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Chapter 1 - Scratch One Guy

Looking up from his newspaper, John smiled at tbenan approaching his

desk. She was fairly attractive and in her latentves, brown hair cascading
around her shoulders that bounced as she movedkl§)giancing over her,

he couldn't help but sigh.

"May | help you, Miss?" he intoned evenly, keepimg emotions tightly
controlled.

"Yes, maybe yowan" she stated nervously as she sat in the sedieoiart
side of his workspace. "l... I'm looking for a neause. Well, it doesn't have
to benew just new tang | mean... um... know what | mean?"

Nodding slowly, he tried to put her at ease. "Weh,do have a number o
houses available for sale, Miss..."

"Um... Mrs., actually." she corrected him as she fidgetecemseat. "Mrs.
Brookes.Janice" she added her first name on, almost in afteghbu

With a hand extending to her cordially, he shoois lieiefly before sitting
back down and clearing his throat. "Nice to meet! oo you prefer Mrs.
Brookes or Janice?"

"Janice, please." she answered, only slightly nabesase.

"Very well, Janice!" he settled into his usual $plé/hat exactly is it that
you're looking for in a home? Lots of rooms? Steragace? Location?"

"Storage space.. guess' she almost stammered. "l don't really calesre
itis. I... it needs to have a basement... or eewmillar... or something."

While a few places in his listings sprang to miigght away, his curiosity
was pigued. "Alright, we have a number of homes ¢bald fit that bill!



May | ask what it is you need below-ground storoy@ | ask because an
actual wine cellar is different from a basementf gou intend it for storing
actualwine bottles..."

"Oh!" Janice interrupted him. "No, no! Nothing likeat | just... | need a
secure storage space for some... wmluables | just need to make sure
that no one can get out... | maan. easily!"

Pursing his lips a moment, John thought brieflywleer slip of the tongut
and nervousness and wondered if he should go fdrwdh his usual sales
pitch or excuse himself and call the police to repgossible kidnapping.
Figuring thatno onewould bethat obvious, he chalked it up to the typica
homeowner's worry about spending so much moneypace to live.

"Here! Why don't you take a look at these propéstings..." he offered as
he printed out a short list of homes that had bas¢srand cellars in the are
"...meanwhile can | get you something to drink? &atTea?Wwith a Valium
dissolved in it\he concluded to himself.

"Water is fine!" she half laughed, taking the papeith a shaking hand.

Going off to the refrigerator, John shook his haad ran a hand through
the short dark hair on his heddat lady's almost a basket cage! mused.
Wonder what her deal id9eciding that he didn't care so long as she ha
good credit score and a down payment, he grabbextex and checked
himself quickly in the mirror on the front of thedge door. Picking a tiny
speck of sleep out of his soft brown eyes that hme&sed that morning, he
nodded curtly at the image before turning to heseklio his desk and the
strangelynervous woman. Sitting down across from her aghihn waited
for her to finish going through the papers as laegd the bottle of water i
front of her.

Handing the papers back, Janice shook her head!rti.sorry. | realized
that the basement needs to have a bathroom asTiwelie won't work."



Checking his computer and running a few filterdqyndJehook his head and
frowned. "I'm sorry, Janice. It doesn't look likeygoroperties in this area
have what you're looking for." Thinking a momentdegan to smile a little.
"Of course, if you'd be willing toemode] | have one property thabuld

fit your bill'" Printing out the listing that wa®f a home that hadn't sold
for two years, he mentally crossed his fingerseabdnded it to the woman.

Glancing over the listing, Janice's nervous froenywnearly smiled for a
moment. "Um... yes! |... | think that might work'dl a littlecheapfor so
much square footage, though. Why is that?"

"Because it's so far out of town." he sighed, ekpgdhe usual decline at
this point in the offer of the seemingly cursedgany. "Six miles out of
town. The nearest neighbor is a quarter mile aaag,it's on the highway."
He was astonished when the usually bad news br@ugehuine smile to
her face.

"Really" she almost sang. "It soungsrfect My husband won't disturb
anyoneout... um..." Her smile began to falter brieflyfdre she recovered.
"That... that is, he does... unshop.. things... that are sometimes noisy.
No close neighbors means no complaints!" she reedvguickly.

Shrugging, John stood up. "Well, | see in your egagpilon that you already
own a home in town, one valuedtaice the price of the old Foster place.
With your equity and good credit, even in this aéesed housing market,
think we can make a good deal on it quickly anddéegou enough financing
for a ten thousand dollar cash-out of your curespntity, which would let
you do the remodeling you're after!" Smiling at Reftly, he turned on the
charm. "When would you and your husband like tsge it?"

"No!" she nearly shouted. "That is, my husbanaabusyfor that! I... |
can look at it myself and just take pictures for.Hemto look at later!"



"O... kay." John sighed. "When wowdullike to see the property, then?"
"Is todaytoo soon?" she inquired hopefully.

Grabbing his jacket and keys, John shook his Hé&sat.at all! You can
follow me over and see if it's your new dream hdme!

Opening the door to his own home that evening, &bdsed it behind him
quietly. Nearly an hour late from work, he couldedinthe pasta and breac
cooking. "Honey! I'mhome"

"Finally!" Diane shouted from the kitchen.

"I'm sorry, honey!" he apologized as he dropped his keysnaii@t on the
table near the door. "l had to run out to BEusterplace this afternoon!"

"That place way out on the highway out of town?8 shoffed. "Who wantec
to look atthat place!"

Making his way into the kitchen, he smiled at tlghsgreeting him. Diane
was already out of her nurse's scrubs and had edantp a nice blouse anc
skirt. Still in the 'noneymoon' phase of their eigionth-old marriage, he
sighed at the lovely sight of the gracious curvielses body. Slipping up
behind her, he wrapped his arms around her watshanzled her honey-
blonde natural curly hair gently out of the way &mbed her neck lovingly.

"Thanks for making dinner tonight, honey." he almebkispered. "I know
It wasmy night. | was actually lookinfprward to pampering/outonight,
not the other way around!"

"Yeah, likely story!" she dismissed his apology lmously. "Why don't
you go get cleaned up for dinner? You're a littye and need shavé"

"Mmm!" John held her a little more tightly. "Feajigoodtonight?"



Shrugging off his obvious advances with a lauglaneipushed him away
playfully. "I'm serious John! Go getleand Funlater!"

"Anything you say, love!" he bowed deeply toward.l\Back in a few!"

Running quickly through a shower to get the swé#h® day off and hastily
dressing in a nice polo and slacks, John managextum to the main room
In time to see his loving wife setting the table thwo, complete with candles
Noticing the squishy feeling in his belly at themantic gesture, he quickl
shook it off and headed into the dimly lit roomhvé jaunty strut.

"Let me help you with that!" he offered, taking ti®imp pasta out of her
hands.

"Don't think that gets you out of making diniemorrow" Diane joked as
she watched him delicately place the bowl betwlenwo place settings.
"We'll switch up the meals so it's something yoa'dourn, but after tonight
you owe mdwo nights of cooking!"

Turning back to face her with a smile, John noddé@d.course honey! |
wouldn't try and weasel out of our deal! Equal pars with an equal split
of the housework! Yoknowl love taking care of you when you get hom
after a hard day!"

"I know." she answered skeptically. "Makes me wanflgou're human"
Wrapping his arms around her waist again, this fimece-to-face, he put a
gentle and quick kiss on her lips. "Very funny! bage sit and eat or just

take pot-shots at each other all night while yadeliciousfood gets cold?"

Sitting together and after a brief time of quietilehhey dug into the meal
Diane broke the silence. "So... the Blasterhouse, huh?"



With a bite still in his mouth, John nodded andve&eé quickly to answer
after taking a drink. "Mmm Hmm! Couldrbelieveit! She almosjumped
at it after barely looking around five minutesTook a few pics with her
phone for her husband to look at, and said shk&litbJust need to finalize
the paperwork, get them both down to the officeigm, and it's a done deal
The company stands to matkace what that place is worth when we sell
her old house!"

Taking it all in, Diane knew a little about reatags from what John had
told her. "So no credit problems? | mean, whaegsltwnsidé"

"None as far as | can tell." he answered with a shidgparently he does
a lot of things in a shop, probably woodworkingsomething, and | guess
their old neighbors were complaining about the &o$® moving a bit out
of town is what they needed. It's win-win! Shouldse before the end of
the month! After that, I'll need to run out thegam and do the whole agen
bit... turning over the keys and all that. Thisessthould net me a good bont
next month!"

"Good enough to make a down payment onavun house?" Diane asked,
glancing around their tiny apartment.

"Maybe!" he answered coyly. "Remember that placerdthe street from
your parent's house? Just off Eighteenth Street?"

"The Jackson's house?" she clarified. "The whitwith the lavender trin
andbeautifulhuge yard?"

"l have a surprise!" he smirked. "The Jacksonsyareingnext month to
Portland so they can be closer to little Davie ribat he's in college! I've
put a clamp on their listing with Barbara! All leeis your OK and I'll pull
a thousand from our savings for earnest money lobihand next month's
bonus check plus our savings will get the dowress than four percent!"



Stunned into disbelief, Diane stopped chewing lterdnd just stared at
him. Swallowing hard, she took a deep bredi&edlly? Sosoor? | mean
we have a year lease here that isn't up dahbuary That's fourmonths
from now! How can weafford it if we break the lease?"

"l have some money squirreled away." he blushdtegscked up his wine-
glass and swirled it around slowly. "Just a litilefrom each bonus check
made, but it added up to enough... if ygantthe Jackson house, that is."

"John" Diane dropped her fork with a clatter. "Are yseriou® Youknow
I've wanted that house since | wag" Getting up quickly, she rounded
the small table quickly and kissed him fiercelyesY Oh, John! You're
wonderful”

Enjoying his moment, John smiled as he looked tgphis wife's eyes. "No,
you'rewonderful! | just want you to bleappy honey! You're not mad that
| was holding back on some of my bonuses? |. stlyuanted this to be a
surprise!"

Pulling him to his feet, Diane's expression turfredh joyful to seductive.
"Oh, I'm surprised, alright! Now, how abdusurpriseyou" Leaning in,
she kissed him passionately for several minutatingeboth of them quite
In the mood.

Just as she started to pull him toward their benralmhn leaned over anc
blew out the candles.

Three weeks later, the sale was closed on the iHostee, ensuring John's
September bonus. It was a warm and sunny aftenimofollowing Monday
when he called Janide give her the good news.

"Janicée This is John Henderson at Blue Moon Realty! Greatd We're
ready for you and your husband to come down anutbig final papers!
And what do you know, last night wasaue Moor" he added cornily.



Sighing in relief, Janice glanced over at her hndb&ho had called in sicl
that morning, as he had more and more often lat€hat'sgreat John.
Listen... can... can we make it for later thisaft®n, Frank isn't feeling...
S0 good, today."

"Nothing seriousis it?" John asked concernedly.

"No!" she replied quickly. "Nothingatching anyway. Just one of those
stomach things, you know?"

Laughing lightly, John nodded. "That's fine! I'vadhmy shots! We close ¢
seven, so I'll need you to be here by six-thirtgigm everything. Then we
can go out to the house and finish up there!"

Glancing at the time, Janice tried to figure outvlguickly they could get
down to sign the papers so as to not be so closenset when they would
be finished. "Um... we'll try to be down there hyde... four at the latest."

"That'sfine!" John sighed with a smile. "It'll only take abdalf an hour,
then the drive out to the house to go over a B&stthings, turn over the
keys and she's all yours! You'll have until the eh@®ctober to move out
of your old house, so that gives yplkentyof time to get things..."

"Yeah, OK." she interrupted impatiently. "We'll sgmu then! Bye!" Closing
the call quickly, Janice stared at her husbandk;famlding his stomach
and rocking gently back and forth as beads of swaatown his brow.
"Frank? We got the Foster place!"

"Great" he moaned through gritted teet.érfecttiming!”
"It'll be fine, Frank!" Janice chided him. "Once we're out ofiaamd have

the room set up, we'll have somewhere to be tlkaglp usafeeach time!
No more breaking out to causkaosand end up &ughing stock



"Soundsperfect" he grunted through another spasm of pain. "/Ae title
cageto lock the bitchup!"

"You know, this would have beerasieron you if you'd only have..."

"Nevelt" he barked at her. "I can tough artything Eventhis!" Groaning
as another spasm rocked his belly, he fell to lthar in the fetal position.

"Don't be such @éaby, Frank!" Janice chastised him. "We need you to g
up, get lookingoresentableand go down with me to sign! | can't sign fot
bothof us! You need to man-up add it!"

Gathering his ebbing strength, Frank pushed pagpam, crawling up onto
his knees before taking a moment to rest. Inhahedheld his breath and
planted a foot firmly on the floor and pushing hatfisipright while his hand:
still held his aching belly.

"Right" he mumbled. "Time tahan-up"

When John looked up at the clock and saw that ¢t avquarter after six, h
nervously looked down at his watch, and then atithe displayed on the
computer's clock. Each agreed with the other, ngalkimstomach tie into
nervous knots. Checking the paperwork again, heersack everything was
perfect and ready for the initials and signatuhes wwould make his love's
childhood dream come truk.they don't sign today, the deal's gonna fall
through, I'll miss my bonus goal, we won't be dblenake the down, and
we lose the earnest money!

Just as he was about to pick up the phone antheaBrookes residence
again, he heard the distinctive chime of the fawdr opening. Snapping
his head up, John sighed in relief as he saw Javatleng in with a man,
presumably the mysteriousisterBrookes. Standing quickly, he smoothe
his hair back unconsciously and straightened hrs @hd tie.



"Mr. and Mrs. Brookes!" he exhaled in greeting. dGlou made it! We
haveplentyof time to go over the papers and..."

Frank dropped into the chair opposite the reakestgent like a sack of
wet wheat. "Just show me wheresign" he grumbled while holding his
stomach and sweating bullets.

Shaking John's outstretched hand briefly, Janiaeafully sat in the seat
next to her husband. "Sorry about that, John. Fsgnkt... notvell. You
might not want to shake his hand. It's oatching.. rightnow... but no
takingchancesright?"

With a heavy gulp, John sat back down. "Alright.'"Wast get right to it
then! I'll go over each section, you'll initial thaou understand it, and we'
get through them as quickly as possible to getsygned and done!"

At a few minutes to seven, Frank Brookes scrawlschme onto the final
line, followed closely by Janice signing hers. Takthe papers and giving
them a quick review, John smiled.

"All doné Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Brookes! You haweiynew
home!" Affixing his own signature to the documeriits,tore out the copie
for the homeowners and filed the originals for gesing. Grabbing his
coat and keys, John nodded toward the door. "Smaliet going?"

