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Fynbar & Ekaterina
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One constant in Kable’s life is her grandparents. Their love and devotion to each other and to her has shown her that love exists in a world seemingly determined to crush gentle souls. Too bad for the world she’s learning how to be fierce.

The first five stories give you a look at who they were before and the last is a peek into who they were when Kable knew them. 

I hope you’ll enjoy this Novella where you get to meet the young souls of the people that shaped her into the fierce, beautiful soul she is.
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LOVE YA,

MJ
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Witch, Spy, Adventurer Extraordinaire
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Fynbar Prequel

––––––––
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EXPLOSIONS LIGHT UP the dark midnight sky, ruining my night vision and giving away my position. I didn’t mean for there to be that much oomph behind that potion. Maybe the dragon’s breath I used had been a little over the top. The Drake had donated it willingly, if not happily. I tap my lip. Maybe that’s why. But, enough contemplation, the guards are about to be upon me. 

“Drake! Where are you, you useless lizard?” I yell into the night, and suddenly a dark shadow crosses the sky. The Drake is my familiar and one of the largest dragons ever to grace this Earth. I am Fynbar Farrel—Witch, spy, adventurer extraordinaire. Pleased to meet you. 

The Drake lets out a great, resounding, bowel-loosening roar, which he ends with a small spurt of fire for punctuation. The group of twenty guards that is nearly upon me stops short. My partner in crime swoops down into the clearing, snatching me up with his talons. The guards yell, thrusting their swords and staves into the air but not coming close to hurting either of us. 

Well, until one of them gets smart and pulls out his bow. The first arrow whizzes by my ear, and I’m worried it might’ve taken one of my freckles with it. The second catches some of my hair, pulling it out by the roots; happily, it misses the rest of me and my ride, but I can see the red strands entangled as it sails away. I mutter a quick Spellword to ignite the hairs—can’t have someone getting ahold of something like that. They could use it to find me, and I’m not really in a position for company.  

As we climb higher, the arrows fall short. Suddenly, I’m freefalling through the air, but Drake swoops underneath and catches me on his back. The landing is rough and painful, but I’m astride and holding on.

“Woo!!!” I yell as the wind whips my hair around and throw my arms up joyously. I’m not afraid of falling; Drake and I have done this thousands of times—the flying, not the running from castle guards. This high, the air is cold and thin, and my clothes aren’t the warmest. I pat the side of his neck, and he turns towards our current domicile. I lean down and let his massive neck and body shield me from some of the more brutal wind. 

He lands in a field with a running, jolting stop. If you’ve ever ridden a horse, it’s sort of like that, except there’s no saddle or harness, and he does whatever the hell he wants. 

He turns his large dark head around to stare at me with a luminous red eye. “You nearly got us killed, you moron. What were you doing so close to all those guards? You were supposed to sneak out and meet me. What did you do?”

I scowl up at him with a raised fist. “Me? You weren’t where you were supposed to be.” But he’s right. I didn’t do what I was supposed to. “There was this girl.”

He rolls his eyes and strolls toward the cave we use as our hideout. It’s behind a waterfall that feeds into a lake, very cliché. “There’s always a girl, Fyn. Your junk is going to get you killed. And!” he says, puffing out smoke and glowering. “More importantly, it’s going to get me killed. I am a majestic and beautiful creature. STOP trying to end that for me!”

I mimic him, shaking my head back and forth as I follow him into the cave. There’s a small ledge that lets me in without soaking me through. I cup my hands, drink some of the fresh, cold water, and wash my face before turning toward my angry friend. “You’re right. I’ll be more careful,” his head swivels around, and if you’ve never seen a giant dragon brow raised in supercilious fashion, you haven’t lived. “Honest, I’ll try!”

“Did you at least get it?” he asks in exasperation, throwing his head back and rolling over onto his side. “Come get his arrow out of my tail.”

“They hit you?” I exclaim and sprint over to him. “Where? Why didn’t you say something? Of course, I got it.” 

An arrow sticks halfway into the meatier portion of his long tail. “I just said something. It’s only the one,” he utters gruffly. “It was heading straight for your stupid face, and I know how much you value your supposed gorgeousness. I couldn’t let that get marred now, could I?”

I bray out a laugh and put my hand at the base of the arrow. Magic doesn’t penetrate dragons very well, it’s one reason they are usually killed with physical weapons instead of magical ones, so I can’t do much more than pull it out. I start counting, and before I reach three jerk it out swiftly. His answering roar shakes the walls, and dirt showers down over us. 

I wash the wound with fresh water. His elevated body temperature and natural healing will take care of the rest. Task completed, I sit beside the fire he breathes into existence and pull out some dried fruit to eat. 

“Where is it?” he asks quietly.

I grin and pull out a ruby necklace. It’s set in a dark filagree with a long, peculiarly cold chain. It sparkles and glows and dances in the firelight. 

“I pulled it off the neck of the Queen,” I tell him smugly. 

“Is that why the guards were after you?”

I laugh with satisfaction. “No, she was too busy enjoying the glorious kiss I bestowed upon her. The guards were because the King did not appreciate the kiss or me in their bed.”

He laughs uproariously, his head thrown back. “Of course! At least it was only your lips this time!”
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