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Boys are Nothing Compared to Zombies

For Kevin, there could be no better way to spend a snowstorm than in his basement, playing through Legend of Zelda: Ocarina of Time for the six hundredth time. He had a bowl of popcorn on one side and a twenty ounce Mountain Dew on the other. It couldn't get much better than this.

At least, as far as he knew.

As he aptly dodged another skeleton monster for the millionth time, he sighed. Who was he kidding? He leaned forward and turned off the 64 without saving and leaned back with a swig of Dew.

It was practically a blizzard outside, perfect excuse for not driving. What he should be doing is convincing some beautiful dame to tuck in with him for the night (baby it's cold outside), but the last time he’d had a girlfriend...he'd rather not think about it.

The T.V. screen glowed dark, waiting, and buzzing faintly.

The wind howled.

He took another gulp of Dew.

“Aw, hell.” He leaned over and slapped his cell phone to him. Without thinking, he pushed the speed dial and let it ring.

Sydney answered on the third ring.

“Yeah?” her voice sounded thick.

“Whoa, are you crying?”

“No.”

“You are.”

“Shut up, Kev.”

He sighed and shifted. Might as well get comfortable first. “Okay, where does he live?”

“Why do you always automatically assume I'm crying over some guy?”

“Because you always seem to land the assholes, now where does he live?”

“Forget it, why are you calling me?”

“Because my Sydney senses were tingling, I knew I was needed.”

“Why did you call, Kevin?” She had the business voice. Kevin deflated against the back of his couch.

“Because,” Because he was lonely and had only enough mojo to attract a female moose, “I need someone to play with. It's one of my few nights off and Dickey Dane's on a date.”  

“And so you call me. Don't you have those dweeb Dungeons & Dragons buddies of yours? Why don't you call them?”

“Because you're my best friend, and it's snowing outside.”

“How does that have anything to do with it?”

He couldn't very well tell her the truth, and he couldn't lie to her; that was just wrong. “Why don't you believe in my Sydney senses?  

There was a silence, ended with a sniff. Kevin wilted. “Aw, Sydney...” When the silence continued, he straightened and leaned off his knees. “Come over and play Nintendo with me. I'll even play Resident Evil with you.”

A gurgling, wet laugh came from the ear piece. “You hate that game.”

“Fucking scary—”

“Kevin.”

“—sorry, freaking scary—but you love that game, for some strange reason. Come on, Syd, you need it. Boys are nothing compared to zombies.”

She sniffed. “I don't know...”

“Syd,” He looked around him, “Come on, I'm offering to play a game that will make me scream like a little girl for you, I might even shit-sorry-crap myself, you don't want to miss that, do you?”

“Why would I want to watch that?”

“Because it's funny, now get over here before I have to come fetch you.”

“Okay, okay, fine. You better not whine; you offered.”

“Scout’s honor.”

With that, they hung up, and Kevin dropped his head into his hand. He should be happy that Sydney had probably broken up with what's-his-face (not sparing the brain space to remember his name was one of his ways of coping), but after hoping for so long and watching her go through so many men, all he could feel anymore was exhaustion. He knew better than to try and make a move. Sydney would most likely be on a rebound even if he did manage to get her, but that wasn't right of him to do. That wasn't fair to her. But before he knew it, she'd just be off on some other dickweed and he'd just be back here, playing the next big role-playing game and doing his best to ignore Dane's snide remarks.

Next to Her

Upstairs the door opened and closed, and he heard her all too familiar footsteps on the stairs. Surprised he had sat there staring morosely into a blank, dark TV, he quickly moved to make it look like he was actually doing something healthy (if playing childrens’ games could be considered healthy).

She appeared right as he unplugged the 64 and was preparing to plug in the Playstation. Even then, after fifteen years of knowing her, she still managed to make his heart pick up a beat. It wasn't that she was beautiful—though she was gorgeous, granted, even by a shallow, non-Kevin's male point of view. To this day he couldn't put a finger on what it was about her that picked her out from the rest for him. All he knew was that he could hear the sound of her footsteps out of thousands, find her amongst the crowd by her hairline, know her the instant she sighed.

And her eyes; such an amazing, glacier blue, even in the dim light of his basement and TV. Though he didn't miss how puffy they were now from crying, nor her shiny pink nose.

He seriously should have remembered the guy's name. Then he would have had at least something to go off of to find his address. Bastard.

“There's some popcorn on the floor.” he said. “In a bowl, mind you.”

“How old is it?”

“I just popped it, jeeze, one time.”

“You left it out for two weeks.”

