
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    LOCK IN
THE FOG SERIES BOOK 3 
 
    HAYLEY LAWSON 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lock In (this book) is a work of fiction.  
 
      
 
    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
 
      
 
    Copyright © 2018 by Hayley Lawson. All rights reserved. 
 
    Sign up to Hayley Lawson mailing list for new book releases, and giveaways. 
 
    Click here > Zombie HangOut 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



CONTENTS 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
    AUTHOR’S NOTE 
 
    MORE FROM HAYLEY LAWSON 
 
    BOOKS BY HAYLEY LAWSON 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To all my friends at the Queen Vic! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Benjamin toyed with the bright orange umbrella in his drink. It was a concoction of fruit, coconut rum, and vodka. And sure, Benjamin kept receiving some odd looks for drinking such a girly drink. He wasn’t a super buff or athletic kind of guy, but his hot pink drink definitely screamed sorority girl. But the stares were worth it. Those people staring had no idea the liquid Nirvana they were missing out on. 
 
    Nearby, Alex and Elijah were drinking beer and being suspiciously well-behaved. Benjamin suspected this was because Darnell, the bar owner, had just recently threatened to throw both of them to the zombies for their unpaid bar tabs. Sara and her roommates—Amber and Daisy—stood by the window. Daisy’s slender fingers split through the slats of the window blinds. Outside, the zombified population of New York City groaned and ambled about, but fortunately, none of them seemed able to get inside. Not yet, anyway. And there were worst places to be trapped than the Queen Vic. Like a post office. Or a public bathroom. At least, a pub had food and drink, and marginally clean restrooms. 
 
    “How many Teds do you see?” Elijah asked. 
 
    Benjamin rolled his eyes at the nickname. Initially, Benjamin had disliked the victims to this potentially airborne virus being dubbed “zombies,” but he was beginning to prefer that. Anything was better than calling them Teds, after Alex and Elijah’s jerky now-dead roommate. 
 
    “Too many to count,” Sara replied, looking over her shoulder and back at them. 
 
    Benjamin’s heart caught in his throat. Sara was a beautiful woman. Tall, blonde-haired and blue-eyed. Definitely a knock-out. And a force to be reckoned with. Benjamin had seen her take down small hordes of Teds with nothing but a couple of borrowed kitchen knives. While Sara and their friends had been doing that, Benjamin had screamed like a little girl who’d just been told that Santa Claus had died in some sort of horrific reindeer-based accident. 
 
    “That sucks,” Alex said. 
 
    Daisy turned around and leaned a hip against the bar. She twisted a lock of her hair, half dyed a sleek, frost-white and the other half a deep black, around a finger. Her bloodied baseball bat lay against the wall nearby. “Well, we could potentially leave if each of us managed to take about ten,” she mused. “What do you think, Sara?” 
 
    “Ten apiece?” Sara’s eyes swept over the group. 
 
    “I could maybe do a couple,” Amber replied, taking a swig of hard cider. “I don’t know if I could manage ten, though.” 
 
    Benjamin knew he couldn’t manage ten. 
 
    “I’m game,” Elijah replied, puffing out his chest. 
 
    Daisy grinned. “Ted…Ted…all better if they’re dead, Ted is dead,” she said in a sing-song voice. 
 
    “I can totally take on ten!” Alex declared. “Let me at them!” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a very good idea,” Darnell cut in. “I had to save all of you, if I’m remembering right.” 
 
    Alex and Elijah immediately ducked their head and pretended to be thoroughly engrossed with their drinks. Benjamin sighed and cast his eyes heavenward, as if God Himself might descend from the clouds and cast Benjamin into a world where things might make sense once again. 
 
    Darnell marched over to the window and—like Daisy—peered through the slats. “Seriously?” he scoffed. “Ugh! I recognize some of these people!” 
 
    Darrel didn’t even sound angry. Just mildly irritated. 
 
    “And some of them are good at paying their tabs, too!” Darnell exclaimed. “Unlike some people.” 
 
    Elijah and Alex seemed to sink lower in their seats.  
 
    “Been there, done that,” Daisy said. 
 
    “Done what?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “Chasing people to pay their tabs. I used to be a bartender,” Daisy replied, “And I—” 
 
    “That’s a good point! Some of these people I hate to see go,” Darnell continued, “But some of these people were nightmares. So I guess it evens out. I wonder how many are infected out of everyone.” 
 
    “A lot,” Benjamin replied, furrowing his brow. “In an area with a population this large in such a small area…it could be thousands. And we still don’t know how it’s spreading.” 
 
    “It’s spreading through the fog that came through, isn’t it?” Amber asked. 
 
    “It appears to be,” Benjamin said, “But that doesn’t mean it can’t spread other ways. You heard the news talking about how the Ted virus might also spread through body fluids.” 
 
    “Which is why it helps to have a long-range weapon,” Darnell said, clicking his tongue against the roof of his mouth. “A bullet to the head will kill most things, zombie or otherwise. Just saying.” 
 
    “Until you run out of bullets,” Benjamin pointed out. 
 
    “That wouldn’t happen for a while,” Darnell replied, waving a dismissive hand. “I keep plenty on hand.” 
 
    “In your pub?” Alex asked nervously.  
 
    “Yes. What of it?” 
 
    “Nothing!” Alex replied. “Nothing at all!” 
 
    Amber leaned suddenly over the bar and fished around for the TV remote. She grabbed it and aimed it at the nearby TV, an old and bulky one. “Let’s see what’s on,” she said. “They might have discovered more by now.” 
 
    Benjamin straightened.  
 
    “Hopefully, they’re sending the army to come in and take care of everything,” Sara said. 
 
    “Here’s to hoping,” Elijah said, giving her a mock toast. 
 
    Amber flipped through the channels. Benjamin didn’t watch much TV, but he recognized a few things—an advertisement for Game of Thrones, Star Trek: The Next Generation, and The Walking Dead. Before Amber reached the news, she stopped on TMZ. And she didn’t flip through any more channels. She just sort of lowered the remote and left the TV on TMZ. Benjamin grimaced; that channel was nothing but brain-rotting trash. Who cared about Taylor Swift’s millionth boyfriend or what Scarlett Johansen wore to the pharmacy? 
 
    “TMZ?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Amber said. “I bet they’ll have an update.” 
 
    “TMZ?” Elijah asked doubtfully. 
 
    “It’s my favorite station,” Amber replied, “And I just know they’ll have an update!” 
 
    “But it’s…a celebrity station,” Alex said. “Why would they have any update?” 
 
    “I bet you they’ll have an update,” Amber said. 
 
    “No way!” Alex exclaimed, shaking his head. “The last time we took a bet against you, you hustled us in Twister!” 
 
    “First of all, we didn’t exactly hustle you. And how could she possibly know what’s going to come on TMZ?” Sara asked, crossing her arms. “Amber is talented, but she isn’t a mind reader.” 
 
    “And she can’t see the future last I checked,” Daisy chimed in. 
 
    Benjamin shook his head. “I’m not taking that bet.” 
 
    “We’ll bet for shots,” Amber insisted. “Come on. Unless you’re scared, that is.” 
 
    “I’m not scared,” Elijah said, slamming his empty beer bottle down on the counter. “I’ll take that bet!” 
 
