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To the women who came to me tired.

The woman holding this book right now is tired—not just in her body, but in her soul. The one who has tried everything and is starting to wonder if “everything” is a lie. The one who wants to believe that devotion is possible, that she doesn’t have to beg for scraps, that there is another way to love and be loved.

You were right to keep hoping.

Turn the page.

Your zombie is waiting.

— Dennis Chikadibia Ejimudo

“Every man is waiting for permission to adore you. He just doesn’t know he’s waiting. And he will never ask for it out loud.”

— Dennis Chikadibia Ejimudo
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A Serious Warning Before the Spell Is Cast

Let me tell you something that might ruffle a few feathers. From time immemorial, every single man has possessed a deep, innate desire to feel completely in charge of his surroundings. Remember, before being human, we are animals—and this is evident in the lives of every other male in the jungle. He craves authority and control. He needs it the way he needs air, even in those moments when he has absolutely no idea what he’s actually doing. Even when he’s utterly unaware of the true direction he’s heading.

Some men would read that as an insult. And some women would roll their eyes and say, “Oh, another excuse for male dominating behaviour.”

But those who hold the keys—those who operate in the realm of the human subconscious—understand that this is neither an insult nor a complaint. It’s not me making excuses for crazy behaviour or fragile egos.

It’s a socialised patterns.

It is the operating system every single male was installed with at birth. Right there in the factory settings. Sounds weird? It gets weirder.

Because it’s also nurture. Our social environment—the way we raise boys, the movies we show them, the way their fathers were treated, the way their uncles talk—installs this deep into their subconscious, layer by layer, year by year.

At this point, I know you’d like to know the result. Wouldn’t you?

Of course you would. This is the reason every man wants to feel like the captain of the ship. Even if he’s holding the map upside down. Even if he’s sailing directly toward a very large, very destructive iceberg. Even if you can see the iceberg from a mile away and he’s still squinting at the horizon saying, “Babe, I think we’re fine.” You just smiled—your wealth of experience on this matter demands it. Even I smiled while writing it.

I’m here to congratulate you for picking up this book. Count yourself lucky. Because what you’re holding is about to teach you something simple but powerful: how to let him hold the wheel while you quietly steer the entire ocean.

At the end of the day, it’s a win-win for both of you. Isn’t it?

He gets to feel like the captain. You get to decide where the ship goes.

That’s not manipulation, as many would call it. It’s matrimonial engineering. Isn’t that beautiful?

Now, please take a deep breath before I proceed to reveal this secret psychology.

Seriously. Breathe in. Hold it for a second. Breathe out.

Good. Here we go.

––––––––
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IF YOU ARE A WOMAN Reading This...

Pause for a moment.

Look over your shoulder. Left. Right. Right now.

Is he there? Is he standing behind you, squinting at these words, tilting his head? Is he asking, “What are you reading, babe?”

If yes, close the book. Casually. Slowly. No sudden movements. Slide it under a pillow, into your bag, or between the couch cushions where he never looks anyway. Smile and say, “Oh, nothing. Just a silly thing a friend recommended.”

Don’t panic. Don’t sweat. Don’t throw the book across the room.

Just close it. Wait until he wanders off to find his phone charger or check on something in the garage. Then—and only then—return to this page.

I need you to understand something important.

This is not a conventional book. This is not something you read in front of him while he’s sitting on the other end of the couch, casually glancing over. This is classified material. Treat it accordingly.

Read it in the bath. Read it in the parked car before you walk inside, seat warm, nobody watching. Read it under the covers with a tiny book light like you’re fifteen years old and hiding from your parents again.

Because in a way? That’s exactly what you’re doing.

Smile. You are now enrolled in a dark psychology class. Not the kind they advertise in college catalogues—the kind that gets passed around in whispers. You are about to learn the wiring diagram of his brain. The actual blueprint. The secret map. The stuff they don’t teach in couples therapy.

You don’t leave blueprints lying on the coffee table.

If you do? You get caught. And the consequences of getting caught are not what I’ve come here to discuss.

––––––––
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BUT IF YOU ARE A MAN Reading This...

