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Death & Honey contains three new novellas by New York Times best sellers Delilah S. Dawson, Kevin Hearne, and Chuck Wendig.

 

In The Buzz Kill by Kevin Hearne, Oberon the Irish wolfhound and Starbuck the Boston terrier sink their teeth into a new Meaty Mystery when they discover a body underneath a beehive in Tasmania. It’s been badly stung, but the bees aren’t at fault: This is homicide. The hounds recruit the help of their Druid, Atticus O’Sullivan, to track down the killer in the interest of a reward: a nice steak with a side of justice.

 

Grist of Bees, by Delilah S. Dawson writing as Lila Bowen, follows Rhett Walker, who has given up his destiny as the monster-hunting Shadow to settle down with his beloved Sam. But when the call to action grows too strong, Rhett saddles up to follow a peculiar bee into the unforgiving desert. The bee leads him to a weeping mother in a strangely prosperous valley, and Rhett has no choice but to hunt the creature that’s stolen her child—even if it destroys a land of milk and honey.

 

Interlude: Tanager by Chuck Wendig returns us to the world of Miriam Black. Lauren “Wren” Martin is a young psychic woman who can see the stained souls of killers; it is her gift, or as she sees it, her curse. And up until now, it has been her mission to kill those killers, to remove them from the pattern so that they may not murder again. But now, after a death that may not have been deserved, she’s left rudderless, without plan or purpose, until a woman with a strange power of her own takes her in and gives her a new mission—and a new target.
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The Buzz Kill by Kevin Hearne

Grist of Bees, by Delilah S. Dawson writing as Lila Bowen

Interlude: Tanager by Chuck Wendig
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Bee Alert

The true danger of trotting around Tasmania with a Druid is that there are so many interesting animals to bark at. It’s difficult to stay focused, honestly, because in the course of chasing a wombat, for example, you might startle a tiger quoll or a barred bandicoot. Or you might run into a bunch of wallabies and they’re loads of fun. Nothing on the island is really ready for me and Starbuck, however, and Atticus said it’s not fair, so we don’t hunt them seriously. It’s all just exercise for me and my Boston terrier buddy.

Atticus has been healing Tasmanian devils every day for like five trillion days, I don’t know, but it seems like a long time and it’s not very interesting even if it’s super important, so Starbuck and I have to entertain ourselves somehow since we don’t have cable in the wild and can’t watch cooking shows anymore. Atticus says we can play around as we like while he’s busy healing as long as we follow the rules:


	Stay in mental shouting range



	Don’t kill anything



	Don’t dump on anyone’s lawn but go ahead on golf courses because they’re not technically lawns and maybe a rich guy will step in it



	Stay away from people and cars





Sometimes that last one is tough when we are near a city. Right now we’re near one called Launceston, and you never know when you’ll run into hikers who immediately cluck their tongues and loudly condemn Atticus for letting us run around off the leash. Not that they know him. They just say things like “Some idiot’s dogs are loose,” or “I wish people would take better care of their pets,” or “Bloody hell, that’s a big dog!”

Comments like that get my hackles up sometimes and I get tempted to go bark at them and tell them their socks are stupid or something else really damaging to human psyches, but Atticus said they might have pepper spray or cauliflower or other horrible weapons that could hurt us and we should just stay away no matter what they say—especially if they offer us food. “That’s going to be a trap every time,” he warned us.

Ha! He didn’t need to tell me. I’m no puppy meeting his first cat! Besides, they usually offer things like dry dog biscuits and I have no interest in those. Atticus feeds us really well and someone would need to produce a saucier capable of whipping up some kind of hipster gravy before I’d even consider coming over for a look. And a sniff!

Mmm. Rosemary sausage gravy. That’s the stuff. Uh…what was I talking about?

Oh yeah! The danger of chasing things in Tasmania. Once Atticus found a den of devils to heal outside of Launceston, he let us go explore and we soon found a butterfly called a Tasmanian hairstreak, a brown-and-yellow fellow we’d seen before, and we followed him for a bit and snapped in the air beneath his wings. Chasing butterflies is kind of like playing with a balloon, except you never know where they’re going to land. But they have a thing for flowers the way we hounds have a thing for asses. They can smell things other creatures can’t.