Looking toward the front door nervously, Janicekied back at the agent.
"Can't... can't | take care of the rémthorrow? I'd like to get Frankome
Right away!"

Seeing the man obviously in severe distress, Jodded. "OK, if that's
what you'dprefer. Weusuallydo this at the new home, but..." Holding o
the keys to the house and other locks, John sniNgdicome to your new
home for a hundred Blue Moons together, Mr. and. Breokes!"



Snatching the keys away violently, Frank barelysaisnicking John's hand
with the doubled-over man's longish fingernails thair real estate agent
was sure only a moment earlier had been neatlyredi "Thanks! Let's
get Janice!" he growled with a slight hiss as he hetlboward the door.

Escorting the two all the way, John saw them géhew car and waited
until Janice drove them away. Turning back insiseglanced at his watcl
turned the sign around on the door to say 'clossked it, and headed fo
his desk to collect his things.

"John!" Barbara Moon caught his attention befor@agsed her desk. "Wha
was going on there?"

"Those were th8rookes' he explained briefly. "The ones that bought tf
Fosterhouse! They just signed! Deatl®sed"

Furrowing her brow, she glanced out the door betfier@ing back to face
him. "John, yolkknowcompany policy! Keys are to be turned over, amd
gift basket presentedf the new homelhey didn't even take thmasket'
she snapped, waving a hand at the stack of plaséipped crackers, cheese
meats, and bottles of moderately priced champagne.

"Mr. Brookes isll, Barb!" he tried to explain. "Thapsistedon taking the
keyshereand not waiting to go out to the house! They didwén give me
achanceto give them their basket!"

Shaking her head, Barbara sighed. "Poligyakcy, John! No gift basket a
theirdoor, nobonus It states thatlearly in the bonus structurdll company
policiesmustbe followed for each sale during the montlalbibonuses are
forfeit! So either hustle up and get a gift basket ovéhéar houseronto

or you aren't getting eheckfor September!"

His shoulders slumping in resignation, John nodthéds, Mrs. Moon."



Handing him a basket with a smile, Barbara seemateat. Thankyou,
John! You're always so cooperative! None of thatmegosturing Off
you go then!"

Taking a breath, he shook his head and went ouwtdbe after gathering
histhings. Putting the basket in his passenger selam, started his car anc
waited a moment for it to warm up a little. Aftemanute, he put the vehicle
In gear and headed toward the highway out of town.

It was seven thirty when he finally made it to Bester house, having been
caught in traffic. With the sun beyond the horizoml the full moon rising,
John was happy to see the Brookes' car parkecidrttheway Good! |
don't have to just leave it on the pordhilling up behind their car, he killed
the motor and grabbed the basket before openingathdoor and walking
up to the entryway.

Knocking on the door as there was no bell, Johkedon his heels and put
a smile on his face. When the door opened thotgias neither Frank no
Janice Brookes who greeted him. Instead what hersesna woman in her
late-thirties, her wild and unkempt hair stickingt every which way like
the snakes of Medusa, a crazed expression ond¢erdad wearing a man
flannel.

"Mine!" she screamed with a voice so shrill it threatetteshatter the glas
of his car windshield. Snatching for the basketyas withdrawn at the las
moment by the shocked real estate agent.

"Woah lady!" John shouted. "Where's tBeookes? This is forthent"

Infuriated, the wild-eyed women leapt at him, sttadg for the basket like
a wild badger defending its burrowMihe!" she screamed again as her lon:
and sharp fingernails dug into his flesh straigihdtigh the shirt he wore,
snatching the basket away when he recoiled fronpdne



Just as the wild woman made for the interior ofitbase, basket in hand
and cackling like mad, John saw Janice Brookes muweehe doorway,
just missing catching the crazed lady's arm to b@p

"Francind" she shouted.Stopthat! Getbackhere with that!" Hearing yet
another shrillMine!' from the basement steps, she turned back tavsee
she needed to apologize t@Q Mr. Henderson! Wh... what ag®u doing
here?" she stammered in surprise.

Holding his right hand over the gouges in his &fh, John looked at her,
then past her into the blackness beyond, then foalc&r. "Um... I... |
forgot to give you yougift basket, Mrs. Brookes! Whaeasthat lady?"

Thinking quickly, Janice bit her lower lip. "UmErank'ssister, Francine.
Twin sister! She... um... she came to stay with uss3&avingWednesday

Calming down, John realized that he was in ther@sdar as his boss wa
concerned. "Well, | just wanted to make sure youygoir basket. Unless
you need anything else, I... I'll seeingyou, Mrs. Brookes!" he stammered
as he backed away from the door.

Hearing a raucous cry from the basement and thedsofushattering glass
Janice just shook her head and slammed the dobeyea noticing the
man's injury before racing off to find out what ndisaster awaited her.

Making his way back to his car, John examined loawd briefly before
determining that it could wait until he got homealddane could help with
antibiotic cream. Pressing the bleeding area aghiastomach to keep it
from getting all over the car, he returned homeidg one-handed.

"John!" Diane cried as she came up the front gtegisas he was unlockint
the door. "Whahappenedo you! Were you bitten by dog?"



"No!" he groused as he opened the house and dropg¢higs at the door,
making a beeline to the bathroom. "Crazy lady sigyvith theBrooke$
She clawed mwarm up taking theigift basketaway from me!"

Following him into the tiny bathroom, Diane cluckieer tongue. "Awe!
Poorbaby Here, letmesee." Examining it briefly, she scowled. "Sweeti
How long ago did thikapper?r"

With a shrug, John glanced at his watch. "Um..uabalf an hour ago,
maybe? Just about seven thirty. Why?"

Shaking her head, Diane picked up the antibiogaur. "Funny. It's red
and splotchy, and a bit of a scab is forming.e itkhappenegesterday
You sure this watbday?"

Laughing at her suggestion that he could havedasty on his way home,
John winced when she started rubbing the crearfCarch! Yeah! It was
today! Yesterday waSunday | spent all day witlyou"

Finishing applying the cream like the professiasia was, she opened uj
some gauze pads and lay them carefully over thge doks before wrapping
them loosely in an elastic bandage. "Yes, gimli Funny. We should have
Doctor Kelly look at this if it's still looking li& thattomorrow"

"It's just ascratci" John insisted, pulling his arm fredBésidesyou missed
thebiggernews in all the hubbub!"

Pausing a moment, Diane ran the events of her hmmag back in her hea
until a smile began to creep across her face. '™fosed thd-osterhouse?"

"l closed the Foster house!" he beamed. "You gehtiuse in ten days!"

Screaming in delight, Diane completely forgot Jehnjury and wrapped
her arms around him tightly.



"Hey! Hey! Hey! Watch it, Diane!" he complainedlasr arm crushed his
covered wound. "My arm!"

"Oh!" she sprang back as though he were a rattkesri§orry, sweetie!"
Carefully this time, she wound her arms arouncchest and hugged him
tightly. "Thankyou, sweetie! You're theestman and husband in theorid!"

"Remember that when you're nine months pregnanedaynancdating
me for what did to you!" he sparred.

Foregoing lovemaking that night as John's arm wk&shing, the two lay
In bed next to one another falling asleep peacgefull

It would be the last full moon in a while thaither of them would have an
peace.



Chapter 2 - Unpacking the Baggage

With a heave, John shoved the last empty carddm&tadnto the trash bin.
Satisfied and weary, his usual get-up-and-go hadigeand-went. Not any
weakling, the man had kept in shape and, at onintyrseven, was usuall
In better shape than most men a decade younger.

The day he and Diane had finished unpacking theofaseir moving boxes
however, he just felt flabby, out of sorts, andatvle. Having worked mos
of the day, snapping at Barbara twice and havirgptiogize, then coming
home to more work, he bit his tongue and chippdtiénsame as Diane had
ignoring his odd condition.

Coming back in the house, John flopped on the widfaa crash. Exhausted
and glad the day was done, he closed his eyes. Wdepened them again,
his body felt strange all over and his arm wheegesnange woman had
scratched him almost four weeks earlier achedthkeday it had happene
just as the last light of the sun disappeared theshorizon.

Sitting up slowly, John felt dizzy and his stomaaced almost as bad as
his arm. "Diane?" he called out, his voice squegkialf an octave too higl
as though he were talking in falsetto. "Diang"

Coming from the kitchen where she'd started dinihé&eing her night, his
wife was mildly irritated at the interruption afteuch a hard day. "Wheat
it, John! I'm right in the middle of.AhhH"

Seeing her stop in front of him with her hand dver mouth and her eyes
wide as saucers, John knew there was somethiniglyesrong with him.
"Am... am | habbing atoké&" he tried to ask, but his lips didn't seem to
want to cooperate, having swollen slightly.

Watching in horror, Diane saw her husband's faceshkglown from the
chiseled features she recognized to a rounderatte proportion. Even



as it did so, the hair on his head seemed to gnawnie-lapse, going from
his normal half inch to over eighteen inches iroseis.

Looking at his hands, John saw them shrink fronsthe he'd been used 1
since high school to thin frail twigs, even asfimgernails grew an inch a:
though to make up for their smaller size. Feeliqgim in his chest, he
looked down to see his pecks swelling under hig ghtil it burst the top
two buttons and exposed the newly grown breasts.

Looking at his wife for any kind of help, it wasetinthat he noticed that hi
rear seemed rounder andvasn'tfeeling something between his legs th
he'd grown used to his whole lifedl il Mine!l" he screeched, instantly
recognizing the sound as the same as he'd hedndigihé at the Brookes'
new home. No!" he squealed, trying to hold on to his sanityelp me"

At a loss for what to do, Diane could only watchilevthe transformation
completed. When the wedding band fell off her hastmshrunken finger,
she fell to her knees and began to sob. "Mdin"

At last done changing, he first noticed that heldaotifeel the pain in his
arm anymore, but that was only because the pédirsibelly made him
forget everything else. Worse than any case of fumsgoning he'd ever
had, he doubled over and rolled into a ball oncithwech. "DianeHelp me!
It hurts so bad!"

Finally gathering the shattered remains of hembbaick together, his wife
stood up and stopped crying. "l... Ihmare.. um...John You... you're a... a
w... woman"

"It hurtd" he repeated his plea in his now screechingiy wgice. 'God,
Diane! It hurts dot!"

"O... OK." she stammered, stepping closer. "Showninere."



Looking up at her as he held his belly, rage amg éwertook him. "In my
f-ing stomach stupid! Where does ibok like?" Instantly remorseful of his
harsh words, he began to cry like he hadn't sieceds eleven. "Oh, Diane!
I'm sosorry! I... | don't know what canmerme! I... | just got sonadthat
you'd even had tasK It... it's mystomach It aches like someone julsicked
it wearingcleatd"

Diane turned clinical and knelt next to him. "Moyeur hands Let melook."
When he didn't comply, she used her nurse's atdliga voice as she too
his arms by the wrists and pried them away. "Joandérson! Move your
handg | can'thelpif you don'tcooperaté’

Hearing her voice and knowing he needed help, 3twly relaxed and le
his wife look him over. Wincing when she pressedibelly, he was
relieved when it didn't hurt worse, but actuallit feetter "Oh!"

"Does that hurt?" Diane asked calmly.

"Y...yes." he answered in his suddenly screechgetdiNot as bad when
you pressed on it, though."

Satisfied that he was in no immediate medical dgrelee began examining
him more thoroughly. It was then that she notid¢exidtain on John's pant
"John? | need to you come with me, OK? Do you tlyiold can walk?"

Nodding in reply, he didn't want to speak and hiarawful voice he had.
Getting up slowly the pain increased, but he bbreugh it and followed
his wife's guidance to the bathroom. When she bé&matrip off his clothes
though, he started to panitNd" he screeched, gripping them to himself
tightly.

"John, Ihaveto examine you!" Diane insisted. "Now, dgpénic, but you're
bleedingsomewhere and | need to find eliere OK?"



Slowly relenting, he nodded and let her strip himwvd to his underwear.
Unable to handle the complex emotions raging thindug mind, John close
his eyes and tried to think of anything other thencurrent predicament.

When she had him down to his last garment, Diamad|{i realized where
the blood was coming from. Swallowing hard, shalgdiher husband to
the bathtub; his eyes squeezed tightly shut. "bitepthe tub, sweetie." sh
soothed him calmly. After he complied, she remowisdunderwear and dre
In a sharp breath.

"What?" he shrieked as he sat in the empty tub to kesp falling down.

"You... you'redefinitely awoman now, John." she stammered as she helf
lower him down to sit in the tub. "And | know whywy hurt. You... you're
menstruatingsweetie. You're having your firgeriod"

His eyes popping open at that revelation, Johnddalown his body for
the first time and saw the slow trickle of bloo@pmg from underneath hi
seated rump. He also saw the C-cup breasts thgtfremly from his chest.
Slowly, he moved his hands up and cupped the fisgye. The aching pain
touching them caused made him immediately pulhhisds away and suc
In a breath through his teeth.

Seeing his reaction, Diane nodded. "Do they hiittla to touch?" When
he nodded, she smiled a little. "That's actuaflymal sweetie." Sitting on
the toilet next to him, she wondered what to dat.n#x. | don't understanc
what'shappening John! Why is thisvappeningo you?"

Looking up at her concerned face, he had an inldirgn idea. "l... | think
it's the Brookes'." his throat squealed. Cleartnge tried harder to contro
his speaking. "l... | think Francine Brookes digstto me!"

Hearing his voice sound more normally feminine,i2ialmost didn't pay
attention to the words he'd said. "WhEGw?"



"I don'tknow" he shrieked again. 'doundlike her, though!" Feeling the
ache in his belly overwhelm him, he clutched hssys&ich and moaned.

"Bad cramps?" Diane winced in empathy. Seeing looh she slowly
reached out and petted his long dark hair to td/sooth him.

"Don'ttouchme!" he snapped, instantly regretting it as heabdg sob.
"l... I'm sorry, Diane! I... | don't know what canmerer me!"

After several minutes, he started to regain hismmsure and looked up at
her again. "So.nowwhat?"

Biting her lip, Diane thought for a moment. "Welgu shouldstart by
getting cleaned up a bit." she suggested. "A shawatleastcleaning up
your... um... youmess' she put delicately. "After that... um... I'lll'll
think of something!"

Nodding in agreement, John slowly started to gethipain in his stomach
getting worse when he did and sending him strabglok down to sit again
"Oh!" he moaned, unwilling to do anything that malke cramps worse.

Diane struck on an idea. Getting up, she openethddicine cabinet and
took out her bottle of Midol. Grabbing the plastiqp from the side of the
sink, she filled it with water and took it and s to the tub. "Take this."
she ordered simply, handing him two tablets anctctipe

Doing as instructed, John swallowed the pills amdhed it down. Handin
the cup back, he winced as a cramp overwhelmedagam.