Sir.

I beg you. Put the book down. Immediately.

I’m not here to banter words with you, and I’m not here to disrespect you. You probably found this book in your quest to uncover the truth, didn’t you? Maybe in her night-stand drawer. Maybe under a stack of magazines she said she was going to recycle months ago. You saw the word “Zombie” on the cover and thought it was a horror novel. You thought you were about to read about the undead, not... yourself. It’s okay. I understand.

But you couldn’t believe your eyes. You had to open it. Curiosity. Suspicion. That little voice in your head that whispered, “What is she hiding?”

And now you’ve landed here. Reading this warning. And your stomach has dropped approximately three inches.

I know exactly how you feel, my brother.

You have two choices now. Two doors. Pick one.

Choice One (The Kind One):

Keep reading. Go ahead. Learn the spells. Know what’s coming. Understand the blueprint of your own brain.

But understand this too: knowing the spell does not make you immune to it.

You will still fall into her traps. You’ll simply watch yourself falling in slow motion—like a romantic comedy mixed with a suspense thriller. You’ll be fully aware that you’re walking directly into the most delightful trap ever set. And the worst part? You won’t even want to escape. You’ll just sigh and say, “Yeah, that’s fair.”

Choice Two (The One I Beg You Not to Take):

Close the book. Walk away. Pretend you never saw it—though you can’t unsee it now. Go back to your video games, grab a drink with the guys, return to your peaceful, un-zombified existence. Go back to the life where you thought you were the one in charge.

It won’t save you anyway. But at least you can pretend a little longer.

You’re anxious right now, aren’t you?

I can feel it through the page.

Look at the way you’re staring at her across the room. She’s just sitting there. Reading something else now. Maybe scrolling her phone. Maybe petting the dog. She looks perfectly normal.

But something is different.

She looks... slightly dangerous. Slightly more powerful than you remember. You feel a strange urge to ask her if she needs anything. A glass of water, maybe. A snack. A foot rub. A back massage she didn’t even request.

You see? That’s the book working. And you haven’t even read it yet.

Calm down, my brother. All is well.

You need to understand something crucial—something that might help you breathe a little easier.

This is not a book about manipulation.

This is not a guide to emasculation.

This is not a feminist plot to turn men into house pets.

This is a book about restoration.

And restoration has come to stay—like a permanent miracle, not a temporary trend.

Life has an order. A rhythm. A natural way the universe likes to run. And this book is about returning to that order. The order where she is adored and you are the hero who gets to adore her. The order where she radiates and you bask in her warmth like a man who just found the sun after a long winter. You know that feeling, don’t you? The order where you suddenly, inexplicably, want to take out the trash without being asked—not because you’re weak, but because you’re happy to do it.

So follow me. Read on if you dare. You are about to become the best version of yourself.

You just won’t know why.

And honestly? You won’t care why.

––––––––
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NOW. WOMEN.

Is he really gone?

Did you check? Did you peek around the corner? Did you listen for his footsteps retreating toward the kitchen or the bathroom or wherever he goes when he’s not hovering over your shoulder?

Good.

Turn the page. Fast.

Don’t hesitate. Don’t second-guess. Don’t let the guilt creep in. You’re not doing anything wrong. You’re learning how to love him better. You’re learning how to stop fighting and start thriving. That’s not betrayal. That’s preparation.

The fact that you’ve made it this far means you’re ready. So let’s begin the journey of disruptive transformation.

I promise you—he won’t know what hit him.

But he’ll thank you for it.
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(No More Secrets. Just the Story of How This Book Was Born.)

I didn’t plan to write this book.

Most authors will tell you they had a vision, a calling, a burning from God. Not me. I stumbled into this work the way most people stumble into their life’s work—by accident, through a series of conversations I didn’t seek out but couldn’t walk away from.

It started with a woman. There’s always a woman, isn’t there?

She was a friend of a friend. We met at a gathering in Johannesburg, the kind where the music is too loud and the drinks are too sweet and everyone is pretending to have more fun than they’re actually having. She found me in a quiet corner, the way women always seem to find me, and she had that look on her face—the one I’ve learned to recognise over the years.