    “Fool,” Darnell muttered under his breath. 
 
    Benjamin watched as the bar owner walked down the opposite end of the bar. Darrel paused to chat with a couple of ladies. 
 
    Benjamin sighed and looked morosely at his drink. He wished that he’d asked for a refill before Darnell had wandered off. Already, Benjamin felt buzzed, but the extra bit of alcohol might have helped him cope with watching TMZ. 
 
    A woman wearing a tight-fitting dress in an alarming shade of pink smiled at the camera. Only her furrowed brow gave any indication that she was anything less than happy. “For those of you who are just joining us, disaster struck in Hollywood today. The so-called “zombie virus” infected the red carpet without warning. Several celebrities were in attendance for the new, highly anticipated Winter Nights.” 
 
    “Never heard of it,” Benjamin said. 
 
    The women all gasped.  
 
    “How have you not heard of it?” Daisy asked, crossing her arms. “It’s had advertising everywhere. It’s like not hearing of Twilight or Star Wars.” 
 
    Amber gasped. “What if the Ted virus got Chris?” 
 
    Sara’s eyes widened. Her jaw dropped before she could manage to shut it. “No, not Chris!” she exclaimed.  
 
    “Who is Chris?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “Chris Hempsworth!” Alex exclaimed. “Thor, man!” 
 
    “No!” Daisy groaned. “Why couldn’t it have gotten some celebrity no one cares about?” 
 
    “Man, that bites,” Elijah said, taking a swig of beer. “Now, we won’t get any more Marvel movies! No one can replace Chris!” 
 
    Benjamin sighed and shook his head.  
 
    “Tragedy struck,” the TMZ host continued, drawing a chorus of gasps, “when infected people managed to get past security and break into the event.” 
 
    The screen showed several people, each of them hobbling about and ashen-faced. Benjamin furrowed his brow as he watched. There had to be some way of stopping this virus. It couldn’t just be uncurable.  
 
    “There’s Chris!” Daisy explained, pointing at the actor standing in the midst of the crowd of people. 
 
    It struck Benjamin as very strange how they all called the man Chris as if they knew him well and were all on a first name basis with him.  
 
    “Chris Hemsworth valiantly fought off the zombies, just like the real-life Thor.” 
 
    The footage cut to Chris Hemsworth taking out zombies with what appeared to be a broken lamppost, even while people around him ran and screamed in terror. It looked like Chris Hemsworth might be able to add “zombie-slaying” to his resume, which probably wasn’t something most Hollywood actors could do. 
 
    “Yes!” Amber exclaimed. 
 
    “That’s my man,” Daisy said, nodding. 
 
    “Slay, Chris, slay!” Elijah added. 
 
    “I’ll take a shot to that,” Sara said. 
 
    The camera returned to the TMZ host. “Unfortunately—” 
 
    A collective gasp filled their corner of the bar. Benjamin rolled his eyes. 
 
    “—while Chris Hemsworth managed to avoid being infected by the so-called zombie virus, today, Hollywood lost a bright and shining star. Reports have confirmed that Brad Mitt has contracted the virus.” 
 
    Benjamin grimaced. He didn’t have particularly strong feelings towards Brad Mitt, but anyone turning into a Ted was sad. It must be frightening. Benjamin wondered if the victims were at all aware of what they were doing. Surely, their brain couldn’t just be eaten away so rapidly. And was it even a virus? It could be a disease or a neurological disorder or countless other things. 
 
    “I’m just happy it wasn’t Chris,” Amber said. 
 
    Sara nodded sagely. “I am, too.” 
 
    “Avengers 5 can still happen!” Elijah exclaimed. 
 
    “Thank God,” Daisy said. “I don’t know what I would have done without being able to see my beloved Chris Hemsworth on the big screen again!” 
 
    Beloved. Like she’d known Chris Hemsworth her whole life or something. 
 
    “Here’s to Chris,” Alex said, raising his beer in a mock toast. 
 
    “Scientists have contained Brad Mitt, and they hope to fix him,” the host continued, “So tell us on Twitter: which celebrity would you like to bite?” 
 
    “I’d bite Chris Hemsworth,” Sara said. “He does look really tasty.” 
 
    “But this is totally in bad taste,” Benjamin said. “I can’t believe they’d actually air something like this when there is an end of the world even going on outside! People are literally turning into Teds, and TMZ wants people to sign in and tell them which celebrity they’d bite and turn into a zombie! Seriously?” 
 
    “Don’t overreact,” Elijah said. “It’s just a few infected. There’s not too many infected. I mean, so far it’s only two cities.” 
 
    “Two of the most densely populated cities in the entire United States,” Benjamin said. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a drama queen!” 
 
    Elijah slipped off his bar stool, walked over to the window and pulled up the blinds. Every inch of window was covered in Teds, groaning, growling, snapping, and clawing. Benjamin’s eyes widened, and his heart raced. He’d known that there were Teds outside. Obviously. But he hadn’t imagined that there were that many. Elijah swore and fumbled with the blinds before he managed to pull them down again. “You didn’t see anything!” he exclaimed. “You saw nothing!” 
 
    “And you lost the bet,” Amber said. “Shots for everyone!” 
 
    Elijah groaned and returned to his seat with his shoulders slumped. “Man, I just got out of debt with Darnell.” 
 
    “Maybe you should stop taking bets, then,” Benjamin pointed out. 
 
    Elijah sighed. “But how did she know?” 
 
    “I’m just that good,” Amber said, flipping her brown hair over her shoulder.  
 
    “Darnell!” Daisy shouted, waving at the bar owner. “We need a round of shots here—on Elijah’s dime!” 
 
    Elijah buried his hand between his hands. Darnell brought over the shots, shooting Elijah a threatening glare as he did. “You’d better pay for them, too,” Darnell said. 
 
    “I will,” Elijah replied. “I promise.” 
 
    Once everyone had a shot, Benjamin raised his to eye-level and looked at it. It smelled like tequila, which he liked, even though he’d never done shots in his life. “Are we really going to do this?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Elijah replied, “Unless you’re scared of a little alcohol.” 
 
    “Elijah, don’t be mean,” Sara said. “Shots aren’t for everyone.” 
 
    They weren’t, but since Sara had noticed his hesitation, Benjamin felt like he had something to prove. He had to prove that he wasn’t scared of a little alcohol and that Elijah wasn’t going to get the best of him. 
 
    “I’m just making sure everyone else is game,” Benjamin said. “That’s all. You’ve had a lot to drink, Elijah.” 
 
    Elijah smirked and tipped back his shot. With a grimace, Benjamin forced his shot down. His throat burned, and the tequila was too tart for it to be anything pleasant. He coughed, drawing a snort and laughter from Elijah. 
 
    “So,” Daisy said, dragging out the word, “If you were a Ted and going to bite a celebrity, who would you bite and why?” 
 
    Benjamin yawned. The alcohol was beginning to get to him. On a whim, he reached into his cocktail, the girly concoction that tasted far better than a shot ever would, plucked the umbrella from it, and tucked it behind his ear. Sara laughed and swiped an umbrella from one of Benjamin’s old cocktails; she stuck the umbrella behind her hair and grinned. 
 
    “I,” Amber paused dramatically, “Would say Kanye West.” 
 
    “Why?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Because he annoys me,” Amber replied. 
 
