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      "You better get naked."

      "I am naked."

      "A sports bra and yoga pants do not make a naked Witch."

      "Oh, puhlease knock it off with the medieval boocrap, Ollie!” Moving my hands up and down my curvaceous physique, I kept right on going with the hopes that he would shut the hell up and pretend to be a statue. “This is as nekkid as I'm gonna get, Ollie. (Yep, I said it again for added irritation to the supreme butthead of all buttheads.)  There is no way…."

      "Do not call me Ollie."

      The most miniature ball of feathers and BS - (Which stands for birdshit, not bullshit because, well, Ollie is a bird, as you will soon find out no matter how hard I try to act as if he does not exist.) - ever to be created growled with such fervor that his little body shook and tufts of down flew in every direction – including up my nose and down the front of my sports bra and into my cleavage.

      "How many times do I have to…?"

      "Ollie. Ollie. Ooooooolllllliiiieeeeeee!”

      "Shut up, Davina!"

      Singing at the top of my lungs, I added a booty shake, some jazz hands, a sneeze because there were tiny feathers in my nasal passages, and kept right on going – because, well, that big-eyed bugger was not the boss of me. Yes, I was attached to him like the chocolate on a cordial cherry because the Great Goddess and the Universe willed it to be so, but that didn’t mean I had to like it – or be nice to him. (Okay, so I was probably supposed to be nice to him, and for the most part, I was. - sometimes. The Powers That Be didn't make mistakes, or so I had been repeatedly told but did not completely buy into based on the chaos that had always been my life. So, having said all that, I was forced to admit the cuckoo-for-cocoa-puffs ball of feathers and faffery was my Familiar, and it was my mission to drive him as bonkers as he drove me.

      (I might be a bit spiteful and somewhat of a hand full. But I'm admitting this to you – and only you. If you tell anyone, I will ADAMANTLY deny it and turn you into a toad. Then you will be forced to bump your ass on the ground everywhere you care to travel, and everyone who knows you will point and laugh. Got it? Good.)

      "Oh, Ollie, Ollie, Ollie, Ollie F. Plumage. Sometimes your breath smells like sewage. You….”

      "My breath does not smell like…."

      "…eat scorpions and grasshoppers. And even gecko poppers. Sometimes I want to bop you. But mostly I want to… arrrrrghhhhhh!!!"

      Completely freaked out at the sight of my Familiar, one Oliver F. Plumage –

      (Can you believe he chose that name? I know. I know. It's the worst. I mean, you would think he would’ve wanted something with more… Ummmm… I don’t know, panache? How many people, owls, animals, birds, and/or creatures in this big blue and green ball we call home get to pick their very own name? No one! That’s who. Well, no one except a handful of Familiars who were created by the Great Goddess and the Universe with the express purpose of being sidekicks to the one and only Brown Family Witches – which I happen to be. But, whatever, I digress. I have to admit that the moniker suits the little feathered fartface in all the right ways. So, just like momma said, all the planning in the world can't beat dumb luck – not even if you’re the Great Goddess giving a Familiar his choice of names. Ha!)

      Now, where was I? Oh, yeah….

      Completely freaked out at the sight of my Familiar, one Oliver F. Plumage, careening towards me at a high rate of speed with the talons from his back legs so far out in front of his booty they were all I could see, I screamed like a little girl in a candy store that just ran out of orange gummy bears because I was scared all the way down to my skivvies….

      (Yes, I was wearing underwear under my yoga pants. Geez. Get your mind outta the gutter. I've got serious junk in my trunk that needs to be restrained when out in public – or the wilderness, or pretty much anywhere but the comfort of my own home - and panty lines do not bother me in the slightest. Ya' know what I mean?)

      Okay, let’s try this again.

      As terrified as Dr. Bombay was when the one and only amazingly wonderful Witchy Physician was forced to deliver Medusa’s quadruplets without the benefit of Magical drugs and sunglasses as that blasted winged weasel - the smallest and oldest living Elf Owl in all the world - who also happened to be the most annoying Sidekick in that same universe, came flying towards me at the speed of light….