<Hey! Flying noise thing!> Starbuck said, distracting me from the hairstreak.

<What noise? Where?> I hoped it wasn’t a mean old wasp. But as soon as I asked, I had my answer as the buzz of wings reached my ears and I found the source: It was a honeybee, flitting among the white-petaled flowers of a leatherwood tree.

<That’s a bee,> I told Starbuck, who was much better now with his language but still needed plenty of help. <That sound it makes is a buzz.>

<Bee is food?> he asked.

<No, but they make food. Their vomit is called honey and it’s very sweet. Humans love it. They put it in their tea and on their toast and all kinds of stuff.>

<Vomit is food?>

<Not usually. Bee vomit is the exception to the rule. It is without doubt the best-selling vomit in the world. There’s also a market for whale vomit, which humans call ambergris, but it’s not as popular as honey.>

<Where is honey?>

<Almost everywhere. You can find it in almost any store.>

<No. This bee. Honey from this bee.>

<Oh! Well, all the honey is going to be in the beehive where she lives. They take the nectar from these flowers back to the hive and then they convert it into honeycomb.>

<I want to see hive,> Starbuck said. <Can we follow bee?>

<Sure.>

It was nice to have a purpose to the day’s wanderings. I had learned all about bees from a nature documentary plus some additional things Atticus told me, and I was happy to tell Starbuck all about them as we waited for the honeybee to load up on nectar before heading back to the hive.

Eventually, her legs were weighted down with a payload of vomit catalysts, and we followed her, crashing through underbrush for probably half a mile or something. I’m not sure, honestly, but I called out mentally to my Druid to make sure we weren’t breaking rule #1.

<Hey, Atticus, can you still hear me?>

Sure can, buddy, his voice replied in my head, and I was still getting used to the fact that it had an Irish accent now. He’d been depressed for a while when we got here and then kinda snapped out of it when he realized that he no longer had to pretend to be anything but himself, that he could just serve Gaia from now on as the Irish lad he was. No gods were after him and he didn’t owe anyone any favors after this big fight he called Ragnarok. He had lost his right arm in that fight and said he was lucky that was all he lost, and the considerable upside was that he was free for the first time in eons, or epochs, or something like that. What are you up to? he asked.

<We are following a bee because Starbuck wants to see a hive.>

Okay, but try not to disturb it. It might be a commercial hive. Launceston is one of the hubs of the Tasmanian honey industry.

<Oh yeah. Well, no matter. It’ll be a hive and I’ll warn him to keep his distance.>

We kept following the bee and came to an abrupt halt when she flew up a tree where a feral hive was wedged between the trunk and a lower branch. I only noted that briefly, however, as something else grabbed our attention.

<Bad smell,> Starbuck noted.

<Bad news,> I added. At the base of the bee’s tree, sprawled on the ground face up, was a dead human white man. His face was swollen and red with bee stings, and he hadn’t been dead all that long. I’m not one of those fancy doctors they bring in on all the crime shows to talk about morbidity and body temperature and DNA evidence, but I’m a hound who can smell blood. That man had been bleeding quite a bit. There was a pool of it underneath him.

His hands and forearms had pale, waxy skin and his hair was thick, dark, and styled somewhat wavy and poufy. He had been fond of product, I suppose. He had a rugby shirt on, blue jeans, and some chunky tan-colored hiking boots, all of which made it difficult to see where he’d been injured, but my guess was it had been in the back and somehow he wound up falling on top of it.

So, he’d been perforated by bullets or ventilated with a knife and then the bees stung him. Or maybe the bees stung him first and then someone ventilated him for making the bees mad. Whatever it was, he had been bleeding and stung at nearly the same time. Hard to tell which killed him, but the bees ultimately didn’t matter. All that blood meant someone had murdered the dude, because bee stings don’t cause people to bleed out.

<Hey Atticus, we haven’t fought crime in a while. Want to catch some bad guys?>

Well, uh, is this a hypothetical question in which you’re suggesting we search for a crime scene and try to help the police?

<No need to search for a crime scene. We’ve already found one.>

Oh, bollocks. I was afraid you were going to say that. What’s the crime?