"You're just going to have to put up with it urttie pills kick in." Diane
chastised him gently. "Everywoman.. does." she barely managed to s

"You hateme!" John croaked. "I'disgusting’



"No!" she replied sympathetically. "@bursel don't hate you, John! This
Isn'tyour fault! It just...happenet!

Nearly overwhelmed with the desire to snap at hann barely managed t
bite his tongue and say nothing.

An hour later, after a shower and a bit of his-selftrol re-asserting itself,
John opened the curtain to see Diane waiting forwith a towel. Helping
him dry off, she began to explain her thinking.

"l don't pretend to know what you'geingthrough, sweetie. | just know
we have tadealwith it the way thingsre." she began. "To start with, you
can't justgnoreit and hope it goes away. You'revamanand you have
practical concerns that trump any other consideration.'hat,tshe handec
out a pair of her cotton briefs and a sanitary pad.

John reacted viscerally to the suggestidNo!™ he screeched.

"John! You can't just stay in the tub for the @syour life!" she pointed
out. "Youhaveto face it!"

Breaking into a sob, he stared at the briefs andlsin fear. "No! I... |
can't Diane! Ipromised"

Taken aback, Diane wasn't expecting this reactMnat? Promiseavho?
When? What're yotalking about, John?"

"Mom!" he sobbed. "promisedner I'd never wear girl things again!"

Stunned, Diane actually took a step back. "Whenting8 What do you
meanagain?"



Sitting in the tub, John cried openly. The cramgsanmanageable, thank:
to the miracles of modern medicine, but the ematitcrauma was too much
to bear. "I... um... | used to try and wear Vicksisthes when | was little!"
he recounted an all but forgotten time of his life.

Furrowing her brow, Diane stepped closer again.uhgmster?" Seeing him
nod, she pressed for more. "Why were you weariruWwsthings John?"

With an absent shrug, he turned away from her.l"lised to think | was a
girl... when | was five or so. | didmtantto be a boy like my brother Davi
l... | wanted to be a girl lik¥icky."

"Why didn't youtell me?" Diane gasped.

"l forgot about it!" he snapped with a shriek that made Wwinte. "Sorry."
he stated more softly. "OK, | didn't so much@agetabout it as much as |
justignoredit. | mean, I'm guy!" Looking down at the bulges in the tow:
on his chest, he sighed. "Well.udedto be one, anyway."

Sighing in sympathy, Diane shook her head. "Alrigiie’ll deal with this
one thing at a time. First is the practical, thaudree®" Seeing him nod.
she once more held out the underwear and pad.

"Fine!" he snapped, snatching the items away frem Swallowing hard,
he reached down into himself and drew up the istrength that he'd drawn
on the last quarter century to push his feelingdeasnd become the stoic
boy and man he'd been since Kindergarten. "l ajmdodponey." he said
evenly. "You're just trying thelp.”

Waiting for him to partially dress, Diane helpeddk him how to place the
pad and make certain that it was fully seatedag stean. Handing him he
terrycloth robe, she helped him out of the tub laack to the living room.
Once seated back on the couch, she returned tatthen and put away the
dinner she hadn't yet started making when alltmedl broken loose.



Sitting next to the morose man, Diane took his hapnd. "John? We have
to talk about what we're going to dow."

"You'redumpingme!" he wailed as he pulled away from her. "I'mamnan
now and fat and ugly so you're just goindeaveme!"

"John" she snapped. "Stop it! I'm n@avingyou, OK? lloveyou!"
"You're justsayingthat because you think ytiaveto!"

Controlling her temper, Diane closed her eyes annhied to ten silently.
Looking at her husband again, she drew her mowtharine. "John, | am
notleaving you. You areaotfator ugly! In fact, you're quitattractive if
you could beobjectiveabout it! Ido love you, but | soomwon'tif you don't
start behaving like the person.. | fell in love with!"

Regaining his composure, he sat up and wiped aesk&oss his damp eye
"S... sorry. I... I don't understand why I'm flyioff the handle like this so
much! | don'twantto, but | can't seem &opit! Then the next thing | know,
words are coming out that I'm actively tryingtto say!'Why?"

"Hormones." Diane sighed with a weak smile. "Weleaim the wonderful
world of being a hormonal woman, John! It takesragltime for us to learn
to cope with the overwhelming feelings pushing tmaiad all the time!" she
giggled lightly. "I'mnot making light of this, sweetidonest It's just... well,
| guesseverywoman has thought a time or two, 'l wish he knew hard
it is to not rip hidoalls off right now!" when we get those feelings! It get
easier withtime. Does knowing thatelp?"

"A little." he admitted grudgingly. "So what happanithus? | mean..."
His voice trailed off as a dozen problems cameitedmand he wasn't sure
which one to deal with first.



Seeing the fear in his eyes, Diane smiled and jmaina on his knee. "Let's
start with theeasyone, OK? I'm not goingnywheré| promised to love you
and stay with you in sickness or health! If thisagne sort of illness or curst
or whatevey I'm not bailing out at the first sign of trouble!

"Thanks!" John sighed. "I... | guess that washiggestworry!" His brow
furrowed when another popped in its place. "Umhataboukids? | mean,
If I'm like this from now on..."

"We'll deal with thatater." she interrupted. "Right now we have other mol
Immediate concerns. We have the weekend, but ord&loyiou're supposed
to go back tavork We need glan, sweetie."

"Work!" he threw up his arms. "There goes my whtdeeet All that work
building up good connections gonewasté"

"Stop thinking sanegatively' Diane scolded him. "You're stijloy, right?
OK, so you can't keep your old connections! You iwekenewones! And
saleswomen have advantageover salesmen! We hagex appedl

Scoffing, John turned away from her. "I'm floting with guysjust to get
asald Besides, in real estate, most of the biggestsimtimakers are the
womenm Theydecide if a housteelsright to them and are willing to buy!"

"Who says you can't use sex appeahamer?" she countered. "l see it a
thetime Oh, | don't meafflagrantly, butsubtly. Anytime I'm buying a new
outfit, the saleslady will make some comment albmwt beautifulit looks
on me! It's noblatantflirting, but it's stilltherd"

"OK, | see your point." he grumbled. "Still, | watiat find a wayout of this,
not just roll over andcceptit! If | can be turned into a woman, | can be
turned back into enan"

"In the meantime, you need something more than a robe to ear.



Looking down at the cream terrycloth covering, @k the vague sense of
longing he'd so long ago suppressed. "I don't thhiak's a good idea, Diane.
What if | go back tamormal? You'd never look at me the same vagyin"

"Let meworry about that!" she half laughed. "We'll ordeme take-out
tonight, get you dressed, and try and figure cadlation to this. OK?"

Taking her hand, John wanted to cry at the sweuaderstanding way
his wife was taking all of it. "l love you, Dianeton'tdeserveyou!"

"No, youdon't" she quipped. "But ther,don't deservgou" Leaning over
close, she hesitated only a moment before shecklisecheek gently. "After
all, you got manydream come true, let me see if | can returrfakien”

After calling the local pizza place, Diane led Jomio their bedroom and
had him sit on the bed while she opened her sidieeo€loset. Picking and
discarding things in her head and without a wone, sventually settled or
an idea. Opening the drawer in the huge closetiichtded a full dresser,
she pulled out a set of stretchy sweats in grayak the closest thing she
had to something gender neutral.

When his wife offered over the outfit that he'drsber wear a dozen time
his first instinct was to scream at her and runyaviavallowing that feeling
and pushing it aside, John took a breath and noddied. thanks."

Setting it next to him, Diane took a breath befmpening her bra drawer.
Biting her lower lip, she knew it would be necegsamnd took the plunge.
Grabbing the plainest bra she owned, a white sppoaisshe closed the
drawer and turned to face her husband. "You.. lliyoeed this." she addec

"Are youseriou®" John scoffed, his voice close to cracking ihi lorrid
screech he hated hearing from his own mouth.



"Yes!" Diane insisted. "You havareasts John! At least a C or maybe a I
by my guess. You'll need something for supporttariceep my top from
rubbing youraw. You haveto, sweetieTrustme, OK?"

About to snatch it away from her on instinct, heiteged before taking it
graciously. "Alright, honey." he acquiesced softty, the first time hearing
his new voice and not despising it.

Helping him into the support garment, Diane aidedetting it properly in
place, eliciting a few gasps and shocked looks fdohm in the process th
only made her smirk in knowing sympathy. "Everydihstart, my breasts
are super sensitive too, sweetie!" she offeresmsolation. "l understand!"

"I'm never gonna complain about you wanting mestveé you alone at thi
time of the month ever again!" he promised. "How gaustandit? | wanna
crawl out of my owrskin"

"You get used to it." she stated simply as he ltelpm on with the top that
was slightly baggy on her, but fit more nicely ar husband. Having him
stand, she helped him into the sweatpants andaeo&ment to look him
over. "You could use a styling in your hair, butert than that, you look...
um...nice, John!"

Rolling his eyes, he shook his head. "Gabkankd" he squealed, biting
back his tongue before taking a breath and loo&irtys wife sadly. "Sorry!
It... it just keeps comingut"

"l get it!" she laughed, leading the two of thenchaut to the living room.
"One other thing. I... | can't keep calling yéohnlooking like that! Do... or |
guess..did you ever have a girl's name? When you wenang | mean."
Shyly glancing away, John nodded. "Undoan Joan Anne."

"...Instead of John Abel." she nodded. "Qkan Where did you get it?"



"Vicky gave it to me." he admitted as he sat gihgen the couch again.
"She was seven and thought | needed a girl's namea we'd play dolls
and things."

"You played dolls with Vicky?" Diane asked rhetaliy. "Um... how
seriously did you think you weregil, sweetie?"

"It was pretty serious to me at thme" he confessed. "After... umMom
straightened me out though, | just sorta pushesktlfieelings away. This
was back in nineteen ninety or so. Back then noewee heard of things
like 'transgender’ or anything... nottms neck of the woods, for sure!"

About to ask more, Diane was interrupted by a kratdke door. "That'll
be the pizza." she commented as she grabbed s and went to get
their food. Opening the door, she smiled when slegnized the young
man. "Hi, Dennis!"

Smiling in return, the eighteen-year-old handedtherstack of food she'd
ordered. Hiya, Mrs. H!" Looking over her shoulder, he spotted $itrange
woman sitting on the couch. "Wher#&ts. H? Out while you have company
over?"

Glancing back toward her husband who looked stnckbe turned back tc
him and handed him the cash. "Umnges John's..out.. now. Keep the
change, Dennis!"

With a nod and a smile he backed away from the,daking one last glance
at the woman behind her. "Have a good evening, Mir&ame for your
lady-friend!"

Closing the door, she took their food to the kitthgot out paper plates,
andserved it up before bringing two plates into thvnlg room. 'Sorry,
Joan! | didn't know he'd see you from the door!"



"It's fine, | guess." he muttered. "Cute turn of phrase, ghbtHe'sout now'?
| guess lamas far as you're concerned!" he giggled, surgrieimself and
suddenly covering his mouth with a shocked expoessi

Looking at him a moment, Diane couldn't help ishe cracked a smile ar
giggled back, which made him join in after a mom@&don the two were
cackling like a couple of happy hens before stgrtonstuff their faces with
pepperoni and cheese.

When at last they were fed and calmer, the twaogpdather and hashed oL
a vague plan for the weekend.

"You're goingto need your own clothes, Joan." Diane pointedasighe
held her husband when he cradled his back agasndtdnt. "My bra
barely fits you, and other than those sweats, ngttisel have will fit you.
You're a little.. fuller... than | am."

"You meanfat." he squawked, rubbing the dull ache in his belly.

"I mean morecurvy, sweetheart!" she corrected him. "Your figureagsially
verynice! I'm a littlejealous to be honest! Dennis was practicatinoring
me to look over my shoulder ybu"

"Blech!" John stuck his tongue out. "Men arecsadd" Realizing what he
was saying, he stiffened. "Um... | meanthermen.. besideane."

Petting his hair, Diane smiled and shook her h&éges, sweetieOther
men."

After getting a working plan for the next day, whiacluded measuring
Joan for 'her' own clothes, the two headed for theidroom. When Diane
started to change out of her clothes, John sdt@bed nervously.



"Um... honey? Can't | just sleeptimes® | mean... they'reweatsthey're
comfortable and... um..."

"Not toofemininé&" his wife finished for him. Seeing him nod shydpe
shook her head. "And what do you weamorrow? Like | said before,
those are the only things in the house thiat'fou right now. Well... that
and mypink sweats."

"What abouimy clothes?" he grasped. "l mean, | was wearing soimey
clothes when thiappenedIt can't bethat much of a difference in size!"

"Size,yes Shapeno." Diane explained as she pulled out a nightgown tc
wear. "You popped the buttons on your shirt, sveeé&tou may be able to
wear your old pants, but evémeywere straining against thokgsyou
have now!"

Looking down at his rump, he couldn't stop himéelfn asking, "Is my
butt too big?"

With a stunned look, Diane stopped dressing fordadljust stared at him
a moment. "Wow! | never thought I'd be caught andther side otfhat
trapped question!"

Blushing and turning away as she resumed gettiadyrelohn shrugged. "
don't even know why ¢are | just want to get started on figuring a wayt
of this mess!" Feeling a pang in his tummy, he geoha little.

"Cramps getting worse?" she asked. Checking the, thime went into the
bathroom and got out two more pills and some w#&eturning with it, she
handed them over. "Here. This should help youlgeiugh the night."

Taking them and washing them down, John tried lexxréThanks, honey.
You've beersounderstanding through all this mess!"



Turning around after retrieving something from tdexsser, Diane pointec
to the bathroom. "Now it'gour turn to be understanding. You need to
change your pad, get clean, and get dressed foMdedeedthose clothes
for tomorrow" At that she handed him her least feminine nightg.

Taking the article, he nodded and went to the batinrto do as instructed
Coming out after brushing his teeth and gettingsked, he stood nervous
by the bathroom door. "H... how do | look, honey?"

Seeing him wearing the cream satin nightshirt leéd bought her a year

earlier but was always just a tad roomy on hernBifelt a small twinge of
arousal. Knowing that this woman was hers, her mowudn't help but flash
through the many times they'd made love togethdrafter a moment shook
herself back into clear thinking.

"You... um... you look veryice, sweetie! Very... um.lovely."

Blushing again, John made his way to his side @f tthared bed. "You
sure it's OK for me to sleep next to you still?dan, | wouldn't want to
weird youout or anything."