      (Or feathers or as fast as the remote-controlled airplane I turned into the tiniest supersonic Learjet ever to be Magicked for Ollie’s thousandth birthday so he could keep up with me - whichever paints the right picture for you. I'm really easy to work with. Honestly, I'm one of the sweetest people you'll ever know if I do say so myself. I just happen to be incredibly reactive and, as stated before – a little bit of a handful.)

      Okay, this time I promise to finish this part of my story….

      More scared than I’d ever been as Ollie flew at me with a murderous intent shining in his huge chocolate brown eyes that could not be ignored, I was unable to finish my silly - yet perfectly crafted song. Instead, and much to my chagrin, I was forced to scream my terror at the top of my lungs for all who happened to be within shrieking distance of Sgùrr Alasdair, the highest peak of the Black Cuillin Mountains, on the Isle of Skye, in the Inner Hebrides, and indeed in all the Scottish Islands to hear.

      (Yes, that was your geography lesson for today. I have an Auntie who insists we learn something new every day, and I am sharing my knowledge with you. Also, without a doubt, I will get to the reason why I was so far from home in just a minute.)

      Unable to move nary a muscle - even as the little Witch in my head shrieked, "Move your cute little ass, Davina Elizabeth Brown," - all the air in my lungs made a hasty exit when one-point-four pounds and nine whole inches of fluff, feathers, and foolhardy fuckery hit me in the chest with the force of a full grown, fifteen-thousand-pound bull elephant.

      (Nope, no newborn calf for me, no way, no how and an oh, hell no for good measure. That goofy little bird of prey felt like a full-sized baby elephant who had devoured three tons too many peanuts and was retaining a metric ton of water caused by ingesting way too much salt from said peanuts. Think Pachyderm with a capital P.)

      As a result of the Owl-who’s-name-shall-not-be-uttered-at-this-time but will instead be called anything and everything under the sun but his given name pouncing on me like a Cheetah in heat….

      My ass hit the ground. My back joined the party. And only by the grace of the Great Goddess herself did my head keep from doing all of the above and then some, which most definitely would have resulted in a Witchy concussion and inventive curse words flying from my mouth at a high rate of speed.

      Now, you would think the little rat with wings would’ve stopped there – but he did not.

      Landing on my chest, he proudly plopped his feathered behind in the very center of my well-endowed, double-d cleavage with a gleam in his eyes that meant he was nowhere near finished. Then, to add insult to injury, that wicked little Elf Owl whipped his wings to the front, slapped them onto both sides of my face, and glared at me with homicidal resolve burning in the tips of every one of his brown, black, tawny, and white feathers. Then, growling like a tiger a hundred times his size, he spat, "My. Name. Is. Not. Ollie."

      Yes, at this point, I should've kept my mouth shut. Absolutely, I should've zipped my lips up tight. Of course, it would’ve been incredibly prudent to click the lock into place and throw away the key.

      But… I did not.

      Instead, I firmly but gently - because I would not have enjoyed having my eyes pecked out by the most miniature Owl to ever sprout wings and take to the sky - wrapped my hands around Ollie's tiny body and gave him a little shake. Then with the care some people give to moving crystal that belonged to the late Queen of England from one shelf to another, I lifted my fart-faced Familiar off my chest and gingerly deposited his butt on a lush, thick patch of weeds that just happened to be right next to my head.

      (Now, I will admit to you – yes, only you – that my self-preservation and goodwill ended there. For in that moment, I wished for poison oak, poison ivy, poison sumac, and every other poisonous foliage known to man and the Great Goddess to be mixed in with those lovely weeds, heather, and assorted mosses and grasses. Oh! And let us not forget that I literally prayed to all The Powers That Be for long, pointy thorns to poke Ollie in the booty and fire ants to bite him in all the right - and wrong - places where the sun did not dare to shine. Suffice it to say, none of that happened. But, also, and this is the important part, I still tried to wish all of the above into existence, and that has to count for something.)

      Forcing myself into a sitting position, I straightened the messy bun atop my head, adjusted my sports bra to avoid a wardrobe malfunction, and swiveled on my butt to face the very same bane of my existence. Looking at him with all the piss, vinegar, and rage an almost two-hundred-year-old Brown Witch can muster, I inhaled sharply through my nose, then exhaled through what I hoped still remained of my Perfect Peach MAC
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