It’s the face a woman makes right before she says something she’s been holding in for weeks, months, or maybe years.

After a few conversations, she lowered her voice and said, “Can I ask you something? And will you tell me the truth, even if it’s hard?”

I said yes. I always say yes to that question, because when a woman asks you that, she’s not looking for comfort—she’s looking for honesty. And honesty is the least I can give her.

She told me about her boyfriend. The distance between them that she couldn’t quite name, the feeling of being unseen even when he was sitting right next to her. She talked about the exhaustion of asking for the same things over and over—for attention, for help, for some sign that he actually saw her—and the loneliness of being in a relationship but feeling completely alone, like she was performing a duet by herself.

She described the way he felt threatened by her presence and how he most times lost affection for her regardless of her beauty, yet he’d sneak out with a lady she was far more beautiful and better than. The way he couldn’t even look deep into her eyes, as if he was scared of her.

I listened. I didn’t interrupt or offer solutions right away. I just let her talk.

And then, carefully—because this is delicate territory—I told her what I thought was happening on his side. Not to excuse him; I want to be very clear about that. Not to make excuses for his behaviour, but to explain him. To translate his silence, his distance, his apparent lack of care into something she could understand, so she could stop guessing and start knowing.

She went home that night, but she didn’t confront him. She didn’t give him a lecture or a list of grievances. She just... shifted. A small, almost imperceptible change in how she showed up. Less asking, less reminding, less managing. More peace, more softness, more self-containment.

A week later, she called me.

“Dennis. What did you do? He’s different. He’s... paying attention. He brought me flowers. He asked about my day and actually listened to the answer. He’s been helping around the house without me having to ask. What did you do?”

I hadn’t done anything. I had just translated. I had given her a glimpse into the male brain—the wiring, the fears, the unspoken needs—and she had taken that information and done something beautiful with it.

The Word Spread

Over the years, I became the man women approached. Not for romance or dating advice, but for decoding.

In churches, restaurants, coffee shops, at parties, in the quiet corners of offices after hours with doors half-closed so no one would overhear—a woman would lean in, lower her voice, and ask some variation of the same question, the one that seems to haunt women across cultures, ages, and every possible background:

“Why doesn’t he see me?”

And I would explain. Not from a place of judgment or superiority, but from a place of genuine understanding. I would tell her what was likely happening in his head, his heart, his nervous system. I would tell her what he needed that he couldn’t articulate, even to himself. I would tell her what she could shift—not to serve him, not to shrink herself, but to free herself from the exhausting cycle of asking, reminding, managing, and resenting all day.

And often, it worked.

Not because I am a genius, and not because I have some magical insight that other men don’t have—though many do guess so, and I suspect you reading this almost thought I was a magician. Well, it worked because I am a man who has spent a lot of time listening to women and a lot of time understanding men. I am bilingual in the language of gender, and translation, when done with care and respect, is a powerful gift.

Why This Book Exists

I counselled women privately for years, even while growing up in the village and throughout my high school and tertiary days, without knowing it was a talent until the story I told you earlier about my encounter in Johannesburg. It all started as one conversation at a time, one relationship at a time. I watched marriages soften, I watched girlfriends stop nagging and start glowing, and I watched exhausted women transform into radiant queens—not because they changed who they were, but because someone finally handed them the user manual for the male brain.

But there are only so many hours in a day and only so many coffee shop conversations one man can have. Only so many two-hour phone calls I can take before my ear hurts and my voice gives out.

And the WhatsApp messages kept coming. The DMs. The “Can I use your time for a minute?” requests that inevitably turned into hour-long conversations about why he won’t commit, why he won’t help, why he won’t just see her.

It has always been the same patterns. The same questions. The same exhausted women and the same clueless men who actually, genuinely wanted to be good partners but had no idea how. They weren’t villains and they weren’t lazy; they were just... untranslated.

In those moments, I realised I couldn’t keep having the same conversation one person at a time. The need was too great, the pain was too widespread, and the solution was too simple to keep hoarding in private conversations and whispered advice.