<We have ourselves a hot ’n fresh murder! We can smell the mineral content of the dude’s blood. And the load he dumped in his underwear.>

Wait, so the murderer might still be nearby? Oberon, be careful!

We heard some rustling in the bushes off to our left. Starbuck turned his head, his bat-like ears on alert, and growled.

<Something is coming,> he said.

I gave a warning woof but the rustling only grew louder. Whatever was causing it wasn’t easily scared off.

<You might want to get over here, Atticus.>

Start barking now and don’t stop until I get there, he said.
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Now I’m a Bee Leaver

The thing making all the noise turned out to be a woman. She sounded like a happy person and probably was one until she came out of the bushes and saw us. She heard us barking and said, “Is that a puppy?”

I am not a puppy and neither is Starbuck. She realized her error when she emerged from the undergrowth and laid eyes on us. She was a middle-aged white lady with yellow hair underneath a wide bonnet thing wrapped in flowers and feathers. She had khaki pants tucked into knee-high brown leather boots that looked and smelled new. The rest of her smelled like she’d sprayed most of a perfume bottle on herself before she went outside. Her right hand carried a cell phone and her left carried a water bottle, and she had a backpack on that looked full of stuff.

Her pleasant smile melted away and her eyes widened in shock when focused on me. “Gah! You’re bloody huge!” Her gaze then shifted to the dead guy underneath the leatherwood tree, and her jaw dropped open and a small whine leaked out as she processed what she was seeing. Then she took a deep breath and belted out an impressive scream, supporting well from the diaphragm like a trained singer. She held it for three years or so before turning and diving back into the bushes.

We were still barking like Atticus told us to but he heard the scream too.

Oberon, who is that?

<Some lady, Atticus! She didn’t give us her name. She saw us standing here near the body and all the bees and then she just screamed and left in a hurry. Didn’t ask us to explain ourselves or even tell us that we are very good boys, which is a pretty huge oversight. She must be really upset.>

Well, the good news is that she’ll probably call the police. The bad news is she’ll probably call the police.

<Yeah, she had a cell phone. Why is it bad news? Don’t we need police for justice? And beef?>

Police occasionally serve justice, yes. But sometimes what they do is an injustice.

<Doing anything without serving beef is an injustice.>

If you’re trying to be subtle about being fed soon, you’re failing.

<If you feed me, though, wouldn’t that be succeeding?>

Not at being subtle.

<Irish wolfhounds are not built for subtlety, Atticus. If you wanted a subtle hound, you should have gotten a pug. They are not hounds so much as mobile loaves of snoring bread with a soft fur coat.>

We heard Atticus coming a few weeks before he arrived.

Okay, you can stop barking, he said in our heads. Then he saw the dead guy and said, “Oh, shit,” out loud.

<See? Look at all that blood. We need the police.>

“Yes, the police need to get involved. But I don’t want to get involved, and now I don’t have a choice.”

<Why not?>

“Because that woman saw you. She will describe an Irish wolfhound and a Boston terrier standing next to the body. The police will trace you to me and then I’ll be a suspect—or at least questioned as to why I didn’t report the murder. So, now I have to report it.”

He pulled out his cell phone and dialed 000, which is easier to remember than 90210 or whatever the emergency number is in the US. “And they’re going to be asking questions and my current passport is American, so I have to return to that accent now.” He grimaced as a tinny voice picked up the phone and asked him what his emergency was.

“Yes, hello? I need to report a murder.”

<Oh, that’s perfect, Atticus! Cue the opening titles and theme music! Another episode of Oberon’s Meaty Mysteries begins!>

He switched back to mental conversation with me as he spoke out loud into his phone.

Give me a minute here, Oberon. He gave his name as Connor Molloy, his best guess at the location, and no, he hadn’t touched the body, and yes, he’d wait nearby until officers arrived. Once he hung up and pocketed his phone, he looked at the body again.

“Did you go anywhere near him? Sniff him up close, step in any of that blood?”

<No.>

“Starbuck? What about you?”

<No squirrel!> Starbuck replied.

“Good. I need you both to stay away from him. However, before the police arrive, I think it would be wise to see if we can figure out how he got here. Which way did the woman come from?”