"You're my...spouse' she stopped herself from saying 'husbandavé you
and you've been through quéaoughfor one night! | won't have you feelin
rejectedon top of all that! Come to bed, sweetheRigasé"

Climbing in as asked, John scooted into his usasition, but found it too
uncomfortable to sleep on his left side as he nthyndad. Rolling over so
that his back was to Diane, he sighed as he toiqast relax. All that flew
out the window when he felt his wife roll over asgbon against his back.

"Goodnight, Joan." she sighed as she relaxed dddhim gently.

"Goodnight, honey." he murmured as his body reattidter touch, making
sleep impossible for the next several hours.



Chapter 3 - I'm A What?

John awoke slowly at first, disturbed by his wifl@ievement in bed next t
him. Not quite remembering the night before, heydmew that he felt
something he'd never felt before as she snuggletexpto him and
wrapped her arm around him once more.

He felt beautiful.

The closest he'd ever come to that degree of comé&m was when he wa:
five and his sister Vicky had dressed him in onb@fold dresses so they
could have a tea party. That was feelmgtty, though. John felbeautiful
as his mind slowly began to work again.

Suddenly his eyes snapped open as the previoussiiigstivities came back
to him in a jumble of disjointed thoughts and mei@mrsome of which he
wasn't sure were real or not, until he felt the lyedfamiliar ache in his belly.
Groaning a little, he moved to try and lie on he€k, hoping it would lessen
the throbbing. When he felt Diane move to lie gm &b him as she did so
often, he felt the slick satin of the nightgownvae on his chest along
with his wife's sleeping head.

What hedidn't feel were the breasts that had been there thé¢ Ingdore.

Sitting up suddenly, forcing Diane awake and to enoff of him, John
looked down and saw he was wearing the nightgowhhis arms and
hands looked like their normal self. "Diane!" h@sted. "I'mmeagain!"

Woken too quickly for her mind to be working wdlis wife looked at him
bleary-eyed and confusedichr? Why're you wearing the nightgown yol
gave me?"

Quickly running his fingers through his hair, heifal it once more the half-
inch length he was used to. Moving to his facete@d of the rounded



shape of the night before it was the familiar anglihes he'd been used t
for most of the last decade. Moving his hands dowims chest, the breas
were gone, but the sensitivity remained, making Wwinnce and his belly to
ache even more than it had been since waking up.

"Don't you remember last night?" he asked her.um... | turned into... a..."
"A woman" Diane finished for him. "I... | thought that waslream"

"If it was we were having the sameae" he mumbled. "In your dream, di
| tell you about Vicky and me when | wage?"

Nodding, Diane tied to focus better. "Unyeah You playedgirl games
with her."

"Then it wasn't a dream." he admitted. "I... | metedd you that before. |
barelyrememberedt! | don't remembemuchfrom back then and nothing
before Kindergarten."

Looking at her restored husband, Diane sighedliefréThankGodit's
over, sweetie! | was secaredfor you!" Wrapping her arms around his
neck, she pulled him into a tight embrace. Aften@ment she felt him
tense up and pulled back. "What'song?"

Wincing again, John got a pained expression.l"tlan't know that its
over, honey! I... I'm still havingrampg As bad as last night!"

"OK." she thought a moment. "Maybe it's just somok ef residual effect
of whatever happened to you. I'll get you somespdl help for now and
you can just wait until they fade away." Getting spe did as she suggeste
and returned with two pills and water.

Taking them quickly, John sighed in relief. "I sin@pe you'reight, honey! |
don't have thequipmentor cramps anymore!"



"It's probably just a buildup of prostaglandin iouy system." she guessec
"That's the chemical that causes cramps in wonmemeln it causes gastri
upset, so it's likely just an upset stomach!”

"It doesn'tfeellike gas!" he complained. "It feels like it dicstanight, only
worsé"

"Just give the pills ahance" she rubbed his back to help soothe him.

Feeling her rubbing the satin against his skin daremixed emotions. Ot
one hand it felteryrelaxing, but on the other it reminded him thainas
still wearing his wife's nightgown for no good reasasm'... | guess | can
lose your nightgown, honey."

Suddenly very conscious of the fact that he wadlsngtiaring it, and seeing
him blush heavily at mentioning it, Diane stoppedhking his back. "Oh. |
guess it's a littleipsettingthat you..."

"...that I'm wearing your nightgown and underwedeah!" he concluded
her thought. Getting up, John made his way to #terbom. Removing the
gown, he noticed blood stains on it. "Giap!" he whined.

"What'swrond?" his wife asked concernedly as she followed mm |

"l got blood all over your nightgown!" he nearlyemt. "It... it'sruined This
won'tevercome out!"

Giggling at his highly emotional outburst, she vdgbe smile off her face
when she saw him turn to her with an upset exprassgorry! It's just...
well... after last night, | think losingraghtgownrates pretty low on the
things to be worried about! You can try and cldén |

"Good point." he sighed, tossing the gown in theper. "I'll try, anyway."



After changing out of her underwear and disposinip® soaked pad, Joh
found he needed a shower to clean blood that hiergall over his privates
By the time he was done the pills had taken efiacthe almost felt normal,
other than the fact the he could tell they werlé thtere just that the pain
was masked.

Just before lunch, when he excused himself toheséathroom, he secretly
took two more pills as the cramps were startingetarn. Pushing through
the pain until they kicked in, John was trying tetend that everything was
back to normal as they resumed settling into thew home. As they ate
their mid-day meal together, Diane wanted to talk.

"John? About last night."

Sighing and trying to hide his pain, he put dows $andwich. "Whadbout
it?" he asked irritatedly. "Can't we just forgeg¢verhappene@"

"Well, we have to deal witbnepart of it." his wife pressedVicky."

"Oh." he looked down embarrassedly. "We... we dever have to bring
that up again, honey."

"That's going to be hard for medo, sweetie!" she admitted. "l mean, we'r
supposed to see your sister at the Halloween Partydoing to have a hard
time looking her in the eye amibt be thinking about it!"

"It just one of those stupid things kids do!" heagped. Biting his tongue,
he winced at another cramp and sighed. samy, Diane! I... | guess
maybe weado need to talk about it."

Pushing her plate aside, she reached out and tediahd. "It's OK, sweetie
Just... justell me about it. Was it something you two ditb& Just once ir
awhile? Was it eveyouridea or was it only evdrers?"



Shrugging as the pain began to lessen, John lcakagt shyly. "Um... |
think it wasmyidea most of the time. Like | said, | don't reme&mback
that far too well. | don't think it wagery often, at least | donfemembeit
being all that often. It made me sad when it wdagda long..." Stopping,
he swallowed nervously. "Um... whateanis... um... it... um..."

Squeezing his hand and smiling, Diane tried toswashim. "It'sOK, John!
I'm notmad OK? Just... just finish what you were going tg.'sa

Nodding and pursing his lips, he took a breath. 'Uhthink it made me
sad when she wouldn't want to play girl games wighfor a while. I... |
remember one time right before Mom caught us ttthbeen dongtime
since the last time and... um... I... | kinda altimeggecdher to play... um...
to play... uh..dollhouse"

Giggling lightly, Diane stopped when she noticeohéde him blush. "Oh,
John | think it's cut@”

"It's alsoembarrassingor me now!" he retorted. "l don't want you tortki
| still feel that way! You married man"

"I marriedyou" she corrected him. "If that's a man or a wonalon'tcare
| fell for you after the first time walked not the first time bawyou!"

Smirking at the sentiment, he took a tiny bites"fine. It's all over now and
we can just forget the whole thing!"

By five-thirty that afternoon, John was lying o ttbouch and sweating as
thoughit were a hundred degrees in the house instettteafool seventy-
two that it was. Curled up in a ball, his moanseveearly constant.

Diane checked his temperature again, just to b slirstill says you only
have half a degree of temperature! How bad argaies now?"



"Worse tharevet" he almost cried. Feeling another sharpnessarbally,
he withdrew his hand and stared at it with eyesewiDiand Look!"

As the two watched, John's nails began to groviblisOver the next severe
minutes as the sun finished setting, the two ongeereaw John revert to
Joan. When it was almost finished, a large stapeaped in his pants; much
more than would be normal for the woman he was agean.

"John" Diane gasped.Bathroom Now" Taking his thin feminine arm, she
almost carried him to the tub and stripped hishdstoff, unleashing a minol
torrent of blood once clear of obstruction. "TlEdoomucHh" she nearly
panicked. "You're bleeding as much as a woman doesg a wholelay!"

Grabbing the shower wand, she washed the collédtedi away and shut
off the water to see if the bleeding continued. Whelidn't, she breathed
sigh of relief. "It... it'SOK, John! You... you'vetoppedor now!" she panted
as she began to calm down.

Sitting up in the tub, John held his stomach. "The pain is a lot better
now." he panted in his once more feminine voicestlll hurts, but not
nearlyas bad as before." Wincing slightly, he regretiaging anything
about the pain.

Going through the motions once more, an hour taetwo ended up on
the couch cuddling with one another with John weathe gray sweats
and sports bra again.

Running her fingers through John's long hair aeé&med to help soothe
him, Diane shook her head. "OK, let's think thislogically."

Turning to face her, John's feminine features slioweredulous disbelief.
"Logically? Diane... I'm avomanagain! What's logical abothat?"



"Just hear me out!" she stated calmly, making lum &and lay against her
once more. When he was relaxed again, she resuendaé of thought.
"OK... so a month ago, this Francine lady scratgled arm. It healed very
quickly, too quickly really, but then yesterday you turned iatvoman."
"Lastevening you mean." he pointed out calmly and softly.

Stopping suddenly, Diane realized she'd failedotice the time. "Joan?
Um... whattimedid all this start esterdayl mean."

"You were just starting dinner, so about five-thitthe answered. "Why?"

Sitting him up, Diane turned him to face her. "Thi#lte same time it startec
tonight, Joan! Right..."

"...atsundowti' they chorused.

Following her gut, Diane grabbed her smartphonedah@ quick search.
Getting her result quickly, her eyes widenddo!"That's... that'smpossiblé&'

"What thehell, Diane!" he screeched. "WHhad&ppenedo me? Whaam[?"
Swallowing hard, Diane's eyes were wide. "Um..nPoRemember all the
myths and stuff abowterewolve®" Seeing the confused look on his face
she pressed on. "Sweetie... the day you were beidivas the third night
of the full moon... and last night was two nightsnh the full moon!"

"Sowhat" he shrieked again.

"Don't youse&" she pleaded. "Whatactlydid Mrs. Brookes say to you
aboutFrancine sweetie!”ZExactly It's important”

Calming himself down, John thought back. "I... Hotsure" he whined.



"Think sweetie!" she insisted. "You'g®tto remember!"

Closing his eyes, John took a breath and pushduisaieelings aside. "OK
After Francine grabbed the gift basket and ranicéarame to the door. She
said something like, 'Oh! What ayeudoing here?' and | said | was there
to deliver the basket. Then she said somethingteframcine being Frank's
twin sister and that she was only staying WMddnesday

Looking at her phone she nodded and put it doww, sure she was right.
"Sweetie? I... | don't think thers a Francine! | think that wdsrank!"

His complexion paled as he began to absorb the Tu¢a whaddyamean
that wagFrank? You mean... he's likme?"

"More like you're likehim now, sweetie!" she slightly corrected him. "Ya
were scratched during the full moon by Frank'sitsister'." she emphasize
with air quotes. "A sister that was going away thayslater. Then two
days before the first night of the full mogmuturn into a woman! The ful
moon lasts three days! Don't yseeit, John!"

"No!" he squealed.

"Two daysbeforeandafter thethreedays of the fullmnoor That'sseven
dayseverymonth John! What happens toefor seven days out of every
month!?"

Slowly the thought processed in his clouded mind.dyes widened and
he shook his head fearfullyNO!" he whispered. "That... thatimpossiblé'

Nodding her head, Diane made him listen. tHi&, sweetie! It starts as th
moonrises and theunsets... then the next morning youi@malagain...
only for it to start again after the next sunsetinl... it'strue! You're a... a...
awerewomall' she almost whispered in fear.



"I'm awhat?" he furrowed his brow in confusion.

"A werewomahl she repeated herself more emphatically. "Likeesiewolf,
only instead of a snarlingeast you're a..."

"...snarlingbitch!" he interrupted her harshly.
"Joan" Diane whined. "That's ndunny I'm serioug"

"Thehell it isn't funny!" he retorted. "It's jmakd This wholething is a joke!
A werewomanDiane?Really?"

"It's the only thing thafits!" she insisted.

Taking a breath, John closed his eyes and cenbemeslf. Breathing slowly
and deeply a few times, he considered all the f&atslly opening his eyes
slowly, he looked at his wife. "OK. You'rght. It doesfit and itis serious.
What do wedo? The werewolf stories say that the only way to #edcurse

IS to get shot by a silver bullet! That wolddl me!"

"l don't think it'sexactlythe same, Joan!" she answered snidely. "Mayb
there'sanotherway to end this curse! We should go see the Breltke

"Why then?" he snapped more shrilly than he'd intended.eam if they
knewhowto cure it, wouldn't they haw#oneit already?"

"Maybe they just hadn't doneyigtlast month!" Diane offered hopefully. '
mean, you haven't talked to them since closing faue"

Shaking his head slowly, John gave in. "No, | havemand you'reight.
They're the only ones who coyddssiblybelieve us andightknow the
answer. It's a place siart, anyway." he sighed.



Getting up, Diane helped John up as well. "Comesareetie! We're going
to the old Foster home! Put some shoes on."

"What, now?" John squeaked. "l can't leave bweiselooking likethis!"

"You look finel" she tried to reassure him. "We needixahis, John! You
bledso muchtonight! I'm afraid it mighkill you!"

Realizing her fear was well founded, John nodda&tight. We'll go. I'll
need myacket though."

"It's notthat cold out tonight, Joan!" Diane scoffed as she lgealher purse
and slipped into her flats.

"Not for theweather honey!" he explained as he pulled the jacketrah a
grabbed a baseball cap. Twisting his long hair ineticould coll it on top
of his head, he covered it with the cap and slippsalhis oversized shoes
"We can't let anyone sd@anleave the house, Diane! People'll start ask
who she is and I'm not readyfecethat kind of scrutiny!"

Conceding the point, she led him to the door. "®Ku look reasonably
like your old self. Let's go!"

Creeping out the door, John pulled the jacketaselaround his shoulder:
When he tried to walk like a man however, the wgdé of his hips made |
almost impossible. Immediately he doubled overewese pain, falling to the
sidewalk and nearly passing out before Diane calighdrm.

"John" she whispered loudly. "What're yaing" Grabbing his arms
tightly, she held him and made him look her in¢ges. "John!"

The pain ebbing as he felt the comfort of his wife slowly regained contro
and decreased his rapid breathing. "Sorry!" he pdrisd. "I... | don't know
what justhappenetll was just trying to walk like my normal self, tol.. |



couldn'tand then the cramps hnéally hard!" he began to sob. "The pills
didn't evertouchit!"

