies dating, dining, and gathering armies to destroy humans. Hey, everyone needs a hobby. 

Most of the stories featured on these pages are in the horror-comedy genre. Others are comedy. One or two are horror-adjacent. Needless to say, there’s a good deal of blood, brains, and ketchup. So, don’t move forward if you’re squeamish or a vegetarian. 

On the other hand, you can read the normal parts and pass the ones where I discuss the daily dining routines of zombies. That way, you can laugh without gagging.

Rich Scott Keller
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Dining with Zombies
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The flickering golden light of the diner’s diamond-shaped sign astounded the group of onlookers. Their rotted brains, devoid of an operational hippocampus, attempted to comprehend the reasons for this dilemma. Their heads wobbled and clicked while they watched the sign blink on and off in a hypnotizing rhythm. Someone in the back became so mesmerized he didn’t react when his head popped off his shoulders.

The scene wasn’t unusual as this gang of reanimated corpses regularly gathered under the sign. It was a religious symbol for those who retained a prefrontal cortex to understand such a concept.

They spent their days hidden from the weapon-wielding, living humans – wholebloods – who spent time hunting them. Those remaining somewhat intact from the daily roundups congregated near the sign as if it were a pilgrimage site.

The diner was located in an unassuming suburb that zombie hunters rarely visited. Thus, the civilized undead could sit down, relax, and nibble on beer-battered human fingers without someone pointing a sawed-off shotgun at their molting heads.

“Go in,” gurgled the leader of this particular group, given the designation because his appendages were intact.

“Hhurn,” the others said.

*Z*

“Lord almighty, here they come.”

Honey, the hostess on duty, looked up from her computer screen at the announcement from Candy, one of the third-shift servers. She sighed watching zombies jamming themselves into the airlock between the outside and inside doors. Since this group of undead were frequent visitors, she couldn’t fathom why they repeatedly squeezed through the doors at once.

I guess eating brains doesn’t make them smarter, she thought.

Departing diners stopped and returned to their seats when the zombies entered the lobby. Guests retched while the animated corpses exuded bodily fluids and parts onto the linoleum tile. The group piled onto each other as they reached the front podium.

Seeing an opportunity to leave, a group of wholebloods rushed toward the exit. Unfortunately, a few undead stragglers met them at the entrance. Living diners gasped as the zombies poked and pinched them to determine freshness.

“No eating the customers,” Honey said. With wet sighs, the zombies pushed their potential meals away.

Satisfied no one would be consumed – at least not yet – Honey searched her seating chart for available space. She placed her index finger in one location and looked at Candy.

“Oh, no.” Candy placed her hands on her hips in defiance. “I heard what happened to the last person who served these guys.”

“So, she lost an arm. Big deal,” Honey said.

“Yeah, well, I need two arms to serve our guests,” said Candy. “How about putting them with the werewolves?”

“After the last time?” Honey shivered. “We’re still cleaning hair and sinew from the wood paneling.”

Candy pointed to another section on the chart. “What about the vampires?”

“Seriously, Candy?”

“Well, sit them in that new server’s section.” Candy snapped her fingers in an attempt to recall the server’s name. “Kit. Yeah, put them with her and that other group of zombies she has.”

“You mean the college kids?”

“Yeah,” Candy said. “Pretty much the same thing.”

Honey glared at Candy, then relented. With a wave of her arm, she directed the group of zombies to their table.

*Z*

“Oh, God.” Kit’s voice trembled when she saw the zombies.

“What?” asked Heath, the busser assigned to her station. “You’ve never seen a zombie before?”

“From a distance. Doesn’t the government want us to avoid them as much as possible?”

“When they’re hunting,” Heath said, “but not when they’re here. They think of this as a buffer zone. Well, think might be too strong a verb.” He shook his head. “Either way, they’re harmless.”

“Didn’t they take off the arm of the server I replaced?” Kit asked.

“She didn’t refill their ketchup bottles. They put that crap on everything.”

“Lord.” Beatrice swallowed a lump of fear.

“Look, it’s simple,” Heath said. “Put a few bits of brain matter in their water, serve them a complimentary plate of room-temperature flesh, and let them order.”

“Do I give them menus?”

Heath shook his head. “Kit, there’s only one thing they order here, and that’s ...”

*Z*

“Brains.” The lead zombie uttered the order in a gurgle.

“Do you want them served hot or cold?” Kit asked.

The entire table stopped chewing on their flesh and stared at her in disbelief. One zombie was too fast and snapped the remains of his spinal column.

“New here?” asked the leader.

“A ... a few days.” Kit tried to answer firmly. However, it came out as a meek squeak.

“Brains cold,” said another member who still had some vocal box left.

“Brains squishy,” said one more in a grating whisper.

The decorative ring in the table’s center popped off as a zombie’s head rose out of it. “Brains gooey.”

His voice was so mushy that Kit thought he said boogey. “Got it. Chilly, squishy, boogey brains.”

“Heh, funny,” said the zombie leader.

“Chilly, squishy, boogey, brains.’ The zombie whose head stuck up through the table said in a sing-song voice. The others repeated the mantra, hissing, laughing, and gurgling. It got so boisterous that some of their jaws came unhinged and dropped on the tabletop.

With a sob, Kit moved to an assemblage of college kids. Silent as doormats and staring at nothing, she wondered if they were more zombie-like than the group she’d left.
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