So I sat down and I wrote this book.

A Final Word Before We Begin

I wrote this book because I believe most relationships fail not from a lack of love, but from a lack of translation.

Two people, speaking different languages, exhausted from the effort of not being understood. Both trying, both frustrated, both wondering why it’s so hard when they love each other so much.

It doesn’t have to be that way.

You can learn his language. And when you do, you won’t just be heard or tolerated. You won’t just be “put up with” until something easier comes along.

You’ll be adored.

— Dennis Chikadibia Ejimudo

Johannesburg, South Africa, 2026
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No book is written alone. This one, especially, was not.

I would like to start by acknowledging the women who told me their secrets.

You know who you are. The ones who sat across from me in coffee shops, in living rooms, on park benches, and said, “Can I tell you something?” You trusted me with your frustrations, your disappointments, your hopes, and your quiet, desperate questions. You let me into the inner chambers of your relationships. You allowed me to listen, to ask, to offer what little wisdom I had.

This book is your stories, anonymised and woven together for others. Every chapter contains a piece of someone who leaned in and whispered, “Why doesn’t he see me?” I hope, in these pages, you finally find the answer you were looking for.

Thank you for trusting a man with the things men usually never get to hear. I do not take that trust lightly.

I won’t stop without applauding the men who proved the theory.

The ones who responded to the shifts. The ones who started taking out the trash without being asked, planning dates without being reminded, looking at their women like they’d invented sunlight. You didn’t know you were part of an experiment. You just knew something felt different. Better. Lighter and good.

You are the proof that this works. Not because women manipulated you, but because they finally learned how to invite you into the role you always wanted to play.

Thank you for rising to the occasion.

To the friends who read early drafts.

You know who you are. You received messy chapters at odd hours. You gave feedback that was honest, sometimes brutal, always necessary. You told me when I got it wrong. You told me when I got it right. You pushed me to go deeper, to be clearer, to remember that this book is not about me—it’s about the women who will read it and the relationships they are trying to save.

Special thanks to those who said, “Dennis, this chapter made me uncomfortable.” That was always the sign I was on the right track.

To the skeptics.

The ones who heard the title and rolled their eyes. The ones who said, “A man writing a book for women about men? That’s rich.” The ones who questioned my motives, my credentials, my right to speak into this space.

You kept me honest. You forced me to examine every word, every claim, every piece of advice. You made this book better by making me defend it, first to myself, then to the page.

Thank you for the friction. It created the polish.

To the woman who will read this book and feel seen for the first time.

I don’t know your name. I don’t know your story. But I know you’re tired. Soul-tired. Tired of asking, reminding, managing, and feeling like his mother.

I wrote this for you.

Not to fix you. You are not broken. Not to change you. You are already enough. But to hand you a key you didn’t know existed. To show you a door you didn’t know was there. To whisper, in the quiet of these pages, “There is another way. And it’s simpler than you think.”

I hope you find what you’re looking for in these chapters. And more than that, I hope you find it in your life.

To the man who will become her zombie.

You probably won’t read this book. You might find it in her night-stand and flip through a few pages before putting it down, slightly unnerved. You might never know why she suddenly seems lighter, softer, more radiant. You might never understand why you suddenly want to take out the trash and plan date nights and listen to her stories about work.

That’s okay.

You don’t need to understand the spells to be affected by them.

Just know this: She’s not trying to control you. She’s trying to love you in a language you can finally hear. Let her. Lean into it. Become the zombie. I promise you, it’s the best thing you’ll ever be.

Welcome to the horde.

To the One who gave me words.

Whatever name you use—God, the Universe, Source, the Divine—I am grateful. Writing is a strange and sacred act. You sit down alone and somehow, if you’re lucky, you are not alone. Something moves through you. Something speaks. Something takes your fumbling attempts and shapes them into meaning.

I showed up. The words came. I do not take credit for that alchemy.

Thank you for the gift. I hope I used it well.

And finally, to you.

The person holding this book right now.