"It's OK, sweetie!" Diane calmed him as she wrapped hes ansund him,
pressing them together tightly. "Shhh! Hlsight! I've gotyou!" After she
saw he was calm and himself again, she releasegripesind slipped his arn
Into hers, linking their fingers together and he{phim to stand once mor
"Come on! We canlo this!"

Making it to her car, she opened the passengeralmbguided him into the
seat carefully. Closing it, she ran around to theed's seat and hopped in
starting the car. Once belted and ready, she palikédnd turned down the
road, heading for the highway that exited the nerdle of town.

Pulling up to the darkened building, Diane slowea tstop. "Doesn't look
like anyone'sere sweetheart.”

"They'rehere" he said barely above a whisper. "I... | éa@lher near! Her
heart hammering away! I... | can feel lamget Her ragel Why is she so
angry?"

"l... | don'tknow sweetie." she took his hand. "Let's see if wefgahout."

Getting out carefully, Diane raced around the odrake John's hand agail
terrified that if he ran off this far out of towshe might not find him before
morning. Walking up to the door, the two could hémarmping from deep
Inside the house; rhythmic and steady, nearly nnagiciine footfalls of their
slow approach. The chill in the air and overcaggskast an ominous feel

Stopping at the door, the two looked at one anah@oment before Diant
gathered her courage and knocked gently, feelihg'sdand practically
vibrating with fear.

"She'strapped" he whispered in terror. "That's why shatgyry!"



"It's OK, sweetie." she soothed him and squeezed his leasduringly.
"I'm right herd"

Hearing footsteps approaching, the two waited a amrbefore the porch
light came on.

"Who is it?" came a woman's voice from the inside.

"My name's Diane!" she said with a slightly raiseice. "DianeHendersoh
We need taalk to you, Mrs. Brookes! It'argent Pleaseopen up!"

The door cracked open slightly as Janice Brookelsdd at the two womel
at her door. "Did you sajlendersof? Are you related tdohnHenderson?'

"I'm hiswife, Mrs. Brookes!" Diane criedPleaselet us in! We need talk!
Somethingerrible has happened to John!"

Opening the door fully, she looked carefully at tiheman standing next tc
her real estate agent's wife, eyeing John carefiWho'sshe&? Doesshe
know what's going ortpo?"

"Of courseshe does!" Diane answered without thinking. "I me&e does!"
"She yourdaughteror something? | didn't think you weoéd enough..."
"Janic&" the shivering man pleaded. "It... i'& John"

Her eyes growing wide, she immediately tried totsha door. No! Get
heraway She'scrazy"

Stopping the door with her foot, Diane pushed hay w with John in tow.
"Mrs. Brookes! We need yolnelp"



Backing away from John in terror, she was stambdn the beating on th
basement door became frantic, making her turn dveay the intruders a
moment before turning back to face them once mi@e. goaway We
can't help you! John's taarly! He's stillcrazy"

Closing the door behind him, John pulled the capjanket off, letting his
true appearance showldhice I'm notcrazy I'm scared yes!Terrified
really, but notrazy | need youthelp JaniceMWeneed your help!"

Swallowing hard, Janice looked in his eyes cargffou... you have full
control? Sofast? How's thapossibl® You must have gotten infected las
montH This should only be your second night! How cam yave control
already?"

"Pleasé¢" John begged. "Whatlsappeningo me!Whyis it happening?"
Hearing the pounding grow louder and more furitwéscouldn't help but
turn to the locked door as it shook and threat¢adly apart.

Shaking her head, Janice rushed up to the tRlea’s¢ You haveto go! I'll
explaintomorrow alright? You can'staythough or she'kill him trying to
get free... to get tgou" she cried, finishing by looking at John.

Taking John's hand, Diane nodded in understantig... we'll be back
tomorrow! Come on, Joan!" she ordered, pullingtdrefied man out the
door and back to their car. Once both were baenohshe was about the
start the engine, they heard the pounding slowstoja. Pulling back onto
the highway, she took a breath and let it out sjowl

"That was..intensé" she stated obviously.
Unable to hold back the emotions anymore, Johnl ¢reavily. "He... she

was amonstel That's what's going to happenn@ You have tdeaveme,
Diane!Rur Just... drop me offierg driveaway, and never comieack"



"Stopit!" she shouted.Damnit, Joan! I'mneverleaving you! Get that
through youmead You can'tmakeme go! There's a wayut of this and
we're gonna find itogethel You hearme?"

Sniffing back the tears, John nodded. "O... OKl just... | saw the look Ir
Janice's eyes! She was secared Not for herself but forFrank! | couldn't
standto see you like that!"

Driving in silence a moment, Diane shook her héador as long as we botl
shall live, Joan! No backing out! I'll mEmnedf some stupid curse is gonn
ruin the life we want! You're just going to havetéaigh it out until we find
the way tdbreakit!"

Returning home, the two settled in once more,tthie Diane insisting tha
John wear her long cotton nightie.

"Diand" he whined. "Ishouldn't | can just sleep in the sweats! We knov
I'll be back to normal by morning!"

"...and leaking all over everything, andning my sweatpants she pointed
out. "At leastthis can bebleachedWe'll put a towel on the bed under yol
too... just incase"

Giving in, John grabbed the nightie and trudgedmthe bathroom to get
clean once more, change, and take his final [iéturning fifteen minutes
later, he saw her lying in bed and looking at hgtha came outWhat"

Sighing as she turned over to watch him go ovéigside of the bed, Diane
smiled weakly. "Just remembering our first nightehéove."

Scoffing, John shook his head. "Yeah... beforechbse dreak"

"That's not what | meant!" she raised her voicendAlon't call yourself a
freak Thatmy husbangou're insulting!"



Pausing before climbing into bed, John took a Iraad calmed himself.
"I know. I'msorry, honey. I... I'll try to bdoetter" Getting into their sharec
bed, he once more found it impossible to get cotabide on his left side. "
missholdingyou at night." he choked up.

With a gentle pull, Diane rolled him onto his bdxore laying her head
on his cushioned chest carefully. Settling in asvhepped a thin arm
around her back, she nuzzled his neck. "I misshading me, too."

Lying in silence a moment, John pushed away theel&sget her away
from touching his skin; the sensation making his skawl. Enduring it a
bit, he tried to think of somethingnythingelse. "Honey? Why were you
thinking of our first night here?"

Smiling happily, his wife hummed. "Mmm!"

"Oh!" he began to understand. "I... | just wanted forst night here to be...
um...memorablé' his soft voice lilted almost happily.

"It wad" she cooed.

When at last he started to feel sleep begin tonckam, his eyes drifting
closed heavily, his last thought was of Diane aoa lwonderful it felt that
first night in her dream home to make her so hagpy fulfilled.

That's what love's all aboulhe thoughtMaking her happy!



Chapter 4 - The Curse of the Werewoman

Pulling up in the same driveway they'd been inrtight before, John turned
off the motor and sighed. "OK, so lets go find wniat the hell we can do
about this mess!"

Both climbed out of John's car and walked up todiher together. The
morning was still cold from the near frost of thght before and the early
morning fog had only just lifted before gettingtive car to drive to the
Brookes' new home.

Knocking on the door while Dianne shivered and Keptarms wrapped
around herself, John wrapped an arm around hewaridd.

Opening the door quickly, Janice waved them in."€an! Come in! It's
freezingout there!"

Entering and relishing the warmth of the room, [@idmok her heavy coat
off. "Thanks!" she stated through chattering teeth.

Stamping his feet to get warm, John likewise toskcoat off and hung it
on the hook before taking his wife's and doingsame.

"Cup of coffee to get warm?" Janice offered aslstaded for the kitchen.

"Pleasé¢" Diane begged. "Anything to wrap my hands arosamhething
warm'"

Sitting at the kitchen table, the two waited whiinice prepared her gues
drinks. As she did so, there was a harsh knockemasement door.

"Janice! Lemmeut"



Moving quickly, she unlatched the bolt that wasgkeg the wooden bar ir
place. Sorry, Frank!" Lifting it free, she unlocked the knobdathrew the
deadbolt open before stepping back quickly.

"Well it's about fu..." Frank began before seeimaf they had guests and
stopping cold.

"Frank?" Janice tried to calm him down. "You remembemJblenderson,
right? The man that sold us tlineusé&"

Stepping into the room and slamming the basemamtcosed, he grabbed
kitchen chair and turned it around to straddleatKkwards. "So what's the
beef We forget twign somthin'?"

Diane took the initiative to try and thaw the maaoysmood, sticking her
hand out toward him. "I'm Diane Henderson! I'm dgia&now you Frank!"

Looking at her hand suspiciously, Frank slowly tao&nd gave it a single
shake. "Mrs. Henderson." he said curtly. "This sikxmea 'welcome to the
neighborhood' social call, then?" Seeing his wifegown two cups of

coffee for their guests, he nodded toward the kiciThere more o' that?

Looking at him sternly, Janice narrowed her ey¥gs, and you know wher:
thecupsare!" she snapped, taking a seat of her own.

Holding up his hands in mock surrender, Frank siqgmdnd headed for th
kitchen in silence. Making his own cup, he glanoedr at the two intruders.
"So then... why're ydiere?"

Standing up, John stepped closer to the man. "akigzdu closed on the
house, | forgot to give you your complimentary ¢pfisket. My boss insistec
| deliver it, personally so | drove out here and arrived... just asienset’

Snorting, the man poured sugar in his cup. "SometiFrancine | take it."



"More thanmether, I'm afraid." John sighed. "She... umouscratched my
arm... prettybadly." he hinted, rubbing the long-healed wound thaghmi
never really heal.

His innuendo brought Frank's head up with an alraadible snap. "I... |
mean,shescratched ya'?" Seeing John nod, he pursed Bisuig walked
back to the table with his cup. "Let's see... Wixa$ 'bout anonthago, so...
welcome to thesuckageclub, Johnny!" Taking his backward seat once mc
he sipped the beverage calmly. "I hope ya' wepamtin' here to figure ou
how ta' gebut of this mess, 'cause itlepossible You can't"

"That's notrue, Frank!" Janice barked. "Just becavsacouldn't break the
curse doesn't mean..."

"No man can do it!" he snapped back. "iit'gpossiblé That stupid witch
knewthat when shdid it! It's unbreakablé'

"Waita moment!" Diane interrupted their argumel¥Hatwitch?What
curse? | mean, what's actually goo@ Why is John turning into\aoman
every night? | thought it was something likevarewolf but as avoman"

"She calls it averewoman' John quipped as he sat back down with the
other three.

Snorting his coffee, Frank sputtered for a momefoig grabbing a napkil
and wiping his face. As he did so, Janice stadegldgle with Diane shortly
behind her. John just smiled weakly.

Throwing the napkin down, Frank huffedritie! Make fun a' theursed
guys! OK,yeal Sheis like a freakin' werewolf, onlyorsée At least a wolf
serves gurposeé This bitch is jus' a shriekimarpy Right John?"

Their laughter dying, John furrowed his brow. "l.sawyouthat way."



Shaking his head, Frank scoffed. "Hate ta' telbyaldy, but you did the
exact same thinfast night! Don't feel bad, | didn't rememberigdtfeither.
Now I'mglad | don't!"

"Frank?" Janice interjected. "Um... John haselast night... incontrol!"
Looking shocked, he turned to the man sitting ®l&it. "How the hell ya'
managehat!? Took me foumonthsta' get control, for all thgoodit did!
I'm glad | lose control now! At least outta control, | do®membemnothin’
and all | 'member is bein'quyall the time!"

"What aboutlanice though?" Diane wondered. "She wadeswoified for you
last night!"

"Betterthat than thealternativé" he muttered.
"Whatalternative?" John wondered.

"Being achick" he shouted.Worse being a chick on theag every time!
The PMS is ba@nough'

"You getPMS?" Diane asked clinically. "I mean, how it thpissiblé"

"That's just what Frank calls the bleeding whes eguy form during the
days that's he's Francine at night." Janice exgtaitit's notreally PMS."

"How can Frank bleed during tlgay?" she pressed. "I'mraurse | know
enough to know that's npossible"

Looking at her blankly, Janice furrowed her bro®idn't John have the pail
before the change last night? Followed by a |dilobd?"

"Yed" Diane answered.Waymore than menstrual bleeding!"



"Not if you can't getid of it all day!" Frank grumbled. "That's why it all
comes out abncewhen ya' change on the second day... anththe..
fourth... fifth... sixth.. andseventidays! By the time the change gelsse
it feels like yerbelly's'bout to burst!"

Finally understanding what happened the eveningreeDiane nodded. "
seé Yes! That makesenstéExcept where's the bloambmingfrom during
the day? Men don't have an endometriurshted"

"Wedo." Frank groused. "Even guyform that week, we got all the interne
plumbing! Just no way in ayut! It goes away after the week's over and
get three whole weeks ta' just be norguayd"

"How do youknowthis?" John asked in awe.

Blushing, Janice looked away. "We... um... we stog®nogram machine
last year, when we were still trying to end thesetir

"Not too hard to figure out how ta' use if you have theetini Frank pointed
out. "...and thenotivation"

"Plus there's thbook" Janice offered.

"Janicé" Frank yelled. "Now don't go gettin' thehopesup with that stupid
booknonsense! It didn't work fand" Grabbing his belly, he groaned.

"Bad already?" Janice winced in sympathy for him.

Nodding silently, her husband settled his nervebvaas able to relax. "One
of theworstparts! The more ydight it, the worse igetd"

Getting up, Janice headed into the living roomflyri® return with an old
leather-bound tomb. "We found this in the libramtown."



"Supposediyit wasbroughthere by the rat bastard that broughtahese
with him! Then made sure ta' spreadnbunda little!"

"How did youget the curse?" John wondered.

"Pft!" he half-heartedly laughed. "I was working latdlee shop one night
and this crazy bitch starts bangin' on the doooufiinit maybe she was in
trouble, like bein' chased byrapist or somethin’, so stupid me goes and
opens the door! Then shé& me and ran off!"

"So you have no idea who it was?" Diane queried.

"Not a friggin'clud" he spat bitterly. "If knew I'd of beat his fooheadin
by now!"

Taking the book carefully, Diane opened it to a-éaged section. "The
Curse of Maggie Greendale." she read aloud.

"That's the bitch that started the whole thing!amk hissed.

"Maggie Greendale lived in East Lyme, Connectiauiie mid to late sixteel
hundreds." she continued. "She was accused of evatthn sixteen-eighty
and was said to have cursed her accusers, spégifitea men of the village,
with an unending torment that she claimed no marndcescape."