I lifted a paw and pointed across from us. <From over there. She left the same way.>

“She was alone?”

<Yes. She had a water bottle and a phone.>

“Any blood on her?”

<No. She kinda smelled like chemical flowers. Sneezy perfume.>

“Okay. Without getting closer to the body, and trying not to disturb the ground at all, can the two of you use your noses and pick up his path to that tree? If you find it, then I want you to carefully follow it backwards, looking down to make sure you do not put your paws in any blood or footprints that might help the police.”

<We can do that!>

<Yes food!> Starbuck added. We put our noses to the ground and started snuffling but maybe holding back just a little bit. Starbuck found the trail before I did.

<Blood here!> he said. <Goes this way.>

<Careful not to step in it,> I reminded him. I picked up the scent soon afterward and we carefully followed it back about thirty thousand foot-yards, or meters, or whatever, until there was no more. <Blood ends here. Or starts here,> I said.

Atticus caught up and looked down at the earth, covered in grasses in between the bushes and mashed flat by the dead guy’s passage. There was a small collection of blood droplets.

“Weird. That looks like he was shot rather than stabbed.”

<How do you know?>

“If he’d been stabbed, there would have been more blood in a kind of streaky pattern, dropping from the blade as the knife was yanked out. But this is a tight cluster, just drips from a puncture wound.”

<People get shot all the time in the United States, though. Are you saying it’s weird because people in Tasmania never shoot other people?>

“No, it’s weird because this happened recently and we should have heard the gunshot. Except we didn’t.” Atticus squatted down on his haunches to have a closer look at the blood, and as he did, something whistled overhead and thunked into a tree. It was an arrow, planted right behind where he’d been standing.

Back the way we came! Atticus shouted in our heads as he rolled and scrambled to his feet, keeping low. Starbuck and I scampered back the five hundred kilo-furlongs or whatever to where the body was.

“The police are on their way!” Atticus shouted behind us. “I’ve already called them!”

<Call him a name, Atticus,> I said. <We need some hard-boiled grit.>

How do you know it’s a he, Oberon? Did you smell something?

<No, it’s just more likely. Because of those math things. Pixie sticks.>

Statistics?

<Right, that’s what I said. Come on, call him a name.>

“You murdering bastard!” Atticus shouted.

<Oh, that was great! You deserve a snack.> Starbuck got inspired to join in.

<Cat person!> He barked and quivered with rage. <Super bad cat person!> He looked over at me, tongue hanging out and smiling. <Good yell? Snack for me too?>

<Oh, yes, you definitely deserve a snack. And so do I. We are very good boys.>

<Yes food!>

Quiet now. See if you can hear him or her moving out there. Keep some tree trunks between you and that direction.

Starbuck’s ears perked up and pointed the way we came. His hearing was a little bit better than mine; his breed was supposed to be able to hear mice and voles and small critters patter around.

<Soft leaf crunch sounds,> he said. <Human foots. Feets? Boots.>

Which way are they moving? Can you tell? Atticus asked.

<Fast boot sounds now. Going away.>

You’re sure?

<Yes. Gone now.>

Atticus let out a breath he’d been holding. Good. I don’t suppose either of you caught a whiff of whoever that might have been?

<I only smelled the dead guy on the trail,> I said, and looked back toward the body. <But hey, Atticus, if that guy got shot in the back with an arrow, why’d he fall on it? Wouldn’t it be poking up through his chest or something if he had?>

Maybe. Or the shaft broke off and is trapped underneath him. Or…somebody pulled it out. That would explain the huge pool of blood underneath him. The barbs would have torn through quite a bit of tissue as the arrow was removed, and if that’s what happened, I’m sure it wasn’t removed gently.

If someone had pulled out the arrow...it was probably right near that tree. So, somewhere around it we should pick up somebody’s scent besides the dead guy’s.

<Atticus, I know we can’t get too close, but what if we keep our distance and go around the guy, sniffing for other people?>

That would be fine. Starbuck went clockwise, which means he circled around to the right, and I went counterclockwise, which is around to the left, because we have to counter this narrative that clocks are wise. People say they tell time, but they’ve never given me the time of day.

I found a different human scent than the dead guy’s after the length of about six stretched-out wombats.