Thank you for picking it up. Thank you for reading this far. Thank you for being curious enough, desperate enough, hopeful enough to believe that maybe—just maybe—there’s another way to do this.

There is.

Turn the page.

The spells are waiting.

And so is the life you’ve been wanting to live.

With gratitude, and a wink,

Dennis Chikadibia Ejimudo 

Writer. Musician. Businessman. Accidental relationship translator. Keeper of women’s secrets.
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Read this before you judge me.

By now, some of you are feeling something uncomfortable in your chest.

You’ve read the Foreword. You’ve seen the words “dark psychology” and “spells” and “reanimation.” You’ve heard me talk about “training” and “Pavlovian linking” and “positive reinforcement.” And a voice inside you is whispering:

“This feels wrong.”

“This sounds like manipulation.”

“Is she teaching me to control him?”

“Is this... abusive?”

Let me stop you right there. Put down your defences. Take a breath. And let me answer you directly, honestly, and without the wink and the smile for just a moment.

Because you deserve clarity. And this book deserves to be judged on what it actually is, not on what you fear it might be.

What This Book Actually Teaches

Let me be brutally clear about the mechanics of every single “spell” and “ritual” in this book:

What I call it What it actually is

“The Spell”A mindset shift you choose for yourself

“The Ritual”A behaviour you practice repeatedly

“Positive reinforcement”Noticing and appreciating what he already does well

“Pavlovian linking”His brain naturally associating good feelings with being around you

“Training him”The same way you “train” a child to share or a puppy to sit — with patience, consistency, and rewards for good behaviour

“The Temperature Drop”Withdrawing your attention (which you have every right to do) when you feel disrespected

“Soft power”Choosing kindness over control, invitation over demand

None of this requires deception.

None of this requires coercion.

None of this requires him to do anything against his will.

He is a grown man. He has free will. He can leave at any time. He can say no at any time. He can ignore every single thing you try from this book.

The “spells” only work because he wants them to work. Because deep down, he wants to be devoted. He wants to be your hero. He just didn’t know how, and no one ever showed him.

You are not casting magic on an unwilling victim.

You are inviting a willing participant into a better version of himself.

What This Book Is NOT

Let me say this as clearly as I know how:

This is not a guide to emotional abuse.

Abuse is about power over someone. This book is about power over yourself.

Abuse uses fear, isolation, intimidation, and threats. This book uses warmth, invitation, self-containment, and the freedom for him to choose you or not.

Abuse makes someone smaller. This book invites him to become larger — the hero he always wanted to be.

Abuse requires deception. Everything in this book works better when you are completely genuine.

If you take a single technique from this book and use it to harm, manipulate, degrade, or control your partner, you are using it wrongly. I did not write this for you. Close the book. Put it down. Walk away.

The Consent Question

Here is the uncomfortable truth that I need you to sit with:

Every single day, in every single relationship, both partners are influencing each other.

Your smile influences him. Your silence influences him. Your tears influence him. Your touch influences him. Your tone influences him. Your presence influences him.

You can always influence him. The only question is whether you do it consciously or unconsciously, skilfully or clumsily, with love or with frustration.

This book simply teaches you to do consciously what you were already doing unconsciously. To do skilfully what you were already doing clumsily. To do with love what you were already doing with frustration.

That is not manipulation. That is mastery.

And he benefits from it as much as you do. A man who is appreciated becomes more appreciative. A man who is at peace becomes more peaceful. A man who is desired becomes more desirable. A man who is trusted becomes more trustworthy.

The spells do not take from him. They give to him. And in giving to him, you receive his devotion in return.

That is not a transaction. That is a resurrection.

A Note on Genuine Abuse

If your partner is:

Physically violent toward you

Chronically unfaithful without remorse

Addicted to substances or behaviours and refuses help

Verbally or emotionally abusive (name-calling, threatening, isolating you from friends and family)

Raping you or coercing you into sex you don’t want

Making you feel small, scared, or worthless on a regular basis

This book will not fix him.

He does not need reanimation. He needs professional help, and you need safety.

Please close this book. Reach out to a domestic violence hotline in your country. Make a plan. Leave if you can. Your safety is more important than any relationship.