    “Remind me not to get on your bad side,” Elijah said. “Yikes.” 
 
    “I’m just offering a fair warning,” Amber said, shrugging. 
 
    “I think I’d pick one of the Kardashians,” Alex mused, his gaze fixed on his empty shot glass. 
 
    “Just one of them?” Daisy asked. “They’re all interchangeable to you?” 
 
    “I mean, they’re all hot,” Alex replied. “We could be Ted lovers. I mean, zombie lovers. A married zombie couple. Whatever.” 
 
    “The ‘until death do us part’ kind of loses something if you’re already dead,” Sara replied, grabbing another umbrella and weaving it into her hair. 
 
    Benjamin laughed and stuck another umbrella behind his ear. Sara grinned and emitted a not entirely sober giggle. She leaned over the bar and swiped an entire glass full of little umbrellas. Then, she pursed her lips together and stuck another one in her long, blonde hair. Benjamin swiped one and watching Sara’s face very carefully, tucked another one behind her ear. 
 
    “I bet I can fit all of these in my hair,” Sara said. 
 
    “I’m not taking that bet,” Benjamin said. 
 
    Was it all the alcohol combined or just the shot that was finally getting to him? It felt like his vision was zooming in and out, which wasn’t so bad because he was sitting across from Sara, and she would probably still be drop-dead gorgeous no matter how bad Benjamin’s vision got. Unless he went entirely blind, of course. But then, she would still sound hot, so that was something. 
 
    “I think I would bite Will Smith,” Daisy said, “Or Chris Hemsworth.” 
 
    “Those two men are only completely different sides of…” Elijah trailed off and waved vaguely. “They look very different.” 
 
    “And?” Daisy asked. “Chris is hot, and I’ll have you know that Will Smith is the most charming person on the planet. No matter what.” 
 
    “No matter what,” Elijah deadpanned. “Even in that crappy…uh, Bright movie? Was it called Bright?” 
 
    Sara looped part of her hair on the back of her head and with her lips pressed tightly together, shoved three umbrellas through it. Slowly, she lowered her hand. The hair immediately fell out of place and back onto her shoulder. 
 
    “So close!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “Hey,” Amber said, nudging Sara with her elbow, “Which celebrity would you bite?” 
 
    Sara wrinkled her nose and tilted her head to the side. “Well, I guess it might be—I don’t know—the guy who plays Superman. I like his muscles,” Sara said, “But I’ve always thought Clark Kent was really hot. In general.” 
 
    “Really?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    Did that mean there was some hope? One of Sara’s friends—was it Amber or Daisy? —had mentioned that Sara went for hot, muscular guys. Clark Kent was…nerdier. A farm boy from Kansas. Did that mean Sara might have some attraction, no matter how small, to bookish, intelligent types? Maybe it was the alcohol making Benjamin optimistic, but Sara was so beautiful. And after he’d caught his ex cheating on him… 
 
    Was it so wrong that he just desperately wanted to forget everything and have his heart mended right away? Benjamin threw another shot back. It burned his throat again. “I’d have to bite Emily Blunt,” he said. 
 
    She was the only actress he could remember off the top of his head. He couldn’t even remember what movie he’d seen her in, but because he cared enough to remember her name, she must’ve been very attractive. 
 
    Elijah wolf-whistled. “Man, I would bite her, too! Talk crap about the movie all you like, but she was hot in Winter’s War.” 
 
    Sara tried once more to pin her hair up with umbrellas but failed once again. Benjamin frowned and tentatively reached towards her hair. When Sara didn’t move, he twisted her hair up once again. Carefully, he stuck in the first umbrella. Then, another. And another. Benjamin bit the inside of his cheek and slowly moved back, waiting with bated breath. Sara’s hair held. 
 
    He grinned. Sara’s hair fell, tresses and umbrellas dropping onto her shoulder. For a second, Benjamin and Sara looked wordlessly at one another. Then, they both burst into laughter. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Clink! Benjamin pulled his straw from his empty glass and plopped it into the Bond Girl, a bright pink drink filled with cherries and oranges, that Darnell had just set on the bar. He took a sip, enjoying the symphony of alcohol and fruit. It was good. Really good.  
 
    “Hey, what’s that?” Daisy asked. 
 
    With his eyes, Benjamin followed the tilt of her head to the machine sitting at the edge of an empty stage. It was black, bulky, and square, and although Benjamin wasn’t close enough to tell properly what it was, it looked to be a speaker of some sort.  
 
    “It’s a karaoke machine,” Darnell said. “That’s usually on Sunday nights to drum up some business.” 
 
    “I’m great at karaoke,” Elijah said, waggling his eyebrows, “As many women have told me. I have the voice of a god.” 
 
    Sure, he did. Benjamin rolled his eyes.  
 
    “Well, why don’t we just turn it on?” Daisy asked, sliding off her bar stool. “I love music.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Sara muttered, once Daisy was across the room. 
 
    “Is she bad?” Benjamin whispered. 
 
    Sara sighed and rubbed her temples. “You’ll see, won’t you?” Sara asked cryptically. 
 
    “She isn’t terrible,” Amber replied, but she didn’t sound very convinced. 
 
    “She can’t be worse than some of the people I’ve heard,” Alex said. “I mean, no matter how bad she sings, there’s always someone worse, right?” 
 
    “You haven’t heard her sing yet,” Sara replied. 
 
    Daisy grasped the microphone and skipped onto the stage. “Is everyone ready to rock?” she asked. 
 
    Her question drew varying levels of attention. Benjamin took a deep breath and downed some more of his drink. If Daisy really was as bad of a singer as Sara was implying, he would probably need it.  
 
    Music burst from the speakers. Benjamin couldn’t quite place where the song was from, but the opening notes did seem familiar. Vaguely. 
 
    Daisy screamed into the microphone, and then, she began singing in a voice that was terrible beyond mortal comprehension. No metaphor or simile could possibly describe it. Nails to a chalkboard was not shrill enough to describe it. Car horns and alarms were not loud enough to describe it. And the screaming of children wasn’t nearly obnoxious or ear-bleedingly loud enough to possibly compete with Daisy’s voice. 
 
    “When she was just a girl, she expected the world!” Daisy shrieked. 
 
    She sung the song as if she was a seagull. And she didn’t even manage anything close to the original sound of the song, which Benjamin now realized was a mutilated cover of Coldplay’s “Paradise”. No, Daisy seemed under the impression that Coldplay sung death metal. Possibly with the intention of literally killing people with their voices. 
 
    Sara sucked her daquiri through a straw, as if hoping she could suck up enough alcohol to end her suffering.  
 
    Amber leaned in close. “Okay, so she’s just a little off-key.” 
 
    Only if by ‘a little off-key,’ Amber meant ‘unleashing such horrible noises that listening to a four-year-old throw a tantrum for six hours would be more pleasant.’ 
 
    “We have to make her stop,” Sara whispered, “Or we’re all going to die.” 
 
    “Oh, would that we could,” Alex moaned. 
 
    “I’m beginning to think the Teds wouldn’t be so bad,” Elijah added. 
 
