



[image: Cover]







Table of Contents




Title Page


Copyright Information


Winging It


Uncollected Anthology


About the Author



Winging It

 

Uncollected Anthology: Fabulous Familiars

 

Rebecca M. Senese


Copyright Information

 

Winging It

Copyright © (2016) by Rebecca M. Senese

 

Published by RFAR Publishing

 

Cover Design copyright © (2016) by

 RFAR Publishing

Cover art copyright ©

begemot_30 / DepositPhoto.com

Interior art copyright ©

BasheeraDesigns / CanStockPhoto.com

 

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.

 

 

Winging It

 

Eed graduates from an insect familiar to a raven familiar, but his first pairing with a pushy warlock ends in disaster. Eed barely escapes before the warlock enslaves him, breaking the rule of cooperation between witch and familiar. 

But when Eed tries to return to the raven clan, he finds himself blacklisted. Facing enslavement to the warlock or getting busted back to insect, Eed turns rogue.

How can Eed clear his name before the raven clan catches up?

Part of Fabulous Familiars, an Uncollected Anthology.
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WINGING IT

 

Eed knew almost instantly that he had made a huge mistake. 

It wasn’t his fault. He was brand new at this whole raven familiar thing. It was a lot more complicated than being an insect familiar. Insect familiars had very little power and spent most of the time deflecting minor magical pulses away from their witches. If anyone needed any deflecting, Eed could definitely do that. He’d get right on it. Absolutely.

But being a raven…

First, he now only had two legs. Two! How did anyone deal with anything with only two legs? They did end in nice, sharp talons that could grip the thin branch under him like nobody’s business, so that was something. He could even feel the way the bark on the branch crunched and shredded under his talons.

He had to admit, that was pretty neat.

But his body felt awful compact and instead of a hard shell that protected him, he had these soft, black feathers. Feathers! They ruffled and fluffed and fluttered and spread wide on either side of him. 

Wings. Right. That’s what those things were called. 

Some of the other insect familiars had had those, the bees or the house flies, but he had been a caterpillar. No wings there. Although he had heard rumours that regular caterpillars morphed into butterflies and they had wings. But familiars didn’t change their shape.

Not until they had graduated to another level.

And finally after a thousand years and several witches, he had graduated to being a raven. The youngest insect familiar to have ever done it. A real step up in his development.

And he’d promptly blown it.

Okay, settle down. Breathe. 

Oh, and that brought him to his mouth. Or this long, hard shell thing called a beak. It was the strangest thing trying to work the beak. He’d had to really study the lead raven, Matou, to get the whole hang of cawing and squawking. Then finally when he did get it down, he’d been late for one training session and Matou had punished him by making every caw or squawk he attempted come out as a chirp.

A chirp!

He was supposed to be a raven familiar, all powerful and intimidating. How was he supposed to do that with a chirp?

Mind you, at this point, it didn’t seem that it would make all that much difference. He wasn’t going to be a raven familiar for much longer. He would be lucky to be busted back to being an insect familiar. Probably they would release his spirit from this plane and Eed would vanish, unable to sustain himself.

He probably deserved it for being so stupid.

Maybe if he just hunkered down on this branch. It was deep enough in the shadow cast by the brick wall and the tree that maybe, just maybe, he could avoid the gaze of the warlock and be passed by. After all, the warlock hadn’t really chosen him yet, even though Eed had sent out his magical call.

Stupid of him, so stupid.

But he’d been the last one. Matou had been getting impatient, glaring across at Eed with his black, beady eye. Eed had thought it was just another training session, this time to learn how to choose your companion as a raven familiar. 

Matou had brought them to the courtyard for other sessions. The early morning sun had cast a golden glow around everything, making the leaves of the maple trees shine bright green and the cobblestones of the walkway shimmer. A concrete fountain shaped like an upturned dish in the centre of the courtyard sent up a spray of water from the centre of the dish, dulling the sound of the traffic beyond under its trickling fall. The courtyard was circled on all sides by four buildings that towered over twenty stories into the sky. Two of them a blazing white concrete and the other two polished steel that blazed gold in the sun. 

Not really the kind of place where Eed thought he would be choosing his witch. He didn’t think they’d be in the middle of the city doing that. That was why he hadn’t taken it very seriously. And maybe he hadn’t really been listening all that carefully to Matou’s staid instructions. After all, the flowing water in the fountain had been so pretty.

Then Matou’s sharp squawk had caught his attention. Before he thought about it, Eed opened his mouth to respond, and that annoying chirp came out.
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