"They ain'tkiddin', neither!" Frank continued to complain. "Thereisanay
any man could ever do whsitedemanded!"

"The next page has the actual text of the cursaité offered. "That's the
only importantpart.”

Turning the crackling paper, Diane started reading.



"Swift curse shall doom yer' childless men,
taken by the moon and then,
stricken by the blood they'll be,
sev'n days, the same as we!

No man can face the lunacy!
His mind would break and rage she'll see!
With ev'ry push to fight his fate,
the ire shall take him from his mate!

Only way to fight this curse,
to bend on knee will quench its thirst!
A year plus one she will abide,
and her face he must not hide!

'Er by that day she must control,
by night she lives, the day's his role.
What more, he must accept his place,
abiding hap'ly with her face!

One last task, to end this way
his wife must give her heart away
to she alone, else face the rage!
Their hearts entwined shall be assuaged!

By day the man, by night the she
which one to chose, his choice must be!
Guess the hidden hope of wife

and locked he'll be that way for life!

But guess he wrong and break her heart
then ne'er shall go his counterpart!
For only death shall stop their blood
each lunar time, her frenzied flood!"



Silence filled the room as the four pondered theds@ moment.

Janice cleared her throat before continuing. "Adtcw to some experts or
the occult, ifanyonecould ever meet the conditions of the curse apdlor
it, it would freeeveryoneafflicted! Something about the way she worded t
second-to-last line."

"Hogwash" Frank spewed. "We didverythingthere and it didn\work!"

Looking at her husband, Janice shook her head. f¥verreally embraced
being Francinei-rank! You couldn't jusipretendto! | told you that!"

"What's this?" John asked curiously.

"It's a reference to the fourth stanza." Janicdamed coolly. "See?What
more, he must accept his place, abiding hap'ly Wwahface!'lt means that
a man with the curse has to learretobracebeing his female half."

"Fat chance ofhat" Frank scoffed. "Hard tembraceat when it's nothing
but bleeding, bloateanisery | ain't heardyou ever 'embrace' being a wome
when it'syour time bleedin'! You complain nearly as mucha"

Closing the book carefully, Diane put her hand$ @motectively. "May...
may we take thisvith us? I'd like to study it more."

"Take it and goodiddancé" Frank waved at the book dismissively. "It's
just a bunch ohooey Some nonsense sorgeekwrote down about local
folklore that prob'ly ain't got nothin' ta' do witihis bloody curse! It's like
yousaid! It's likewerewolvesOnly way out is ta' eat a silver bullet!"
"Frank!" Janice whined. "Yolknowit's true! It all fits together too well!"

Dismissing her insistence with a wave, he got upwwalked away.



Hearing the bedroom door slam, Janice winced. "&lelays a little cranky
after a night... um..."

"We understand." Diane smiled sympathetically. "$¥euldgo. You've
told us pretty much all there is to know and yoweé yourown problems
to deal with! Can we have your number if we have @tner questions?"

Giving Diane her cell phone number, the two gotyei leave before Frank
re-emerged. As they walked out the door, Janicéesmeakly at Diane. "
heard you call hindoanlast night. It'snice Maybe Joan cado it... break
the curse, | mean. It... it's all the hope | haafe Frank used to be so swe
and nice before all this. Now he's frustrated amgiyaall the time."

"We'll try." Diane offered, giving the woman a quick hug befdeparting.

Driving them back home, John started thinking. "egh Abouttomorrow
How'm | gonna work it? The office doesn't closelusgvenwhich is an
hour and a half after sunset! Same for all teek"

Thinking hard, she smiled. "Remember when you etiaat the agency,
sweetie? Remember what Mrs. Moon said to me?"

"Um... something about if you ever needed anythahg@,d be glad to help?"

"She said that if | ever needed you hogaglier she'd arrange it so you'd |
home when heededyou to be! Sh&newwe were newlyweds and was
probably thinking of how peoplasuallyare when they're just starting ou
You know, can't keep thelrandsoff each other?"

"Most newlyweds haven't beelating six years first." he pointed out. "No
much aroundhere anyway! You get two kinds... the ones that geiriad
right away so they're not 'sinning out of wedlamkd the ones thatever
get married and justhack-uphe rest of their lives!"



"l thought you'dneversay yes!" Diane beamed.

"Yeah, well | had to quit shaming the family!" haipped before chuckling
lightly. Regretting it almost immediately, Johnigib@d his stomach. "Oo0
Thatone hurt!"

"Don't theyall ?"

Nodding sideways, he conceded the point. "True ghotlihat one tried to
reach out andrab me though."

Lost in thought a while, the rest of the trip howes quiet. When they at
last were back inside, Diane put the book down@ehed it to the curse.
"John? | was thinking about your cramps and theeuristen tdhis part.
'No man can face the lunacy. His mind would breadk @age she'll seel'
think there's something that."

"So that's why | keep feeling those drives to bgratike Francine?" he
wondered as he sat on the couch.

"l don't think 'rage' means anger in this cased'slpposed. "Look, in the
other passages, anger is written as 'ire' or WeRage appears twickere
andhere" she pointed at the text.

Nodding, he accepted her point. "OK, so what dagemeanthen?"

"l think it might be some old-world way of sayiecgamps John!Think
about it! When are your cramps twerst?"

"Right beforesunset' he shuddered.

"I mean just theramps not the pressure because you can't release unt
you change. Isn't thered#ferencebetween the two?"



Thinking hard, he nodded. "Comettonk of it, yes. Theres a difference.
The cramps are morespasmy.. like a Charley Horse in my belly. The one
before sunset are more like when you're badlystipatedIt justhurts”

"l think we can reduce the cramps, John!"

"How?" he asked her seriously.

"Um... you won'tike it." she warned him.

"Justtell me, honey!" John almost begged.

Taking a breath, Diane put her idea forward. "hkhlaggie was saying
that when you fight the curse, it brings the 'ragdie cramps. See the
word lunacy there? As in Luna? The Moon?"

"So that's what ties the change to the phase ahtten?" he asked.

"No, that's the linetaken by the moonWWhat | thinkthis line means refers
to when people used to think that the Moon causadnessThat's why they
called itlunacy. Another word for crazy back then wiagsterical from the

Latin wordhystericus meaning 'of the womb'. Tie the twagetherand..."

"...you getNo man can face the wonithe filled in her blank. "OK, so if
hecan'tface it, then hidmind would break'He... um... he goagazy?"

"I don'tthink so. I think 'break' there is more likebelling.. like breaking
free? So the line then readslo man can face the idea of being a womar
he'll rebel against it and get cramp's'

Looking at her, John thought a moment before hesayent wide. "Like that
first night we went to the Brookes' and | triedaalk like myself... like a
man... and | got that bad cramp!"



"Exactly" Diane smiled.

John's enthusiasm died as he followed the thowgig tiltimate conclusion.
"That means to make thieearable | have to stop trying to act likayself"

"...and stodighting it." she added. "That lin&)nly way to fight this curse.
to bend on knee will guench its thisTo 'bend on knee' means to subm
to what someone @omethingelse wants, and not whahuwant."

Taking it all in, John nodded. "So in order to reelthe cramps and hope
to end the curse, | have lbe a woman seven nights a montkillingly...
and eventually learn tdke it, in spiteof the fact that that the only time |
amone I'mmenstruatin@"

"l think you cando it, John!" his wife took his hand and squeezeddt.
all the men that have ever gotten this, how manhed wanted to be a
girl when they were little? You just have to reach ke embrace that
little girl inside you and let her loose!"

"There's mordo it, though." he scowled. "It say#, year plus one'l have
to keep it up for a year and a day, I'm guessind,laan't hide away like
she's nothere"

"So Joan has to become part of our household."daaeepted. "We have
to treat Joan when you're her like ri@maland not keep it hidden away,
the way Frank locks himself up when he's FranciRedding on, she bit
her lower lip. "This part's interestintis wife must give her heart away t
she alone, else face the ragedes that mean whathink it means?"

Nodding, John looked away embarrassedly. "l..inklsao. It... it means you
have to fall in love withloan So that'st, then! 'mdoomed That's not even
fair! That's not anything | can do anything about!"



"Yes it is!" she insisted. "Sweetie, it means yawditowantme to love
Joan! Ifyoudon't,l can't... but if youwo..."

Looking in her eyes, John smiled shylyheir hearts entwined shall be
assuaged.

"It's the wayout!" Diane smiled back. "We just go on with life &®tgh you
being Joan imormal You accept it and juginjoybeing a woman without
fighting it or trying to 'man-up’, we contindeving each other as though thi:
IS agoodthing, and then..." She paused as she lookea dashstanzas and
furrowed her brow. "This part I'm netireabout. Caryoumake sense of it?"

Nodding, he turned away. "I'm pretty sure it's sgythat at the end of the
year and a day | have to pick if | want to live tiest of my life as a man o
as a woman. Evemore | have to pick whayouwant me to be without you

telling me. See that parGuess the hidden hope of wXé&o after a year o
living and loving together as bothanand wife andvomanand wife, | have

to guesswhich one you lovenore”

"That'seasy" she purred, wrapping an arm around his shouldélisvant
whateveryouwant!"

"I don't think it's thasimple" he grimaced. "l think the cur&@owswhat
we hide even fronourselvesand that after a year, youll want one over
the other... even if you dorkhowit! That's the 'hidden hope' part. | gues
I'm supposed to know you well enough to be abkeltpeven if youcan't"

Hugging him one-armed, Diane still smiled. "Why tdlave cross that bridge
when wegetto it! In themeantime, we know Joan is here to stay for a we
out of each month. Back mractical concerns."

"The one | can't get out of my head is what thé¢ Ihalsupposed to do abou
the Halloween party Wednesday!" John whined. "l m&acky'sexpecting
me and | won't bedonethis month until Friday morning!"



Smirking, Diane couldn't help herself. "Well, yooutd always go a3oan
| mean, therés a resemblance!"

"Ha, ha!" he sneered. "l don't look anythihge John as Joan!"

Raising an eyebrow, his wife looked at her cargfulReferring to yourself
In the third person now? Or is John someelsenow?"

Scowling and biting his lower lip, John tried tgoéadn. "I almosthaveto
think of Joan as a different person. | need togusivith theflow here and
not fight what comesaturally to me. Getting back to Halloween though,
don't think Joan could pass as John in drag!"

Thinking about how Joan looked critically, Dian@shk her head. "No... |
think you could pulit off! Your face isgenerallythe same... a littieoundey,
but your eyes, nosand general facial structure is still there. Ihfacus my
eyes and ignore the hair, it's hard to tell théedénce. Add a lot of makeu
and people could fall for it! Besides, | don't thiyou have anghoicé You
don't show and your sister willl you!"

"I know" he sighed. "l wish | could remember being Jodrew| was little
better, though. It mighthelp."

"Maybe you should as¥icky. She was older, so maybe she remembers n
than you do. Going to the party as Joan should &gk the ice!”

"You still plan an going as 'the naughty nurse'?"

"No." Diane sighed. "Given that you won't be goagyDr. Feelgood, it jus
seemgdrashy | need something that matches wyti | can't pull off aguy
costume, though!" Thinking a moment, she got algviook on her face.
"Sweetie? What would you think if we wentlasoker®"



Looking at Diane as though she'd gone 'round tinel o#&ohn slowly shook
his head. "Are yogeriou® I'm just gettingisedto the idea and you want
me to go out in public dressed likeramp? With guysogling me?"

"You didn't seem to mind the idea of guys beingedbloglemeas your
naughty nurse!" she countered. "Turnabout'sdky, sweetie!"

Blushing heavily, John looked away. "Youfrght. It is fair. The difference
IS that you've haglearsto get used to the idea of being stared at! lag h
like two dayg"

"Trial by fire, sweetie!" Diane chuckledEVerygirl has had a first time ou
wearing something a little less than 'proper’, aiddt withoutpracticd So
welcome to the club, sweetie!"

Smiling slightly at feeling included, John thouglitout it a moment. "Um...
a... alright. If it's whayouwant to do, honey."

Leaning over, Diane kissed his cheek genflyustme, love! You'll have &
blast Now aboutwork..."

Spending an hour looking at online lunar calendaurayise and sunset time:
and when Joan's 'time of the month' was due tbatarend for the next
several months, the two managed to hash out a Wwierkahedule.

Grabbing her phone, Diane looked through her cémtaad pressed a buttol
Putting the phone to her ear, she only had to asmmbment. "HelloBarb?
It's Diane!"

"Diand" Barbara Moon smiled. "Good teearfrom you! How's John?"

"Oh, John'dine!" she replied absently. "Listen, remember whemJsthrted
and you offered to let him work a different schedilll needed him to? Well



| needhim to! He can't work past five for a while. Hleed him home by
five-ten at the latest for the foreseeable future!"

"Scheduling problems at the hospital?" Barbara dskeiously.

"You know how it is!" she didn't really answer. "@\nhthink nurses are jus
machines! Wind us up and we can godays right?"

Laughing, Barbara nodded. "Yes! Myotherwas a nurse, so | understan
That's why loffered | knewit was just a matter of time before you need:
his schedule to be flexible! Looks like'll be doing most of the cooking an
cleaning around the house for a bit whiteiwear the pants in the family!

"You have nadea Barb!" she quipped lightly. "l just need someraxielp
for a bit while we get our schedules sorted outbBbly just over the winter.
After that he should be able to go back to the lstbedule.”

"That's fine withm@&" Barbara beamed. "We usually have shorter haurs
the winteranywaybecause so few peopigovethat time of the year, these
last fewespecially We'll just move to the winter schedule a litdarly!"

"Sounds like it'll work out good fagveryondahen!" Diane pointed out. "Sc
John will be in a little earlier tomorrow, then.u#a good?"

"Sounddfine, Diane! Tell him I'll see him at eight-thirty amé can leave a
five! Since you live so close, he should be ablgdbthere in time to cook
dinner for you every night!" she giggled.

"Thanks Barb! See you lateByd" Hanging up, she smiled at Johiheré
You're working eight-thirty to five from now on, seork is solved!"

"That still leaves Christmas Night and New Yearg &g problems, though.
can't exactly have dinner at Vicky's housdaar" he complained. "Dad
would have aonniptionand think of hekidd"



"That's a problem for two months from now." Diaraéneed him. "As for
New Year'syou won't be up for going out that nigilrtywaysince the first
few days are always thveorst"

"But it's our first New Year's Eve!" John fussedwanted it to bespecial”

"We'll haveotherNew Year's Eves together!" she comforted. "Besid'as
not like we haven't spent the |&st together!"

"But this was the first one together as a marceudple”

"We'll just have to beg off party invites and sag want to spend dlond
People will understand!”

Nodding in reluctant acceptance, John looked at tbagh schedule. "I
guess those are all theajor problems for now."