    Benjamin gazed woefully at a group of people, fast asleep at a nearby table. He longed suddenly to join them and find the blissful silence that could drown out Amber’s terrible voice. Benjamin glanced at Darnell, hoping that the bar owner might be bothered enough by Daisy’s singing to insist she stop and share the stage, but he seemed completely unaffected and nonchalantly continued to wipe down the bar and service the bar’s other patrons. 
 
    “How long do you think it takes for a Ted to devour you?” Alex asked. “Or maybe I could manage to take down a few. I could go down in a blaze of glory and be remembered fondly by history.” 
 
    The song ended, and everyone sighed in relief. That was, until Daisy gleefully selected another song and carried on. Benjamin glanced around, waiting to see if someone else was going to come up to the stage and ward off the impending disaster, but no one seemed inclined to. Most of the bar’s patrons were too out of it to even care anymore. Benjamin gulped. “We have to stop her,” he said. 
 
    “We can’t just tell her she sucks,” Amber said. “That’ll hurt her feelings!” 
 
    “I have a brilliant idea!” Elijah exclaimed, slamming his hands on the bar. 
 
    “What is—” 
 
    Elijah stood and waved his arms. “Daisy! Daisy, you have to stop!” 
 
    Daisy paused and looked at him, bewilderment spread across her face. “Why?” she asked. “Don’t you like my singing?” 
 
    There was a note of warning in her voice, and Benjamin suddenly remembered just how many zombies Daisy had managed to take out with a baseball bat. Elijah’s odds were not looking good at the moment. 
 
    “You’re—uh—you have the voice of the angel! That isn’t it at all! I mean that your singing isn’t bad. It isn’t. It’s great!” Elijah exclaimed. 
 
    “Super great,” Alex added. 
 
    “Right! It’s just that…” Elijah trailed off. 
 
    Evidently, he hadn’t thought his plan all the way through. 
 
    “It’s attracting the Teds!” Benjamin blurted out. 
 
    Daisy looked taken aback at first, but then, she grinned and flipped her long ponytail over her shoulder. “I suppose I’m just that good,” she said. 
 
    “You are,” Sara lied, “But that’s not good! Because you’re attracting them here. I don’t think singing is a very good idea.” 
 
    Daisy audibly gasped. “Oh my God! I didn’t even think of that!” 
 
    For good reason, too. It was all lies, but Benjamin, who usually prided honesty, was absolutely willing to stretch the truth if it got Daisy to stop mutilating decades’ old pop music. Mercifully, the karaoke machine was turned off, and Daisy returned to her seat at the bar. 
 
    “It’s really unfortunate,” Amber said, giving Daisy’s shoulder a comforting pat. 
 
    “Definitely. Girl, your voice is just too good,” Sara added. 
 
    “Better than me,” Alex said. 
 
    “That’s right,” Elijah said. “Way better than him.” 
 
    Alex looked vaguely affronted and took a swig of beer.  
 
    “So how did the three of you meet one another?” Benjamin asked, eager to change the topic from Daisy’s singing. 
 
    Or caterwauling. That sounded like the more apt descriptor. 
 
    “Well, Sara and I have been friends since college,” Amber said. “I’ve been working towards being a head chef. It hasn’t quite worked out as quickly as I’ve wanted it to, but I’m going to keep trying. Obviously.” 
 
    “And I met Amber when we worked together at this themed bar,” Daisy said, her face brightening with enthusiasm.  
 
    “Ugh. Don’t remind me,” Amber said, rubbing the side of her cheek. 
 
    “What was the theme?” Elijah asked. “I’ve been to a few themed bars in my day.” 
 
    “DC Comics,” Daisy said. “I can’t believe you didn’t like it, Amber! It was the greatest!” 
 
    “It was fine,” Amber said, “Mostly a bunch of weirdos, though. The clientele was awful.” 
 
    “Well…that’s not wrong, but it was a lot of fun,” Daisy said, smiling slyly. “The adventure of a lifetime! They hired me because they said I looked like Harley Quinn. I don’t see it, though. I have absolutely nothing in common with her. Like, at all.” 
 
    Benjamin remembered with sudden clarity the way that Daisy had taken out zombies with a baseball bat. Right. She didn’t look like Harley Quinn at all. Not the least little bit.  
 
    “I see it,” Alex said, his eyes snapping to Daisy. “I mean, you’re a dead ringer for her.” 
 
    Daisy rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Like, maybe the colored hair, but that’s literally it.” 
 
    “Literally it?” Elijah asked, his jaw dropping in disbelief. 
 
    “Yeah. They were trying to cash in on the Suicide Squad release,” Daisy said, “So they probably just went with the first woman who walked into their bar. That’s all.” 
 
    “You do look like Harley Quinn, though,” Sara said. “You even kind of act like her.” 
 
    “No way!” Daisy replied. 
 
    “Sure. I mean, you have that same sort of rock vibe,” Amber pointed out. 
 
    “And you’re really good at beating things to a pulp with a bat,” Benjamin said. 
 
    Creepily good. 
 
    Daisy laughed nervously. “Well, that’s sort of how I got fired,” she said, rubbing the back of her neck.  
 
    “You beat someone with a baseball bat?” Elijah asked. 
 
    Alex awkwardly shifted a little further away in his seat.  
 
    “Well, it was just a plastic bat,” Daisy replied, “And I didn’t…like, hurt him badly. Technically, I was fired for breaking the bar’s policy, but it’s not like I did anything illegal. He was able to limp out.” 
 
    “Limp?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Limp,” Daisy said, “After he paid his tab. I don’t do anything by halves. Just saying.” 
 
    “He tried to skip out on paying his tab, so Daisy beat the crap out of him with a plastic baseball bat,” Amber replied. “She kind of cackled like Harley Quinn when she did it, too.” 
 
    “I was trying to stay in character,” Daisy argued, a bit defensively. “That’s all. And I was helping the bar keep shrink down. I should have been lauded as a hero!” 
 
    “Yeah…” Amber said, sounding doubtful. 
 
    Daisy sighed. “But apparently, it’s improper to beat someone with a plastic baseball bat, or so it’s been explained to me.” 
 
    “A little improper,” Sara replied. “It sounds like a lawsuit waiting to happen.” 
 
    Daisy shrugged. “If the man didn’t have the money to pay his tab, he sure didn’t have the money to sue anyone.” 
 
    “But he did pay,” Amber said. “He put it on his card after you beat him up.” 
 
    “And if he’d been willing to do that before, I wouldn’t have beaten him up,” Daisy pointed out. “Besides, the dude was a total sleaze anyway. He got what was coming to him. That’s what I say.” 
 
    “So you went to college?” Benjamin asked Sara. “What is your degree in?” 
 
    The idea that Sara had both brains and beauty was a very intriguing one.  
 
    “Graphic design,” Sara replied, toying with the straw in her drink, “But it’s not that exciting. I flunked out.” 
 
    “Oh.” Benjamin furrowed his brow. “Well, it happens. I get that, and college isn’t for everyone anyway. It can be very emotionally draining sometimes.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sara said, “And I’m trying to do it on the side. Freelance. You know. But for now, I’m working at Trader Joe’s.” 
 
    “Whoa!” Elijah exclaimed. “I love that place!” 
 
    “It’s okay. It loses the charm quickly once you have to actually work there day after day,” Sara replied, shrugging. 
 
    “But the discount. You get a discount, right?” Elijah asked. “Any chance it’s one for friends and family, huh?” 
 
