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Book III

Majestic

I

Zombie Man

Chapter One

Rod Crypton got a gradually increasing feeling that something was wrong.

He was gaining weight. He had aches and pains. When he said hello to a pretty girl in an elevator, she moved away, pressed against the wall, and ran when the doors opened. He noticed that some times young women would even refuse to ride in elevators with him. No one would sit next to him on the bus.

People in crowded bars moved away when he entered the establishment. In one place, a manager asked him to leave.

He went to a doctor. The nurse recoiled from his presence, and was barely able to move the little weight thing that showed he was now up to 210 pounds.

He gave a urine sample and blood. The doctor came back in—actually, a Physician’s Assistant.

"Yup," she said. "You're a zombie."

"How did this happen?"

"Happens to all guys your age. Get used to it."

But get used to it he could not.

He put ads in dating sites. He said, "Not a zombie." It didn't work.

He searched online for a life coach, but no one responded to his emails. It was like he had no life—like he didn't exist!

Then he finally broke down after weeks and weeks of no dates.

He listed himself on an all zombie site.

Zombies looking for zombies—werewolves looking for zombies—zombies looking for vampires—vampires looking for werewolves—there sure was an extensive list—hey, what the hell were these vampires on the site, looking for werewolves? He had a good mind to complain.

Then, finally, his cell phone rang—the one he got exclusively for zombie calls. It was the first time it rang. The ring tone was the theme from the Lone Ranger. He wondered if there was anyone still alive that remembered that. 

"Hi, are you Rod the zombie?"

"Yes," he said.

"Hi, I'm Vonzilla. I'm kind of a werewolf."

"What do you look like?"

"Not too much hair. Just avoid full moons."

"Sounds like a plan."

She wanted to meet him at a PetsMart. Sounded weird. But he was desperate, so he waited at the doggie treat aisle, with a piece of paper taped to his chest that said, "Rod."

As he watched the shoppers, he was getting freaked out—then someone poked him in the ribs. He turned around, and the ugliest—no, incredibly ugliest woman he had ever seen, stood right in front of him.

"Vonzilla?" he said. "Is that you?"

"Who? No," she said. "You're blocking the squeaky toys."

"Oh, sorry."

He backed away.

Before he knew it he'd bumped into another woman. He turned around, and sure enough—there she was. Vonzilla, all spiffed up in black leather. 

A bit on the old side—looked like she might be in her forties—but kind of attractive, though she did kind of have a big nose.

Not a problem, though. A big nose with a nice figure—that's an okay trade off in his mind.

"Hi," she said, staring at the little piece of paper.

"Oh, hi. You must be Vonzilla."

"Yeah. Call me Vonnie."

"Okay, sure."

Chapter two

Things went okay. He had several dates with her. She was very nice, divorced from a divorce attorney (that was weird)—had plenty of cash—drove a Hummer. They had many passionate kisses in his car, but that's as far as they went. When he suggested something further, she pushed him away, and said, "Not yet."

Everything was going fine until he lost track of the calendar.

He met Vonnie at the UnGarden Grill.

He was sitting at the bar, sipping a brew, waiting for her to show up—it was early, maybe 5:30 at night, and he glanced out the window and saw a big, fat full moon rising.

"Hey, Rod!" he heard, and looked over.

There she was—kind of wild-eyed.

He tried to pretend nothing was happening. Got her the usual glass of muscatel, as they waited for their table.

Then he noticed she was kind of—it's hard to explain it—she was pawing his arm. Just kind of scratching his dungaree jacket.

"Man," she said. "It's getting hot in here."

She took off her coat and started undoing the top few buttons of her blouse.

A young lady with spiky red hair appeared, carrying menus.

"Your table is ready," she said.

––––––––
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Chapter Three

We have actually decided, this is so out there—why don't we ask Rod to pull up a chair and tell us his story in his own words?

Here it is.

Everything is crazy now, it seems. Plus, it's like everything I do is wrong.

I was getting so desperate, I signed up for a singles ski trip. 

I can't even bring myself yet to tell you about my dinner date—not the complete story—with Vonzilla. I just can't describe it yet.

Anyway, like I said, I had signed up for this ski trip before I'd started going out with Vonzilla, and, well, I hadn't been able to reach her—figured maybe she blew me off, so, I went to this zombie ski trip at Brodie Mountain.

I got to say, seeing wave after wave of zombies coming down the mountain—scarves blowing in the wind—the vacant look in their eyes—slamming into trees—flying off moguls—leaving body parts all over the terrain—even for me—it was an unsettling sight.

Some of the zombies got to the bottom of the mountain and couldn't stop, and crashed into cars in the parking lot. Some late arrivals sure got a bit more than they bargained for.

So, I'm in the bar, at "Kelley's Irish Alps," and turn around, and I swear to god it was like something flew down from the rafters—this big guy, with a black cape, and the whitest complexion—I mean, he could have been an albino-I have no idea. And he gives this big grin, with these pointy bicuspids—I swear—they looked like they were dripping blood—and he says, "Zo, I hear you're going out wiff my wive, Vonzilla."