"Nope!" Diane continued. "There's onwre We'll need to set aside this
evening to go shopping for clothes for Joan. Wetcgnwith you as John
because you'll need to try things on, so we'll taweait until sundown.
You'll get dressed and we'll go out and get youtlinggs you'll need. Just
the basics... bras, underwear, some simple toppamd... Oh! and a reall
sexy outfit for Halloween!"

Groaning, John leaned on his hands. "You're reghousabout thataren't
you? Youseriouslywanna see me dressedsalltty?"

Wrapping her arms around him, Diane kissed him lgeé&pweetie? | can't
wait to see it!"



Chapter 5 - Holiday Surprises

The shopping trip Sunday evening wasn't nearlyaalsas John thought it
would be. He'd had difficulty at first, thinking ahy minute people would
start pointing and laughing at him, shouting 'dloaés like a lady' or things
like that, but his transformation was flawless ohe&l stopped fighting it
and just went with the flow.

By the time they'd reached Mauricio's, a local wolselothing store, afte
having gotten more to wear than sweats at the eahy's and changing at
gas station, Joan was starting to come into her own

The next morning Joan was still there when thenalaent off.

"Sweetie! Time for you to get up!" Diane groanedshs shook the woman's
shoulder. Joart Come on! Wake up!"

Her eyes cracking open slowly, Joan looked at hfsr bleary-eyed. "Huh”
What is it?"

"You need to get ready for work." Diane yawnedlas ieset the alarm for
her own wakeup two hours later.

Dragging herself into the bathroom, Joan stopped@wked at herself in
the mirror. Her mind only slowly returning to rdglishe gasped in panic
moment before remembering that the moon wasn'tcggajto set and the
sun rise until nearly eight-twenty, the time whée svould revert back to
John and leave to get to work on time.

Showering and drying off quickly, she took a fewnates to dry and style
her hair, even knowing it would soon be gone. Dngss her women's
underwear and a pad, just in case, she put onsJpants and shirt, waitin
to button them up after she changed back. Graldbinite to eat, she waited
patiently as the sky brightened and she felt heylmegin to change.



With an almost melancholy sadness, she watcheldrkasts vanish into her
body and felt her hair withdraw into her scalp.®uoing up her top and
pants, she grabbed her wallet and keys, giving®@aquick kiss before
running out the door to another day of work.

All day Joan felt different. Her cramps were mininteer attitude was more
relaxed, and she even engaged in a little 'gkl taith Barbara when on a
break. By the time five o'clock approached, shddtbarely notice the
feeling in her belly, like she'd held going to the¢hroom too long instead
of feeling like she was about to explode.

"Can you lock up on the way out, John?" Barbaraasfgrabbing her purse.

"Sure thing!" Joan chirped. "I'll be leaving rigittfive! Just finishing up a
few things before | close out! Have a good niglarB"

Pausing to look at her most dedicated employedydarnad noticed Joan's
change in behavior all day, but couldn't figure joist what was different.
Shrugging it off, she smiled back. "Alright, JohWdu betterget on home!
Dianeneedsyou! See you tomorrow! Oh! One more thing! Wedrsskl
expect you to be inostuméWe're having a long Halloween lunch and a
the girls in the office will be dressing up, saxpectyouto as well!"

Pausing a moment, he nodded briefly. "O... OK, Mtson. I'll try not to
disappoint!"

Driving home after locking up, Joan could feel ém@ange coming. The ache
In her arm was noticeable since the one in hey belsn't as much. When
she pulled into her driveway, she glanced up talsedast rays of the sun
wink away. Looking over her shoulder, she saw thlenfioon rising and felt
the pressure on her chest. Racing quickly, shdybar@naged to get inside
and to the bathroom before her privates shiftedralehsed a full day of
menstruation at one go into the toilet.



Sighing in relief, she stripped John's shirt, sieges, and pants off. Running
hand through her hair, she smiled at the feelinghasgot re-dressed in he
own slacks and top. Looking at the pants and thay tivey hung on her hips
she thoughtl wonder if | could just weatheseslacks to work? | think they'c
fit John all right with a belt to keep them uphbsild try that tomorrow!

Smiling as she began getting dinner ready, shedftwainself humming a tung
from her childhood and thinking how happy Diane lgdoe to come home
to a nice meal, clean house, and attentive wifasidg on that last though
a moment, she dismissed her concerns and resuméd®y homemaking.

Diane came in the door tired and irritable. Expegthat she'd have to sts
dinner as it was her night, she was surprised ésthell of something she
loved. "I'mhomeé" she shouted toward the kitchen, rewarded bysthlt

of Joan almost skipping over to the front door teeg her.

"Welcomehome honey!" Joan sang, taking the woman's purse acick{
to hang them up. "Dinner should be ready in abiftgen, so if you want a
shower first, you have time... or you could jusaxeand I'll bring dinner to
you when it's done! How was your day?"

Stunned at the cheery and almost bubbly attitudeigpiay in front of her,
Diane shook her head to try and clear it. "Um...lIlddove a shower! | stink
of hand sanitizer! | thought it wasy night to cook?"

"Oh! Well, | washome | had nothindgetterto do after straightening up a
little, so | thought I'd save you the trouble amanper you! Did you have
hard day, honey? You look tired!" Wrapping her aarsund Diane, Joan
put a quick kiss on her wife's lips without evemking.

The stunned feeling she felt flew into overdrivealaes woman her husbanc
had become kissed her as though it was all a ghrfearmal and everyda
occurrence, ignoring the fact that it was the firste she'd ever been kissec



by a woman in her life. Unsure how to react andweamting to hurt Joan's
feelings, she tried to address the issue delicately

"What the actuahell, Joan?" she asked calmly. "Um... you kistedme."

Furrowing her brow, Joan shook her head in confusiodon't understand
| kiss you all thdimd" she finished with a loving smile.

Taking Joan's hand, Diane led her to the couclt teest to her. "Joan, I've
never actually been kissed by a.wa@man.. before. | thought we'd sort of
work up to that...eventually"

Her eyes widening as realization dawned on hemoat easily she'd slippec
Into the life of Joan without a thought, she feltlty that she'd abandoned
her masculine traits, followed immediately by aesevcramp that doublec
her over. "Oh! [... I'm sgorry, Diane! I... | wasn'thinkingabout it! I... |

just did what felhormal I'm sorry!" she winced through another cramp.

Seeing the instant change in her spouse and trekmgapain she was nov
In trying to not be feminine, Diane felt her hedirbp. 'No, sweetie! It... it's
my fault! You were doingexactlywhat we talked about, and | just messed
all up because... well... you sort of blew my minatk therePleasedon't
think you need to bmanlyfor me tolove you, OK?"

Relaxing as her wife back-peddled on her reactaloaain's behavior, she
closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and did whatght. Opening them
again, she smiled widely as the cramps faded.OIKshoney! | understand!
| didn't meanto rush things! We'll go atour pace, alright?" Getting up, she
helped Diane to stand as well. "Let me go finigtmeér,yougo relax and
get clean, we'll eat, talk, and see what we wadbtafter | do the dishes!"

Watching Joan trot off to the kitchen, Diane bit tengue and went off to
take her shower and think.



While they ate, Joan couldn't help but watch Dieae a dreamy expressior
on her face the whole time and nearly forgettingdabherself. Nibbling at
her salad, Joan began humming the tune againnltds® moment.

For her part, Diane was nervous. Joan's behavisiaedering on bazaar.
Finishing a bite of spaghetti, she put her fork doWloan? Why'd you offer
to do the dishes after cooking and cleaning? Yaawkaur rule! Whoever

cooks, the other one cleans up!"

"I'm just trying to do what comeasaturally, honey." she explained simply
"It's funny... but | think Maggie put that thing about theraps in to act as
some kind ofyuide I... | think she actually just wanted menutaderstand
women! If they would have justsedthe cramps the way Maggm@ended
they would havendedthis curse long ago!"

"What're youtalking about?" Diane puzzled. "Using cramps agi@le?"

"Yeah!" Joan sang. "See, anytime | think about wWisttiould be doing or
how | should be acting, | think about them and feeh reaction. If | start
to feel a cramp coming on, | know it's the wronmgh If | don'tfeel one, |
know it's OK! See? And iwvorkd I've hardly had any cramps aay"

Seeing the logic of it, Diane shrugged and tooklagrabite. "Still, you don't
have to become sons¢epfordwife! | can still do my share!"

"l... I don't know that yowan" Joan lightly objected. "Remember, Magg
lived in the seventeenth century. Back then, womere expected to be
domestic and subservient. If Maggie tied the ctwgose ideals, then I'll
have to comport myself to those ideals if | wanatoid the cramps.”

"Surely that doesn't mean | can't be an egaainerin the housework!"
Diane rejected the idea. "Look, after dinn#r,do the dishes and you can
relax! You worked all daytoo!"



"Speaking of work," Joan segued, "Barb told me Watinesday | have to
wear a costume. She doesn't want the other gitlsiffice to think I'm
trying to make thenook bad if | don't wear one too."

"Well, you still have that Doctor's costume." sloenped out, deciding to
not even touch Joan's use of '‘other girls'. "Asié&awvon't go to waste! By
the way... howdid work go?"

"It wasfine!l" Joan chirped happily.Gettingthere on time was tricky. | didn
change back until it was almost time to leave, Bad a bit of five-o'clock
shadow when | got there. I'll have to try and shae®re | change tomorrow
to see if I'm still fresh-shaven the next morniNgt enoughimeto squeeze
it in! Oh! | was also going to try and just weaay slacks to work instead o
John'sslacks, so | can be ready quicker! What do youkPil

Pausing to consider the question, she nodded akdatmother bite. "Slack:
are slacks." she talked around her food. "I donlgbae would evenotice
the difference. If ihelpsyou, I'll support you!"

Giddily smiling, Joan took another bite of salad a@sumed her starry-
eyed observation of Diane enjoying her meal. Whamafe began doing
the dishes however, the cramps returned with aeamoe.

"Honey?" Joan moaned. "l... | think | need to datthshe held her belly.

Turning the water off, Diane moved over next to &wed held her. "Oh,
Joar This just isn'tfair! You work all day, then come home and have tc
do all the housework and cooking! Maybe | shoull ta Barb about
cutting back your hours?"

"No!" Joan whined. "Waeedmy job, honey! If we ever want kids, we nee
to plan ahead and save! You make more hourly tltkm but my bonuses
are ourfuture | can't earn them as a part-time agent! Gulittime agents
get sales bonuses!"



"Alright!" she threw up her hands in surrender as she wdtdban put the
apron on and begin doing the dishes; the paindddader face dissolving
Into one of relief as she started cleaning. Shakeghead, she wandered
off to the living room to pick a movie for themwaatch together, as was
their usual habit.

That night as they lay in bed together, Joan chdveedip as Diane began
snuggling in close. "Um... Diane? You... you hawvgiven me a goodnight
kiss since this all started."

Stiffening at the suggestion that she didn't los@n] she pulled away. "I...
| know I... it'shard for me, OK? lloveyou, but... um..."

"You aren'tattractedto me." Joan sighed. "It's OK. I... I'll learnltee with
it. I'm sorry | brought it up. Goodnight, Diandole you."

Feeling Joan roll over so that her back was to bieme felt terribleHere

| am, with Joan stuck having to follow some sew@ritecentury witch's idea
of showing a man what it's like to be a woman, lacah't even give her a
little encouragement or hop&esolving to fix it right away, she pulled or
Joan's shoulder until she lying on her back ag&fithout a word, Diane
slowly closed in close to Joan's sad face. Remantpgrst who the woman
In bed with her was, she closed her eyes and fréssdips against Joan'

Melting into the kiss, Joan's body exploded in ge3dNrapping her arms
around Diane, she pulled her close and returnedisisewvith fervor. When
at last it ended, Joan panted with a hunger sle/drrknown as a man.
"Wow!" she sighed. "Ishatwhat | do to you when | kiss you?"

"What'sthat?" Diane asked playfully through a smile.

"You melted mybrain!" Joan laughed.



Smiling down at her, Diane brushed the woman's ®asgle slowly and
gently. "Something like that, yeah!" Caressing Joéace, she sighed. "Feel
better now?"

"I'd have been happy with just a peck on the ligaldn confessed. "That
wentway beyond happy!"

"Good" she replied as she moved down to snuggle Jaain. "Then go to
sleep We have early mornings from now on!"

The next day was fairly uneventful. Joan got upsded in a clean pair of
women's slacks, put on her bra and a camisole,gbeane of John's shirt
on over it with the buttons waiting for her breastyanish again. As she
sat waiting, the feeling of loss was palpable asfsh the change coming.
When at last it was done and she was John agarphugtoned down the
shirt, straightened her tie, and headed off to work

When she left work promptly at five that eveninige $iurried home and
managed to change to a nice blouse and shave likochange filled her
with a warm sense of fulfillment. Making her waydhgh the house, she
picked up and cleaned happily, content to jusbfelher heart and make
their home nice for Diane's return. Starting dinoist as the night before,
she made sure to use as few dishes as possildetemat make her wife
feel bad when she cleaned them later.

After dinner, the two ladies played at trying themstumes' on, Joan getting
her first lesson in makeup by being shown wittto do; making her look
overdone and cheap purpose Laughing together, they cleaned up and
got to bed early, Diane making sure to kiss Joanugmht with more than
a little passion.

Getting up to the alarm on Halloween morning, Jagain went through
her routine, waiting for the sun to rise and dtive woman she'd become



back under her skin to hide behind John. Breatbiogly, she tried not to
cry as the sun began to peak over the easterrnonoriz

Staring at the bright rays, she sighed and begantton John's shirt, only
to find that her breasts were still there. Lookatghe time, she saw it was
getting close to eight-thirty, the sun was well apgd she wastill Joan. In
a panic, she ran to the bedroom and shook herdedgperately.

"Diand" she screeched. "Diane, I'mtrouble Wake up!"

Rousing and looking at Joan, Diane furrowed hewbt®Vhat'swrong?
Waiting for the sun to come up still?"

"It is up, Diane!" she cried. "It's been up for five ntemiand I'm stilJoan
| have to be at work in like three minutes! What lagwing todo?"

Suddenly wide-awake, her wife tried to calm her doVAlright! Don't
panid Let methink!" Processing their options, Diane grabbed her phon
"I'm calling Janice! Maybsheknows what's going on!" Looking up her
number, she dialed it and waited.

Answering the phone exhaustedly, Janice Brookestdeaen look to see
who it was that was calling. "Hello?"

"Janice? It's Diane! Joan didn't change back iatmhis morning! Why?"

"Oh." she dismissed the concern. "It's All Hallokixge. Didn't Itell you that
she'd stay a woman all day and night today?"