    “No chance at all,” Sara replied. 
 
    “Oh.” Elijah frowned and took a sip of his beer. “Way to shoot down a guy’s dreams.” 
 
    “I’m just saying it like it is,” Sara said. “I need the job too much to risk losing it over something silly like trying to get around the rules.” 
 
    “So what do you do?” Amber asked, nodding to Elijah. 
 
    “Oh! I’m the king of the movie set garbage!” Elijah exclaimed, raising his beer as if it was the Holy Grail.  
 
    “Movie set garbage?” Daisy asked. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m with the garbage crew. We pick up garbage from movie sets after they’ve been used for filming. I want to be an actor, but I haven’t had much luck yet. I figure this will be my way in. A foot in the door. You know.” 
 
    “You must see a lot of interesting things doing that,” Amber replied. 
 
    “I do,” Elijah said, “And I’ve gotten to talk to some cool people. Celebrities and what-not. One time, I actually picked up Adam Sandler’s coffee.” 
 
    How exciting. 
 
    Darnell arrived and slid another drink before Benjamin, who gratefully took it. How many drinks had he had, though? He hadn’t exactly kept track. Not that it mattered. He had plenty of money to buy drinks with, and with everything that was going on, he definitely deserved a little more alcohol than he might usually consume. 
 
    “What did Ted do?” Benjamin asked absentmindedly. 
 
    “Oh, he was a lawyer,” Elijah said. 
 
    “I don’t feel so bad about killing him now,” Sara said. “I can’t stand lawyers. I think they’re all slimy.” 
 
    “Except for Elle Woods,” Daisy replied. 
 
    “Except for Elle,” Sara agreed. 
 
    “Elle?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “Legally Blonde,” Sara replied. “One thing I will say about my boyfriend is that he’s very secure in his masculinity. He’s always fine with watching it with me even though he doesn’t really like chick films. But that’s my favorite movie.” 
 
    Right. Sara had a boyfriend. Benjamin kept forgetting that. 
 
    “How is your boyfriend?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    Sara sighed and stirred her drink. “I don’t know,” she said. “I tried calling him, but he didn’t answer. That’s not unusual for him, though. He’s the worst at keeping his phone charged. He’s probably fine.” 
 
    And Benjamin didn’t really know what to say to that. “I’m sure he’s fine,” was what he settled on. 
 
    An awkward silence settled among them. “I’m an Uber driver,” Alex said, “Or I was. Benjamin was my first pick-up. Thanks for not being boring, man.” 
 
    Benjamin shook his head. “I would have preferred for my pick-up to be a little more boring than it was,” he said. “Spending the evening being chased by the infected portions of New York City’s populace wasn’t exactly the way I wanted my day to go. Surprising, I know.” 
 
    “So what do you do, Benjamin?” Sara asked. 
 
    “Oh. I work with plant cells. It’s very exciting work,” Benjamin said, straightening in his chair. “Every week, I’m given samples of plants, and we analyze their different structures. Last week, I looked at fifteen-hundred different samples from crossandra plants! It’s very exciting work—” 
 
    “You said that. It sounds dreadfully boring,” Elijah replied. “No offense.” 
 
    “It’s not boring if you’ve been doing it your whole life,” Benjamin said. “I’ve always wanted to be a scientist, and I do very important work to make the world a better place.” 
 
    “By looking at plant cells.” 
 
    “What exactly do you think scientists do?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I just thought it’d be a little more exciting. Weather controlling machines and stuff. You know. Not just looking under a microscope all day,” Elijah replied. “That’s all.” 
 
    “It isn’t just looking under a microscope all day. There are other ways of observing the cellular structure of plants than using microscopes. There’s—” 
 
    “Look, man,” Elijah said, “It’s just not a job that sounds all that interesting. That’s all. I’m sure it’s useful to science or whatever.” 
 
    “I mean, he’s kind of right, doc,” Daisy said. “I’m sure it’s exciting because it’s your work, but it’s not really all that riveting if you looking at it from the outside.” 
 
    “But that’s only because you don’t understand how it directly impacts you,” Benjamin argued. 
 
    “Why don’t we watch the news?” Sara asked, flipping through the channels. 
 
    The news anchors—a sharply dressed man with silver hair and a woman with loose, red curls—sat beside one another, their hands folded over their desk. Sara flipped the volume up, and Benjamin silently resigned himself to sitting quietly and listening to the news. There was no point in trying to defend his precious job and the integral role that it played in everyone’s lives; he’d tried this time and time again. 
 
    “For those of you just joining us, Channel 5 is keeping a close eye on the developing “zombie virus” and its impact,” the woman said. “First spotted in New York, the so-called zombie virus allegedly came in a cloud of fog. These clouds have since appeared all over the United States.” 
 
    A map of the United States flashed on screen, portions of it covered in large, white dots. “Here, we see the original cloud of fog,” the woman said, indicating towards New York City. “Fog has since appeared in Hollywood, Orlando, and Memphis.” 
 
    “However,” the male newscaster said, “We’ve now received reports of the fog appearing in other countries. London has now been affected. Police are requesting that London residents remain inside and wait for further instructor.” 
 
    Footage rolled on the screen, featuring a horde of Teds ambling and groaning before Buckingham palace. 
 
    “Prime Minister Theresa May has been moved to a private bunker. Presently, officials have closed all roads leading in and out of London. All flights to London have been redirected. At this point, it is unknown how far the virus might spread, but it is moving north. As such, British authorities have announced an evacuation for those living outside of London.” 
 
    “Other reports indicate that the virus might have spread already to Dubai, Tokyo, and Paris.” 
 
    The news returned to the two newscasters, their faces pinched with worry. “The White House has released an official statement asking that those in affected areas stay indoors,” the man said. “Do not try to be a hero. Police services are already overwhelmed with the volume of calls that they are receiving, and the NYPD has said that they cannot guarantee that they will be able to rescue anyone.” 
 
    “At this moment, it is impossible to tell the long-ranging impact of the zombie virus, but we do know if the world will ever be the same after this,” the female newscaster said. 
 
    “What do you think will happen next?” Sara asked. 
 
    “It’ll be like the Walking Dead,” Alex said sagely. 
 
    “It feels like this all began a century ago,” Amber said. “How long do you think we’ll have to stay here?” 
 
    “I’m just hoping we don’t run out of food,” Elijah replied, “And booze. If we do, we’ll have to resort to cannibalism.” 
 
    “No one is going to resort to cannibalism,” Benjamin said. 
 
    “Not yet,” Elijah replied, “But dude, I’ve read stories.” 
 
    Alex nodded sagely. 
 
    “Stories from where?” Benjamin asked, crossing his arms. 
 
    “You know,” Elijah said, “Just stories.” 
 
    “Sounds like a very credible source,” Benjamin said. 
 
    “It could happen, though. You don’t know,” Elijah pointed out. 
 
    Benjamin shook his head. “Mankind has seen diseases and plagues before, and they’ve emerged victorious. I’m sure that the CDC is already well on their way to making a cure.” 
 
    “But that can take years,” Amber said. “All of our vaccines didn’t happen just overnight, and eventually, we’re going to run out of food if we stay here.” 
 