<Hey, Atticus. I think I found something. Starbuck, come over here—but go around, we can’t go near that body. See if you smell what I smell. Body odor, sweaty leather, cigarette smoke, maybe some terrible vegetables.>

The Boston circled around and snuffled at the grass where I indicated.

<Yes food. Man smell.>

Can you tell if it goes toward the body? Or comes from it, I guess?

I followed the scent a few short steps toward the body. <It does.>

All right, can you follow it away from here?

I turned around with Starbuck and we followed the scent away and found where it turned to cross our own path. We’d missed it earlier because we were chasing the bee and not sniffing around.

<Yeah, we got it,> I said. Starbuck froze and turned his head to look behind us, his ears pointed up.

<Noises. People come.>

That’s probably the police. Okay, we’ll track that scent later. While the police are here, I need you to respond to my verbal commands exactly. Come on over here and sit down next to me and don’t move unless I say.

“Mr. Molloy?” a woman’s voice called.

“Over here,” Atticus responded, and there was some back-and-forth like that until two police officers emerged from the undergrowth near where the perfumed lady had been. They had their guns drawn, though they were pointed down, and Atticus raised his single hand.

“Hello. I am friendly and unarmed,” he said. “Same with my dogs.”

The officers looked a bit different from the ones I’m used to seeing in the United States. They had dark ball caps on with a little checkerboard pattern running along the base of it. Where a team logo would be, they had a badge: a shiny circle with a golden lion in it and on top of that, a red crown.

They wore bulky yellow-ish vests over their shirts with a bunch of lumpy pockets full of stuff and things, but I knew they wouldn’t have any meats in those pockets, so I didn’t pay close attention.

One of them was a slim but fit woman with cool brown skin and lips a bit darker than the rest. She wore a thingy under her cap that covered up her ears and hair and her neck as well, disappearing underneath her shirt. I think Atticus mentioned one time that humans who did that practiced a certain faith and it was a sign of devotion to their god. Anyway, she was the boss. On her vest she had a little vertical banner in the center with three chevrons, and I knew what that meant from movies: she was a sergeant.

“That’s good to hear,” she said. “Constable Fosse is going to confirm that, if you don’t mind. Please remain still and allow him to pat you down.”

“Sure. You’ll find all my stuff in my left pocket, since I have only the one arm,” Atticus said.

“Sir, will your dogs remain still while I approach?” This was from Constable Fosse, who holstered his gun and shot a glance at me, uncertain if he could take me or not. Probably not, unless I was napping. He was a sizeable white man, much taller than the sergeant, and while my eyes are not the best at identifying reds, I think his skin must have been pretty pink or flushed or something since it appeared in those kinds of grays in my vision. He had enough muscles that I think he could qualify as “swole,” in the parlance of gym bros.

“They will,” Atticus assured him.

“They should be on a leash.”

“Ah. Are we still inside city limits here?”

“Yes. Just barely. The ordinance applies.”

“Fair enough. Despite the absence of a leash, Constable, they won’t bother you. They’re very good dogs.” Mentally, Atticus added to us, Please don’t move.

<We won’t. We are very good dogs. Who deserve a water buffalo for all this public service we’re doing.>

Constable Fosse approached while the sergeant remained where she was, watching. I understood what this was: they had to make sure Atticus wasn’t a threat before anything else. They were following procedure. The constable patted him down and found that he had three things in his left pocket.

“What’s in your pocket, sir?”

“My cell phone, my passport, and a bag of snacks for the hounds.” Atticus had the rest of his stuff in a pack he’d left by the Tasmanian devil den.

“Would you remind removing them, slowly?”

“Sure.”

Atticus pulled them out and offered them to the constable, but he said to hold on to them while he continued. Once he was satisfied that Atticus wasn’t carrying any weapons, he nodded to the sergeant and she put away her gun. She then strode forward.

“Thanks for your cooperation. I’m Sergeant Naseer. May I see your passport?”

Atticus handed it to her and she flipped it to the page with his picture on it, comparing the photo to his face. “American, eh? Is this address current?”

“It is.” Atticus still technically owned his cabin in Oregon, even though he’d put it up for sale.