“Popcorn doesn't go bad, you know, ah ha! There you are. Stupid little cord; trying to run from zombies too, eh?” He untangled the red, yellow, and white connectors and plugged them into the side of his TV.  “You know, one day I'll be filthy rich enough to get one of those converter box thingies that you just have to push a button to switch from one console to the next.”

“You dream big.”

He pulled back, inserted the disk, and switched on the Playstation. As the screen added an orange tint to the room, he glanced to the side as he sat down next to her, controller on hand. He knew her. He knew he could push her, and she would tell, but a twinge of the exhaustion made its way through. He stayed quiet for once. It would just be the same old same old anyways. The guy either: A. cheated; B. pressed her for sex when she didn't want to; or C. was unhealthily addicted to something or other.

The bloody back-screen popped up, the grim voice announced the title, ‘Resident Evil 4’, and he booted up the file he hadn't touched in four months since the last time she had come down here, broken and in need of comfort.

Despite the fact he was a complete boob when it came to zombies, and after the first five minutes he regretted drinking as much Dew as he did, the smell of her next to him calmed him. She smelled of the blankets she would bring over when they were twelve to build forts in the living room, and something sweeter, muskier, that he could only describe as 'girl.'

A zombie made of slugs suddenly appeared around the corner and they both flinched. She even gave a little scream.

“Okay, pause pause pause.” He pushed start. The zombie was frozen, slimy tentacle arms extended, “If I don't go pee I'm going to make a scene.”

“Hurry, I need to go too, what the freak...” She flapped her hands, something she did whenever she was startled. He shook his head.

“I can't believe you like this when it freaks you out too much to play it yourself.”

“It's scary.” she said, like she always did, as though that explained it all.

He rolled his eyes and left to do his business.

When he came back, though, another bottle of Mountain Dew in his hand for her, cold and damp from the fridge, he found her crying. Her eyes were still on the frozen, blurred out picture of the slug monster behind the start screen.

He said nothing. That would only embarrass her. Even after fifteen years, she didn't like him to see her cry. Handing her the Dew, he sat down next to her and continued playing when he would much rather have wrapped her in his arms and promised her it would all turn out fine in the end.

The Friend Zone

Hours later, after beating another monstrous, insectoid boss, she had fallen asleep with her head on his shoulder, waves of gold hair dripping past his chest and back and her sleeves crisp with snot. Carefully, though he knew she slept like the dead, he slipped out from beneath her, lowered her to the couch, and threw the afghan on the backrest over her. He picked up the untouched bowl of popcorn, turned off the TV and Playstation, and went back upstairs.

Dane, his roommate and other best friend, came into the bathroom a half hour later as Kevin was brushing his teeth. Spiked red hair and with a face that was handsome in a mischievous sort of way, he looked far too pleased with himself and had an obvious hickey in the hollow of his throat.

“I see her car,” he said.

“Why'd you even come home?” asked Kevin, spitting in the sink.

“Aw, now that's not nice.”

Kevin poked Dane's hickey. “Only observant.”

Dane's self-satisfied smirk only grew. “My kitten lives in the dorms. Female hallowed ground.”

“That hasn't stopped you before.”

“Well, I knew my Kevin would want all the juicy details, given how he has no sex life to speak of.”

Kevin gargled, spat out the water, and reached for the towel. “Because I have morals.”

“Because you're hung up.”

He slapped Dane with the towel and yawned. “Did you remember to get orange juice on your way back home?”

Dane's smile vanished and he slumped into the doorway with a groan. “Aw, come on, man.”

“You owe me.”

“I know, I know, and I told you I'd get it!”

“Hmm.”

“Two jugs of orange juice—I'll get them to you first thing tomorrow!”

“You mean at three in the afternoon? Fine, as long as I get it.” Kevin pushed past his roommate, head low.

His roommate frowned. “What's crawled up your ass?”

“I'm tired. It's midnight.”

“Only a nerd like you would be tired at midnight.” Dane followed him to his room and leaned in the doorway like some sort of stalker, watching as Kevin threw himself onto his bed. “She’s got boy problems again, doesn't she?”

Kevin sighed. “Of course, what do you expect?”

“And you're going to...?”

“Sleep on the couch and get her coffee in the morning.”

The next thing he knew, a short heeled boot was thrown into his gut. He shot out of bed and chucked the boot back with a growl.

“What the hell—”

“I was aiming for your head.” said Dane.

“What for?”

“You're going to lose her, dude.”

Kevin scoffed and threw the covers over his head. “I already have. I'm not good with girls; you know that.”

“Whoa, hang on, you sound like you're giving up.”

“Dane, go away.”

Another boot, and this time it hit on target. The heel bruised his temple through the blankets and, with a curse worthy enough for Sydney's worst of glares, Kevin threw off the covers and twisted out of
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