    “Let’s not think about that,” Sara said. “That’s not going to help anything, and as far as we know, we’re worrying over nothing. The army might be about to burst down the door and save us any minute.” 
 
    “But what does happen next?” Alex asked. 
 
    Crash! Glass shattered. Benjamin twisted around towards the sound. He remained frozen, unable to think and barely able to breathe. A Ted’s head had burst through one of the pub’s windows. It was a grisly sight.  
 
    The Ted’s hands reached for the edges of the jagged glass and gripped hard enough that blood seeped from with palms. With a roar, the zombie scrabbled, trying to force his way through. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    With a clamber of barstools and sloshed beer, everyone leaped away from the window. Benjamin wasn’t fast enough, and the Ted’s fingers seized his wrist. With a shrill, girl-like shriek, Benjamin grabbed one of the tiny drink umbrellas tucked behind his ear and stabbed the Ted in the eye. Although the Ted screamed in rage and pain, its grip didn’t lessen. Benjamin struggled as the zombie hauled him closer. He tried grabbing the zombie’s arm and prying it loose but to no avail. Sara, wielding a knife, brought the blade across the Ted’s wrist. The Ted screamed and loosened its grip enough for Benjamin to pull his arm back. Then Sara shoved Benjamin aside, and buried her steak knife into the zombie’s head. She drew it out and pushed it in. In and out, again and again. Blood flew and spattered across the pub’s floor. 
 
    “I guess that all my years on the farm are finally paying off!” Sara exclaimed, rubbing the bloodied knife off on a napkin. 
 
    “Definitely! You go, girl!” Daisy exclaimed, going for her baseball bat. 
 
    “That’s probably the hottest thing I’ve seen all week,” Elijah said, whistling between his teeth. 
 
    “Yeah!” Alex exclaimed. 
 
    “Thanks for—uh—saving me,” Benjamin said. 
 
    “No problem,” Sara replied, shrugging. 
 
    Glass crunched beneath Darnell’s tennis shoes as he approached the Ted. “I can’t believe he smashed my freaking window out! That son of a gun!” 
 
    “You have insurance, though, don’t you?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Have you ever tried to get money out of an insurance company? I’ll be lucky if I get a new window within a year!” Darnell exclaimed. 
 
    “Well, I doubt that guy is paying up,” Benjamin said, nodding towards the dead and bleeding Ted. 
 
    “Oh, he’s paying up,” Darnell said, storming towards the Ted. 
 
    Darnell gingerly reached through the glass and fumbled through the Ted’s jacket and then reached further back into his jeans. Finally, Darnell found a worn, leather wallet. “Ha! Dead or not, he’s paying for that window!” 
 
    A chorus of groans filled the air as more zombies, seeing the broken window, tried to force their way into the pub. Their decaying limbs flawed around the now dead Ted. One climbed over the fallen Ted, causing more glass to fall onto the floor. Benjamin screamed and hurled his cocktail at the Ted, hoping to deter it as it crawled into the bar. 
 
    “They’re in!” Alex yelled. “We have to fight them!” 
 
    Daisy swept into action with her baseball bat. With a resounding crack, she brought the aluminum bat over a Ted’s head and sent it to the ground. More streamed in. Benjamin grabbed a beer bottle off the bar and threw it. The Ted didn’t seem very deterred, but still, Benjamin reached for whatever was at hand—bar stools, chairs, glasses, discarded bottles—and threw them with all his strength at the Teds that were creeping in. 
 
    Alex broke a table over one’s head. Elijah smashed a bottle of rum over another. Sara and her friends tore into the zombies, sending them back with knives, baseball bats, and glasses. A full-fledged brawl had broken out in the pub, and Darnell futilely tried to minimize destruction. He went about, pulling chairs out of reach and trying to save his precious alcohol from becoming the next missile.  
 
    “Stop trashing my bar!” Darnell yelled. 
 
    “Death will never conquer!” Daisy shouted as the climbed atop a table and smash another Ted in the face. 
 
    Benjamin backed away, his eyes darting wildly about the bar and searching for another weapon. Some of the patrons hadn’t awakened, despite the Ted invasion and pub’s destruction. Benjamin fleetingly wished that he, too, was sleeping and oblivious to the chaos surrounding him, but he was all too aware. And this wasn’t his element. He belonged in labs, sterile, clean, and controlled, not in this chaotic pub surrounded by the screams of the undead and broken glass. 
 
    “Guys, help!” Alex yelled. 
 
    Benjamin spotted Alex, cornered across the room, with a group of Teds approaching. Alex frantically stumbled against the wall, his fingers brushing against the fire extinguisher. “Darnell! I need to use the fire extinguisher!” Alex shouted. 
 
    “Don’t you dare!” Darnell screamed, as he wiped up the cabernet sauvignon that was threatening to soak into the mat at the pub’s entrance. 
 
    “But I’m about to be Ted food!” 
 
    “The last time you used that, you’d drank way too much! You and your buddy nearly ruined my pub!” Darnell snapped. 
 
    “Sorry!” Elijah shouted, as he climbed on the bar and kicked a Ted in the face. 
 
    “Just ram them with the fire extinguisher!” Benjamin shouted. 
 
    Benjamin ran back, keeping a table—complete with a massive mountain of a man, a man who looked like he could literally be the human incarnation of the god Thor, who was fast asleep and snoring loud enough to break the sound barrier—between himself and two hungry, approaching Teds. 
 
    “I didn’t think of that!” Alex shouted. 
 
    Thunk! A metallic ring filled the pub, Alex having felled one Ted. Encouraged by his one victory, Alex swung the fire extinguisher just like Daisy swung her bat. He was far less graceful in his movements, but still, Teds fell before him like wheat before the scythe and settled in unconscious heaps along the ground. 
 
    Elijah had reached Darnell’s gun, hidden behind the bar, and although Benjamin knew little about firearms, he could immediately tell that Elijah had never held a gun in his life. The man’s hands shook as he lifted it. Unsteadily, Elijah pointed the gun towards a couple of the Teds rushing Benjamin, who ducked for cover. The sound of the gunshot reverberated through the pub. Benjamin screamed and fell backwards; it took him nearly thirty seconds to realize that he wasn’t, in fact, dead. 
 
    Glass shattered. Darnell screamed and dropped to his knees, shaking his fist at the sky. 
 
    “Sorry!” Elijah exclaimed. 
 
    Benjamin looked at the pile of shattered glass, the remains of a mirror with the words Queen Vic etched into it. “What’s the big deal?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “That mirror was my baby!” Darnell retorted. “My angel, my muse! And that plebian swine just ruined her!” 
 
    “I was trying to fight off the Teds!” Elijah protested. 
 
    Darnell leaped to his feet like a man possessed. “You’ve killed my baby! And that’s seven years bad luck—” 
 
    “That’s just a silly superstition,” Benjamin said. “It comes from—” 
 
    “It’s my mirror!” Darnell continued. “And now, it’s smashed into hundreds of pieces! You are banned for life!” 
 
    Elijah gulped as Darnell stormed across the pub, suddenly looking far more threatening than any of the Teds had. Darnell ripped the gun from Elijah’s hands and expertly slew several zombies with it. Daisy, bat in hand, paused and took a sip from a martini as Darnell quickly cleared the room of Teds. Then, there was silence. 
 