“How long have you been in Tasmania?”

“About six weeks.” I didn’t know if that was right, because I’m pretty bad with time, but she was flipping through stamps in his passport to confirm the date of entry. I wasn’t worried because I knew Granuaile had gotten his passport prepped for him. She snuck in all invisible to the Melbourne airport where the customs officers were, stamped his passport like he’d flown in on an airplane, then returned it to Atticus so he’d have it for situations like this. The police would never figure out that he was there illegally unless they searched for his name on flight manifests and never found it.

“What’s your business here?”

“I’m a biologist working on saving the Tasmanian devils.” I was impressed. He was telling the truth except for leaving out that he was a Druid. He gestured with his hand behind us, and the bag of snacks rustled with a delicious noise. “I was working with a den back there when I heard a woman scream. I followed the noise and found him.”

Constable Fosse stepped a bit toward the body, paying attention to it for the first time, but the sergeant kept her eyes on Atticus.

“You didn’t find the woman?”

“No. I stopped here and called it in.”

“So it’s possible there’s a woman out here in trouble?”

“It’s possible. I haven’t heard anything since the one scream, and that was before I made the call. I kind of assumed she would have called this in too.”

“Have you touched the body? Or have your dogs?”

“No. But the dogs went that way, sniffing something—I think it was the trail of this guy—and somebody took a shot at us.”

“A shot? What kind?”

“An arrow. We haven’t confirmed it, but the arrow is probably still stuck in the tree. We ran back here and yelled that the police were on the way. Nobody chased us.”

“Right. Constable Fosse, please call the inspector and the forensic team.” She handed Atticus his passport back. He put that and his cell phone back in his pocket, but then used his teeth to open the bag of snacks and pulled out a couple for me and Starbuck. He tossed them in the air, we caught them neatly, and then he resealed the bag and put it back in his pocket. “Will you show me where this arrow is, Mr. Molloy?”

“Certainly.” He turned to me and Starbuck and said. “On my heels, guys.” We followed him as he led us back to where the arrow was embedded in the tree.

“These really are very good dogs,” she remarked, and I wagged my tail for her.

“They are indeed. Here we are. I was examining that splotch of blood there—I think it might be where the victim was shot—and as I bent down, this arrow thudded into the trunk. Someone was out there. Maybe still is.”

“Right.” Sergeant Naseer pressed a thumb to her radio thingy and asked for more officers on scene to search for “the perp and a possible second victim.”

I hadn’t thought about that possibility. Whoever had shot at us might have easily shot at that screaming lady, too. After she ran away, we didn’t hear her scream again. She might be lying dead in the forest, her bonnet all ruined, her face fixed in a permanent expression of horror. But we couldn’t go look for her ourselves at the moment. We had to wait for the inspector to arrive and inspect things and ask Atticus a lot more questions.

“Let’s head back and not give anyone another shot at you,” the sergeant said, and Atticus did not tell her that Starbuck had heard someone running away out there. We were probably safe to stay, but he walked back toward the body.

“Any idea of how long you’ll need me?”

“That’s up to the inspector. She’ll be by within thirty minutes, and I’m sure she’ll have more questions for you.”

I’m not sure if it was thirty minutes, but a whole lot more humans showed up after a while wearing those same uniforms and checkered ball caps with the lion badge. One of them was a woman with skin a bit darker brown than the sergeant’s and she had a vertical bar on her vest with three of those lion badges on it. I figured three lions must have been more important than three chevrons, and I was right. After she spoke to the sergeant for a moment, she came over to Atticus and introduced herself. She had curly black hair underneath her cap and a broad nose, big eyes and tiny ears.

“Mr. Molloy? I understand you found the body?” Her voice was smooth but I think her Tasmanian accent might have been a bit more pronounced than the sergeant’s.

“Yes,” Atticus said.

“I’m Inspector Badgely.”

<Did she say Inspector Gadget?>

No, she said Inspector Badgely. Don’t you dare sing—

<Do do-doo do-doo, In-SPEC-tor BADGE-ly! Do do-doo do-doo doo doo, HOO HOO!>

Damn it, Oberon, now it’s in my head. That’s a snack penalty right there.

<Whaaa? Awww!>
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