A zombie is devoted. A monster is something else entirely.

Know the difference.

(For more on this, see Appendix C: “When It’s Time to Shoot the Zombie in the Head.”)

If You Still Feel Uncomfortable

That’s okay.

This book is not for everyone. Some women will read these pages and feel that the philosophy doesn’t align with their values. Some will prefer direct confrontation over soft power. Some will believe that any intentional influence is manipulation, full stop.

I respect that.

If that’s you, here is my sincere recommendation: Close the book. Give it to a friend. Or return it. No hard feelings. No judgment. This path is not the only path. It is simply the path that has worked for the women who came to me exhausted and left feeling seen, cherished, and quietly powerful.

But if you stay — if you turn the page and keep reading — I need you to trust the process.

Trust that I am not leading you into darkness.

Trust that the women who have walked this path before you are now receiving foot rubs they didn’t ask for, dates they didn’t plan, and a level of devotion they stopped believing was real.

Trust that you can be one of them.

Without guilt. Without shame. Without losing yourself.

Because that is what this book actually offers:

Not control over him. Freedom for you.

A Note from the Man Who Wrote This

I am a man.

I am a man writing a book telling women how to understand men, influence men, and inspire devotion from men.

If that makes you uncomfortable — if something about that sentence rubs you the wrong way — good. Sit in that discomfort for a moment. Don’t brush past it. Don’t pretend it’s not there. Let it land.

Ask yourself:

Who better to teach you how his brain works than someone who has one? Someone who has lived inside one for decades, who knows the secret passages and the dead ends and the strange, hidden rooms where his fears and desires actually live?

Who better to translate the Groan Code — that mysterious, non-verbal language men speak when they’re not saying anything at all — than a native speaker? Someone who doesn’t have to guess what a grunt means because he’s grunted it himself a thousand times?

Who better to tell you what he actually needs — not what he says he needs, not what you wish he needed, but what actually lights up his nervous system and makes him want to serve you — than a man who has spent years listening to women complain about what they’re not getting?

I’m not here to take sides. I’m not on Team Man or Team Woman. I’m on the side of relationships that actually work. Marriages that last. Partnerships where both people feel seen, valued, and adored — not just on the good days, but on the hard ones too.

I’ve been the guy women tell their secrets to for as long as I can remember. I don’t know why. Maybe I have a trustworthy face. Maybe I listen better than most. Maybe I just don’t judge. Whatever the reason, women have been leaning in, lowering their voices, and telling me the truth about their relationships for years.

This book is those secrets. Organised, explained, and handed back to you.

I’m Dennis. And I’m about to tell you exactly what he’s thinking when he’s not saying anything at all.

The spoiler alert: it’s not that he doesn’t love you.

He just doesn’t know how to show it.

Yet.

Now. Turn the page.

The zombie is waiting.

And honestly? He has no idea what’s coming.

—- Dennis Chikadibia Ejimudo
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My people say that the child sent by his father to steal walks with great audacity. He does not tiptoe. He does not knock gently. He uses his legs to break the door open, because he knows who sent him.

I come to you with that same audacity.

Not because I am more intelligent than you. Not because I know everything. But because what I have brought to you here works. It has worked over time. It has worked again and again. I have seen it with my own eyes.

My father—which is to say, practical knowledge and divine wisdom—sent me to deliver this message. And I have come with full chest. No apologies. No small voice.

Engrave these words on marble. Assimilate them daily, the way you do Scripture. Let them sink into your spirit until they become your second nature.

I did not come to suggest. I came to deliver.

And delivery requires audacity.

Welcome to the Zombie Apocalypse.

I know you’re tired. Not the kind a nap fixes. Not the kind a weekend off touches. The kind that lives in your bones. The kind that makes you wonder, “Is this really all there is?”

You’re soul-tired.

Tired of asking. Tired of reminding. Tired of carrying the mental load for two people—the birthdays, the grocery lists, the fact that he will forget unless you handle it. Tired of feeling like his manager, his maid, and his emotional support animal all rolled into one
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