    Benjamin took a shaky breath.  
 
    A nearby patron, a man whom had been asleep, slowly looked up. “What did I miss?” 
 
    “The apocalypse,” Benjamin replied. 
 
    “That sucks, bro,” the man said, before letting his face drop once more to the table. 
 
    “We need to board up these windows,” Sara said, “Before more get in. Darnell, do you have any wood for things like that?” 
 
    Darnell’s face had turned a very alarming shade of red, and seeing it, Elijah slowly sank beneath the bar and out of sight. “Yeah, I’ve got some,” Darnell replied, “Luckily. If someone didn’t destroy it!” 
 
    “Sorry!” Elijah squeaked. 
 
    Benjamin looked across the once pristine pub. Now, it was littered with broken glass, decaying bodies, and blood. It looked like a scene from a horror movie, but somehow, it still didn’t seem entirely real. It was too much to be real. 
 
    “If you can just quit running your mouth, I think it’ll be better for all involved!” Darnell snapped. 
 
    Elijah winced and mimed locking his lips with a key. With a sigh, Benjamin crossed the room and joined the others in following Darnell to the back. They were greeted by slats of plywood. “I always keep some back here just in case,” Darnell said.  
 
    In case what? How many pieces of plywood could a pub owner possibly need to hide behind their counter? Benjamin opened his mouth to ask, but then, he looked at Darnell, cradling his shotgun as if it was his first-born child, and decided that line of inquiry was, perhaps, not the best one. Instead, Benjamin dutifully joined everyone else in hauling the plywood out and dragging it to the shattered windows. 
 
    Outside, everything was eerily quiet. It was as if the world had stopped turning when the Teds were slain, and there was nothing left but the night sky. A few timid stars peeked through past the clouds and the remnants of city light, and for a moment, Benjamin stared at it and thought that it was beautiful. With a sharp bang!, Elijah smashed a piece of plywood right over the window Benjamin had been gazing out of.  
 
    “It looks like it’s time to get banging!” Elijah announced. 
 
    That was a very poor choice of words. 
 
    “I guess,” Benjamin replied, helping steady the piece of plywood while Alex edged in with a hammer and beat the nails into place.  
 
    One window down, several more to go. Before long, Benjamin’s arms began to ache, but slowly, board by board, they patched up the windows. Darnell was fuming still, and Benjamin heard the bar owner swearing beneath his breath as he stormed across the floor, trying to salvage what had been destroyed. Once or twice, he kicked a Ted out of his way, seemingly in an attempt to vent some of his aggression. 
 
    “He’s going to murder us,” Elijah whispered. “Do you think we can take him?” 
 
    Benjamin rolled his eyes. “Don’t be so dramatic. He isn’t going to kill us.” 
 
    “Sure,” Elijah replied. “That’s why he’s pacing around on the floor and toting around a shotgun. Because he wants to hold hands with us and sing numbers from Hamilton.” 
 
    “As long as Daisy isn’t singing, we should be fine,” Benjamin replied, rubbing his temples. 
 
    He stifled a yawn. The alcohol had made him tired and sleepy already, and even a Ted attack and boarding up windows couldn’t change that. Benjamin thought longingly of his bed—well, what had been his bed. Suddenly, it sounded so nice and inviting. 
 
    “Windows are done,” Sara announced, rubbing her hands on her jeans. “Now, what?” 
 
    “Now, you all get out of my pub!” Darnell declared, pointing to the door. 
 
    “Get out?” Alex asked. “Come on, Darnell! You can’t—” 
 
    “Yes, I can!” Darnell snapped. 
 
    Elijah shrank back. “This is about the mirror, isn’t it? I mean, we can pick up—” 
 
    “And what? Glue my custom mirror back together?” Darnell snapped. 
 
    Elijah winced and sank back behind the bar.  
 
    “I want all of you out!” Darnell exclaimed, pointing towards the door. “Right now!” 
 
    Daisy swept shattered glass into a pile and dumped it into the nearby trashcan. “But we’re helping!” she argued.  
 
    “You’re helping after you trashed my pub!” Darnell snapped, waving his arms wildly around, as if to indicate the messes. 
 
    “Darnell,” Benjamin said, trying to make his voice placating and calm, “We can’t go outside. There are Teds there, and the ones that got in would have destroyed the pub with or without our help. At least, with us here, you have someone to help you clean it up.” 
 
    “I could have taken on the Teds by myself without any help,” Darnell replied, “And with less casualties!” 
 
    “Dad, I—” Benjamin paused and clapped his hands over his mouth. “Dad—I mean, Darnell—” 
 
    Elijah laughed nervously. “God, I hope he’s not your father.” 
 
    Darnell and Benjamin both cast him withering looks, and Elijah winced. “I’ll be quiet,” he said. 
 
    “Please,” Benjamin said, “At least, let us stay until it’s morning. It’s dangerous for us to go wandering around New York City this late at night.” 
 
    Darnell sighed. “Fine,” he said, “You can stay the night, but first thing in the morning, you’re all out. And I’m only letting you stay the night because I’m a gentleman.” 
 
    “That’s fair,” Benjamin said. “Thank you.” 
 
    Darnell rolled his eyes and grumbled as he walked back behind the bar. Once the bar owner was out of earshot, Elijah sighed. “Thank God,” he said. 
 
    “I know,” Sara replied. “It’s a good thing he was willing to listen to you, Benjamin.” 
 
    Benjamin nodded and glanced at the boarded-up windows. “Me, too,” he said. “It’s not safe to go out anyway, but it definitely wouldn’t be good for us to go outside in the night.” 
 
    “The Queen Vic is looking better, though,” Daisy said, leaning against the edge of a table. 
 
    And she was right. Despite the boarded-up windows, the pub did look better. All the overturned chairs and tables had been fixed and turned upright, the broken glass had been swept up, and spilled alcohol and blood had been cleaned from the floor. Even the Teds had been dragged outside and piled by the door. So perhaps, the outside of the pub didn’t look great. But the inside was, at least, in decent shape. 
 
    “This must be really stressful for him, though,” Amber said. “I can only imagine what a nightmare this is going to be for him.” 
 
    “It’s stressful for everyone,” Alex said. “If we can’t stay here after tomorrow, we’ll have to figure out how we’re getting back to the apartment. There are Teds everywhere outside! It’s not safe to walk there, and we don’t have a car. I doubt Uber is going to be taking people with this all happening.” 
 
    “And I imagine there will probably be more,” Benjamin said. 
 
    Sara sighed. “Maybe we can convince him to let us stay here.” 
 
    “But even then, we can’t stay here forever,” Daisy said. “We’ll have to leave eventually.” 
 
    “That’s true,” Benjamin replied, furrowing his brow. 
 
    Groans and grunts. Everyone stiffened. Slowly, Benjamin looked further down the bar, where a patron—a man with blond hair—raised his head and groaned. The man’s neck lulled to the side, his cheek resting on his shoulder. Benjamin’s eyes keyed in on the crusted blood on the man’s neck. Had he been bitten in the fight? 
 
    Benjamin shifted backwards, bumping into Sara. Elijah and Alex slipped back behind the bar. Daisy stepped forward, her bat in hand. She gave it an experimental swing, and with a shout, Daisy swung her bat and struck the man’s shoulder. He jolted upright. “What the Hell is going on?” he snapped. 
 