Folks, I have no idea what came over me. I whipped this bunch of tied up cloves of garlic out of my pocket, stuck them in his face and said, "Here, buddy. Take a sniff of this!"

Well, the guy jumped back as if he was hit by a Mack truck, and there just happened to be a flight of stairs behind him and wham, he went right down there.

The place was pretty crowded. A few people tried to catch him and went after him. In the confusion, I left a tip (a buck—I only had one beer) and hightailed it onto the deck and down the outside stairs.

Don't ask me where I read about, if you're a zombie—it's a good idea to carry either a bunch of garlic or little mirrors. Anyway, it came in handy. I just hope I didn't kill the guy—but what the hell. He was probably dead already.

––––––––
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Chapter Four

Jeez, I almost forgot.

I can't remember anything anymore. It's like somebody took my brain out, played basketball with it, returned it, and screwed it in backwards.

Before I wrap this up, I have to tell you something about vaginas.

Keep in mind I am a zombie.

Oh, you forgot, huh?

Now, I think you'll understand, that in the world of zombies, almost everything is inappropriate.

I got a call from an old high school buddy. I'll call him Bobby the Ghostwriter, since that's his name. He said he was in town for a few days and said, "Meet me at Rubin's."

Rubin's was a place in downtown Troy where a lot of my friends from high school used to hang out.

So, I took a bus to Rubin's (it's on a bus line, thankfully—no way did I plan to drive home from a meeting with Bobby). He was already there, getting hammered.

We got to talking and I said, "You know, Bobby, I've been feeling rotten. I went to a doctor and they told me I was a zombie."

Bobby waved it off. "Don't worry about it. I've been a zombie for years."

"Really?"

"Oh, yeah, definitely."

"How do you do it? I mean I've been having real problems getting dates. Right now—I'm going out with—with—"

"Listen, Crypton, you have to go to the right place."

"The right place?"

"Yeah. Where the hot chicks are."

"Really?"

"Yeah. Sure. Listen, Crypton, I'm in this club—an exclusive club—and they're putting on a show in Albany—on Central Avenue. It's called 'Guaranteed Vagina'"

"Guaranteed Vagina?"

"Yes, absolutely. I'm telling you. It's guaranteed. It's kind of like that other show, 'The Vagina Monologues,'"

"No kidding? I've never heard of that."

"Well, Crypton, do you know anything about vaginas?"

"A little—not much—I'd like to know a lot more."

"Of course you would. Did you know women love their vaginas?"

"Wow."

"Yeah, I know. They all seem kind of alike. Big—small—shaved—unshaved—who knows? I'm no expert, but I think they like it if you talk to their vaginas—complement them about their vaginas. Flatter their vaginas—yeah, that's the word. You know, you have to say stuff like, 'Hey, your vagina looks fantastic tonight.'"

"I had no idea."

"Oh, absolutely—they're obsessed with their vaginas. They talk about their vaginas so much it's like salt."

"Salt?"

"Yeah, you know—salt. If you say it over and over you don't even know what salt is. It's like that with women and their vaginas. They talk about their vaginas all the time. They'll say stuff like, 'I think I'll go for a walk with my vagina.'"

"Amazing."

"I know. Here. Here is a ticket to the show next Thursday. I'll meet you there."

"Great," I said. "And will they teach me—or show me about cunts and stuff?"

Bobby grabbed me by the shoulder and looked around. "Crypton, you can't say 'cunts.' You can't call them that. I mean, we can say cunt—us guys—but with the girls—no. You can't say that."

"Okay. But I'll see some cunts—I mean, vaginas—get to experience them, shall we say?"

"Guaranteed."

"Guaranteed?"

"Guaranteed."

––––––––
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Chapter Five

Now, I might as well forewarn you, Bobby was a bit of a prankster. I guess I'd forgotten that.

So, I arrive at the club where they are showing “Guaranteed Vagina,” on Central Avenue, and there are these two girls at a table selling tickets, so, I go up to them and say, "I'd like two tickets to Guaranteed Cunts—I mean, Vagina."

They look at each other—gave each other kind of a strange look, but then took my money, fourteen bucks, I think. And I head into the back.

All of a sudden I'm swarmed by these two big girls and a guy bouncer—and they're saying, "Okay, let's get this guy out of here." 

Then I hear one of them say, "He said he was here for Guaranteed Cunts."

At this point they slam me through the front doors and throw me on the sidewalk. Kind of uncalled for, don't you think?

––––––––
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Chapter Six

So, I peel myself off the sidewalk, and, counting my fingers to see if they were all still there, I head back to my car, kind of steadying myself with the use of the parking meters along the way.

I had parked in this narrow side street. The club was way down near the bottom of Central Avenue, in a, like, pure drug dealing region, and not only was it scary there, it was really tough to get a parking spot. So, my car is wedged between these other two cars, and I manage to back and forth it out of the spot, and just as I pull up behind a car at the red light there, this woman starts banging on the passenger side window.

I was afraid she was in some type of trouble, so I hit the power window button and zoomed the right passenger window down.

"Can I get in?" she says.

"What's wrong?"

"I saw what happened to you. Those girls shouldn't have done that. They're jerks."
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