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On the day of the annual Honey Ball, 
 

obert Blythe played the part of dutiful 
husband, and begrudgingly outfitted 
himself in the finest white tuxedo rental he 

could find. He could think of a dozen other ways 
he preferred to spend his weekend. But 
attendance at the party was mandatory for every 
member of the Apiary Estates Social League. No 
matter how desperately Robert wished he had 
never allowed his wife, Leslie, to coax him into 
moving to the county’s most prestigious zip code, 
there was no way he would get out of attending 
the celebration. 
  

s they had done for the past 100 years, the 
members of the AESL gathered on this first 
Sunday in spring in this same ancestral 

grove for the big feast and selection of next year’s 
Host Family. Sunlight filtered down through the 
crowding of oak trees that overlooked the ravine, 
and everyone chimed in about how their own 
ancestors had dreamed about a day when their 
little town would grow into something bigger. Now 
it had. 
 

nly living at The Estates for 6 months, 
Robert wasn’t yet schooled in the 
ceremonies of the day. Taking a cue from 

Leslie, who had spent months going over every 
detail of the AESL’s traditions, Robert followed 
her lead, and they each drew a garland of 
perfumed azaleas from one of the overflowing 
baskets that sat next to the great stage erected by 
the party’s hostess, Penelope Wilson. 
 

he crowd filed past the front of the stage, 
each tossing their garland onto a large, 
white cloth-covered table. A myriad of glass 

honey decanters were arranged across the 
tabletop, and the sunlight filtering through the 
amber nectar made each one look like liquid gold. 

 
ith that first bit of ceremony tended to, 
the women broke free from the long line 
of partygoers. Dressed from head to toe 

in white, the ladies each wore an elaborate 
beehive hairdo piled precariously on the tops of 
their heads, and their evening gowns fluttered as 
they flitted from one conversation to the next. It 
was a carefully choreographed execution of pure 
strategy, really, no matter how much each one of 
them protested that fact.  
 

lthough this was her first Honey Ball, Leslie 
circled the grounds in her last available 
minutes of campaigning like a seasoned 

pro. 
 

he sun, coupled with the constant scrutiny of 
The Council during their final tallying of 
votes, made Robert’s tight-fitting suit feel 

even more claustrophobic. He wished he’d been 
allowed to bring his sunglasses, but the risk of 
receiving an infraction from The Council, not to 
mention the look of absolute horror on Leslie’s 
face when he even broached the subject was 
enough of a deterrent.  
 

till, Robert tugged at his collar, fighting his 
every urge to turn on his heel, bolt through 
the crowd and leave The Estates for good. 

 
 

ABOUT LIKE FLIES TO HONEY: 
 
“…hypnotizes the reader with the normalcy of it 
all before striking a terrifying chord in the story's 
final pages” 
 
“…provides a slow burn of paranoia and 
suspense” 
 
Read the conclusion of Like Flies to Honey in 
the Winter 2010 Edition of Shroud Magazine at 
http://www.shroudmagazine.com
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