    “He’s talking!” Sara exclaimed. 
 
    “Can the Teds do that?” Elijah asked. 
 
    None that they’d seen had. This man wasn’t infected. More likely, he was just finally waking from his drunken stupor, and he’d just happened to get spattered with blood at some point during the day. 
 
    “Ted…Ted…all better if they’re dead, Ted is dead!” Daisy sang, swinging her bat with gusto. 
 
    “Daisy, wait!” Benjamin shouted. 
 
    But before anyone could move forward and stop her, Daisy brought her bat down atop the man’s head, crushing his skull with the baseball bat. Benjamin cringed.  
 
    With a smile, Daisy swung the bat over her shoulder and turned around to see her horrified audience. “What?” she asked. “You act like you’ve never seen someone kill a Ted before.” 
 
    “Daisy…” Sara trailed off. 
 
    “We can’t tell her,” Amber whispered. “She’ll be so upset.” 
 
    “Son of a gun,” Alex whispered. “What do we do?” 
 
    “We can’t tell her,” Elijah said. 
 
    “Tell me what?” Daisy asked. “You guys are all acting really funny. What’s wrong? I didn’t even make this much of a mess.” 
 
    “Daisy,” Benjamin said slowly, “That man wasn’t a Ted.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Daisy asked. 
 
    “I mean, I’m fairly sure that was just a drunk man waking up,” Benjamin replied. “I don’t think he was infected.” 
 
    Everyone was quiet, waiting for Daisy to crumble in guilt and horror. She looked back at the man. Then, at her friends. Abruptly, Daisy burst into laughter. “Well, he would have been in the morning, so no foul. Don’t panic.” 
 
    Benjamin shivered when she strode past him, idly swinging her bat at her side. It was a little frightening just how blasé Daisy was about bashing a man’s skull in. He gulped. Daisy was definitely one person that Benjamin didn’t want to make angry. 
 
    Elijah whistled between his teeth. “Dude,” he muttered. 
 
    “Anyone—uh—want to play darts?” Amber asked. 
 
    “I’m game!” Daisy exclaimed. “Let’s go for it!” 
 
    As long as Daisy wasn’t pointing them at him, Benjamin supposed that wasn’t the worst idea. He was good at darts and didn’t often get to show off his skills. “That might be fun,” Benjamin said. 
 
    Elijah crossed the room and grabbed the darts from their place on the bar.  
 
    “Well, we might as well enjoy the night,” Amber said, “As best as we can.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sara said. “Hopefully, the Teds will have left in the morning.” 
 
    “Right?” Amber asked. “It would be nice to just have a hangover to worry about.” 
 
    Benjamin winced. A hangover, indeed. When he woke up in the morning, he would probably really regret all of those cocktails, but really, what better way was there to deal with an epidemic than to drink it away and try not to think about it? 
 
    There were dozens of better ways to deal with it, actually, but Benjamin didn’t have the resources to do anything more. He was a scientist, and he felt like he ought to be out in the world, trying to end the epidemic and trying to save people, but he was away from his lab and his plant samples and colleagues. At this point, he didn’t even know if he’d be able to make it back to his new apartment, much less capable of going anywhere helpful. 
 
    Benjamin sighed and picked up a dart, testing the weight between his fingers.  
 
    “Are you any good, bro?” Elijah asked. 
 
    “I’m very good,” Benjamin replied. 
 
    “Really?” Daisy asked, sizing him up. “I’ll have you know that I could probably kill a man with a dart.” 
 
    She probably could.  
 
    “I don’t know if I could kill someone with a dart,” Benjamin replied, carefully flinging the dart forward. 
 
    Bull’s eye. 
 
    Daisy’s face brightened. “You’ve got game,” she said, tossing her dart. 
 
    She hit the center, too. 
 
    “You guys are really good,” Sara said, taking a seat and sipping out of a blue margarita. 
 
    “It’s basic aerodynamics,” Benjamin replied, “And a bit of practice. That’s all.” 
 
    “It’s better than I would do,” Sara said. 
 
    Amber sat beside Sara, who offered her a sip of her margarita. 
 
    “Do you want in on this, Alex?” Elijah asked. 
 
    Alex rubbed the back of his neck. “I don’t think so,” he replied. “Last time I played darts here, I ended up breaking some sort of fancy decanter. I thought Darnell might be seriously about to kill me.” 
 
    “How many times have you almost ruined Darnell’s pub?” Benjamin asked. 
 
    “Oh God. I’ve lost count,” Alex replied. 
 
    “Me, too,” Elijah admitted, “But at this point, I figure I might as well press my luck. He hasn’t killed me yet!” 
 
    “But there’s a first time for everything, and he’d only have to kill you once,” Benjamin pointed out. 
 
    Elijah wrinkled his nose and mouthed the words. “Oh!” he exclaimed. “Right. Crap. That would suck.” 
 
    Elijah took a dart and tossed it towards the dartboard; it missed entirely and instead smashed into a framed picture of Queen Victoria. Glass shattered, and Elijah went as pale as a ghost. Abruptly, he sat. “On second thought, maybe I should just sit down.” 
 
    Benjamin snorted.  
 
    “Looks like it’s the two of us,” Daisy said, smirking. “Ready to taste defeat?” 
 
    “You’re on,” Benjamin said. 
 
    He tested the weight of another dart and then threw. It flew straight and true, striking the dartboard with a dull thud. Bull’s eye! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 AUTHOR’S NOTE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hey guys, Hayley here, 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed Lock In; I came up with the idea from remembering back to my early twenties when me and my husband would go to a pub in England called the Queen Vic. We used to have a blast! There was even a fire extinguisher fight, which was hilarious and messy.  
 
      
 
    If you could bite anyone and turn them into a Ted, who would you bite? 
 
      
 
    Add your answer along with your review (smiley face) I love reading reviews, and they are really great for other readers to learn about awesome stories, like The Fog Series. 
 
      
 
    Off to work on book four in The Fog series, Hangover! Nothing could go wrong, right? A Hangover, with Ted’s all around.  
 
      
 
    Thank you  
 
    Hayley 
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    If you loved, The Fog try out, Contamination. 
 
    Humanity has one option. 
 
    Evacuate Earth. 
 
      
 
    After a wave of fear crashes over the world in response to a deadly virus. Fear intensifies when it's discovered that the virus is the first wave of attack by an alien race that wants Earth for themselves. 
 
      
 
    It's one day before Paige's twenty-first birthday, and the world is turning into the walking dead! Zombie-like people are seeking her out. 
 
      
 
    What the hell! Just Paige's luck. 
 
      
 
    Can Paige rescue her family and get off the planet before The Wave captures her? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 BOOKS BY HAYLEY LAWSON 
 
      
 
    INVASION SURVIVOR  
 
    Contamination (1) 
 
     Inhabitable (2)  
 
    Stowaway (3) 
 
      
 
    LIVE FREE OR DIE 
 
    Madness Unleashed (1) 
 
    Madness Rising (2) 
 
    Escaping Madness (3) 
 
      
 
    THEY ARE ZILLIONS 
 
    Zapacolypse (1) 
 
    Zurrounded (2) 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sign up to Hayley Lawson mailing list to stay up to date with her books. 
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