"No, Janice." she answered sardonically. "No, I'd rameembered that."
"Sorry." she sighed. "Frank wassacha bad mood that morning, it kinde

threw me off. He's still locked up and hastaythat way until tomorrow
morning. His boss knows that Fran&verworks Halloween anymore."



"Well, at least we know what's goimmg. Thankyou, JaniceHonestly |
don't know what we'do without your help! | gotta go, though! We need
figure something out!"

"It's fine, Diane. Call me later and tell me. Bye."

"Bye!" she replied before hanging up. Turning toearly hysterical Joan,
she sighed. "It's All Hallows Eve. You'll be Joamtilttomorrow morning."

"Oh, God" Joan sank to her knees. "Immned Barb will think I'mditching
work so | don't have to wear a costume! What argaenado?"

"Now don'tpanid"” she repeated. Thinking fast, she smiled. "OKt iibe call
Barb and straighten this out! | céx this, but you have tvust me and do
exactlyas | tell you, OK?"

Nodding as tears began to run down her cheeks,tdo&ra breath to try
and calm down. "A... alright, lovetdust you. Just tell me what @o."

Joan took a breath and held it as she walked tbrahé door of her work.
The sound of her shoes on the sidewalk as she agped nearly an hour
late was unnerving, but she kept her head held Bigiled, and tried to
breathe normally as she opened the door to hedamméar chime.

Barbara Moon looked up from her desk and smiledglsagl. "Welcome to
Blue Moon Real Estate! I'm Barbara Moon, how caelp you?"

Looking at her boss, Joan took a breath. "MornBagp! Sorry I'm late! |
had trouble getting ready this morning and Diang tkahelp!" she stated
In a voice low enough to be passably masctuiiyiag to be feminine.

As Joan spoke, the entire room fell silent. Barlsta@ok her head as she
tried to reconcile the sight before her with thepaygee she'd known the



last year. Looking the woman up and down slowl &iok in the sight
and finally began to smile.

"JohnHendersoH' she nearly laughed. "M§od You look...perfect"

"Actually, the name iSoanHenderson today, Mrs. Moon!" she lilted as sf
strutted to her desk. "If yoneedme, I'll be going through the last quartet
property tax filings! Don't want to slip amdissone!"

Going through the day as though nothing had chanlyeh relaxed into her
role of the woman pretending to be a man pretenairiige a woman shortly
before the lunch party. Laughing along with theeothine ladies who she
worked with, Joan felt a true sense of freedoml@ldnging for the first
time in her life.

When the end of the day finally came around, stagim extra hour to make
up for her lateness, she approached Barbara calytidu.. | hope you didn't
mindthis all day, Mrs. Moon. It waBiane'sidea! | promise I'll be back to
being John tomorrow morning!"

Shaking her head, Barbara smiled. "It's fil@an" she laughed. "You were
fabulousand showed real team spirit, trying to fit in wét us ladies here!
| know it can be hard for a man to work in an adfadlominated by so muct
estrogenbut you don't let it get to you and showed jusatwou're made
of today, John! I'll look forward to seeing you tomow! Goodnight!"

"Goodnight, Barb!" she sighed in relief before sfaked back to her car,
the sound of her heels clicking on the pavementimgaiker smile. Getting
home, she relaxed a bit until she needed to gdiriea the party. Unlike
the outfit she'd worn to work, a powder-blue worednisiness jacket and
skirt, the outfit for her sister's Halloween pangs much moresqué

Pulling both her and Diane's outfits out of theseliband unwrapping therr
from their plastic coverings, Joan took a breatfotgestripping down and



showering, wanting to be fresh and clean for whextélve evening held in
store for her. She was just toweling off when sbartl the front door close.

"I'm in the bathroom, honey!" she shouted as stegldrer hair and wrapped
it the way Diane had taught her. Stepping intoltdeéroom, she watched
Diane collapse on the bed from near exhaustionu"®g, love?"

"Justtired." she sighed as she lay there. "Long day and Isha#g on sleep.
Not your fault, but..." Turning to Joan, she smiled. "Howsyour day?"

"Wonderfu!l" Joan exhaled slowly. "Barb and the rest of tiids wereso
nice! It feltreally good feeling sevelcomedandacceptetiLike | belonged
l... | never got a lot of that growing up." sheidimed sadly.

Sitting up, Diane reached out a hand. "Help mesujgetie! Let's get read
SO we can go see your sister! Maybe she can arsswes questions you'v
had for a long time!"

Pulling up in front of her sister's home, Joan svedd hard. "I... I'm not
sure | cardo this, Diane! | mean... at work it wasiething! | lookednicé
But now? Dressed likéhis? What... what if Vickyfreak<"

"You look fine!" her wife reassured hervibre than fine... you lookot!"
Reaching a hand over, she squeezed Joan's hamd pafling the nervous
woman closer. "Hey, you havethingto worry about, OK? No one'll say
anythingbadabout you! | won'tet them! And if anyoneloes they'll have
meto answer to!" Leaning in quickly, she kissed Jgantly on the lips so
as to not muss their matching lipstick. "Coont Let's go have somen!"

Approaching the door, hand in hand, the two ladtepped as Joan press
the doorbell. Waiting patiently as they listenedhte revelry inside, they
were thankful of the warmer fifty-degree weatheatthight. When at last
the door opened, Joan smiled as she saw herdis&sed in a twenties
flapper costume.



Vicky Eddington looked at the two women standingpet door and her
smile melted. "Um... can | help you ladies? Neeadalions somewhere?"

Smiling, Diane stepped forward slightly. "Hardlyic\y! Aren't we invited
In anymore?"

Recognizing the voice and then the face of heersistlaw, the nearly
thirty-year-old woman's expression brightenddiahe Where'sJohrf?
Who's yourfriend?"

Once more lowering her voice to be soft and sultoan stepped up. "Hi,
Vicky! Like my costume"

Joan's sister was so stunned at the idea thatahew standing at her doc
was her little brother, she nearly fainted. Compgdsierself, she stepped
back to let them in, still speechless.

As the two entered, Diane leaned in close to Jadnanispered in her ear
"By the way, | just thought of something. Make syoel don'tscratchany
mentonight, sweetie!"

Hearing the warning, Joan's expression fell an@umecjust as speechless
as her big sister.



Chapter 6 - A Year Plus One

After several moments standing in the entryway stadng at Joan, Vicky
finally began to crack a smile. "Oh... myGod Johr? Is that reallyou?"

Nodding quickly as she swallowed hard, Joan trekieiep her 'fake femal
voice' even. "l... uh... that is, Diane had an ifieaa better costume than
the same old boring ones! W... what do you thirdd® asked, turning in
place to show off her outfit.

Taking in the sight, Vicky couldn't help but notiitee lovely curves now
seeming to accentuate Joan's natural femininihemsmooth movements.
The 'little black dress' she wore left little tetimagination, though it did
cover enough to see how her brother could stihidden in it all behind
makeup, padding, and hair.

"You look...stunnind" Vicky said at last before moving in to embrace
Joan. Hugging her quickly, she stepped over andksher head as she
hugged her sister-in-law. "Yaeally out-did yourself this time, Diane!

Well come on in, you two! Party's just getting ggiih

Half an hour later, lubricated by a Tequila Sunngih more tequila than
sunrise, Joan was feeling much less nervous alemg laround her sister'
friends dressed as she was.

"Take it easy on those, sweetie!" Diane warned'llmember, you have
to work tomorrow!"

"l have to survivaonightfirst!" Joan explained. "Here they come!"

Returning to the last arrivals to her costume partgky wasn't alone.
"Diane?Johr?? You remember my husband Derek?"



Dressed as a twenties gangster to match his wibstsime, Derek extended
hand to Diane first and then, hesitantly, to J68orry | couldn't make the
wedding in January! You know how it is... businassd all!" Looking Joan
up and down, he shook his head. "Last time | sawJghn, you were getting
your real estate agent's license... and wenad'

"Stopit, Derek!" Vicky chastised him. 'tbld you... no makindun or else
you might as well get hotelfor tonight before you go back to Portland!"

"Oh, thatwasn't making fun!" he scoffedRight JohnAVomeh They just
don'tgetguy humor!" Turning to Vicky, he shrugged. "Itsf the way guys
are, honey! | mean, if John couldm&keit, he wouldn't haveressedike
that! | mean, it's judbeggingto get a ration!"

"Well, you're not doing that tmy baby brother!" Vicky harrumphed. "Go
get adrink and talk to Stan and Greg! | wanna talk to sisterfor a while!"

Looking at Joan one more time, Derek shook his laeadturned away.
"Damn Some costumes ateo far!" walking towards the bar as he spok

Gesturing to the sofa, Vicky smiled as they saetbhgr. "Pay no attention
to him, John! | think you loogreat So do most of the other ladies! They
couldn'tbelieveit when | told them who you were! Lisa even askgau
were intransition"

"Speaking of transition, Vic." Joan segued. "l vaahto ask you something.
Diane asking me to dress as a woman brought up.samemories."

"Oh! You mean yougirl thing when you were little?"

"How much of that do you remember, Vic?" Joan pblieonly remember
a little from when | was five, right before Mom phgr foot down about it.’

"Five?" Vicky scoffed. "Honey, you were doing tivaay before five!"



"Really?" Diane inquired. "How long did she have am...girl thing?"

Thinking a moment, her sister-in-law was quiet. "Urhest | can remember
since two at least. | was bardbur then, but | remember | used to think
you were my baby sister until | waslaastfive. You kept talking about
beingJoanuntil | was seven, though. That's about the ymewere talking
about, John."

Squirming at the use of her male name, Joan cldaethroat. "Um... do
you remember what | did that was so unusual? Adhtember was wantin
to play... um..dolls with you. Was there more to it?"

"Oh, John!" Vicky laughed. "That wa®arsago! You were just habythen!
Don't let it worry you!"

"I'm notworried, per say." she admitted. "Mocerious Like | said, | only
vaguely remember that time."

"OK." Vicky agreed before sipping her gin and toriM/ell, let's see. You
loved to play dolls, like you said. Um... you pldydouse with me as my
baby. You seemed to firmhy excuse to wear one of my old dresses!d/\Ne
play cat’s cradle and jump rope, watch Care BeadsLady LovelylLocks...
ontapd Oh, that was such a fun time! | was pretty sa@&nvizou stopped
beingJoanand were only evelohnafter that, but I'm still glad to have m
baby brother!"

Looking at Joan carefully, Vicky leaned in clos@egh that she could smel
the perfume Joan was wearing. "Say... ihjast acostumasn't it? | mean,
Lisa isn'tright is she?"

Shrugging, Joan looked away embarrassedly. "Whawsserious, Vic?"



Floored for a moment, her big sister thought howefay. "Well | guess |
shouldfirst say that I'd stillove you. Still, don't you think this is all sort o
suddermand out of thélue? | mean, where's thcomingfrom, John? Is this
somethingDianewants or is it just whatouwant?"

"l think | can field that one, Vicky." Diane offedeknowing that Joan was
just tipsy enough to spill the beans. "I didaskJoan to do this. It just sort
of... happened

"Joar?" she replied. "So this serious! John! Are yosureabout this? |
mean, what abou?ad? AndDaved He'll have a totatoronaryover this!
What aboukids? On top of mine and Dave's, | mean after youdworce
| assume you..."

"I'm notdivorcing Joan!" Diane interrupted. "l woulteverleave her!"

Looking from one to the other, Vicky shook her héatry and think. "Wait!
You two want to stay married? | thought you warttelecome avomar?y"

"It's not somethin' Wannado, Vic!" Joan tried to explain without explainin
"It's more something | have toy. For awhile, anyway. I'll still be John mos
of the time, but... | have try and Beansometimes. heedto, OK?"

"OK," her sister said softly. "I think | understanihis is something you
need to do for yourself to see if it's what ymed | get it! It's a pretty big
commitment, so | think it's a good idea to jurgtit a while before making
up your mind! I think it's very.responsibleof you!" Pausing she thought
ahead. "Um... what about Thanksgiving? You plan.'bn.

"I'll come to Thanksgiving dinner as John." sheseemed her.

"OK! Thanks, John... erJoar | just don't think Daddy's ready seethis!
No offense but you'll need to work it up to him... | meamim up toit!"



Biting her lower lip again, Joan glanced at herdigger. "Um... what abou
Christmasdinner? I... um... | think I'theedto be Joan that night."

"Why?" Vicky whined.
"Because it's Christmas night." was all she coukler.

Folding her arms, the older sibling caveline! | guesd understand. What
about New Yeargve? It's your first as a marriembuplé”

Joan looked at her wifeSeé&"
"It must begenetic" Diane bantered.
"Did | misssomething?" her sister wondered aloud.

"Just something Joan said the other day when lesigd stayingn this
New Years." Diane related. "Joan said the same tfondid!"

"That's...spooky' Vicky giggled. "You nevemwerea manly-man, Joh...
Joar Sorry Old habits!"

"It's OK." Joan blushed. "l understand."

"Still, I don't want you thinking that I'm beingum... what's the word?"
"Rudé" Diane smirked.

"No, that's not..hey"

"Don't tease thdrunklady." Joan tittered. "She's my big sis!"

"l like the sound of thatittle sis!" Vicky laughed along. "Besides, you're
just as far gone dsam... and on only one drinkightweight"



"Good thing neither of you is drivingometonight!" Diane pointed out.

"Soanyway.." Vicky tried to get the conversation back acack. "You're
thinking New Yearsn this year?"

"If not, it'll be Joan'sfirst New Years." explained Diane. "One or theeoth

Vicky huffed. "No last bash with my little bro?" &ag Joan shaking her
head slowly, she sighed. "Fine, | understand. WondhatDerekis gonna
think of all this? He can be a bit of assholesometimes! Aandyasshole,
but still!"

"You don't have to tell him rigldway" Joan offered. "I mean, I'm still
coming to Thanksgiving akohn It can wait untilafter that."

"Alright. One lastholiday with little bro... thenHello, sis! | almost can't
wait to see Daddy's face when you tell 'em!" she stlirre

Finishing her drink, Joan giggled. "Me too! 'Hi [2d You have two girls
now!" | wonder if he'll try tgounchme? 'Cuz if heloes I'll just scratch his

eyes out Raising her hand, she clawed the air like aarat giggled more,
her sister joining in. "Andhenhe'll see what's/hat"

Laughing together loudly, with Joan no longer etrging to sound like
John, the two reminisced and laughed for hoursrbdiiane took Joan
home and poured her into bed.

When she awoke the next morning, Joan's head waslpwm as the alarm
sounded ten times louder than normal. Reaching Diaare's slumbering
form, she turned it off and dragged herself tokdhthroom, showering,
changing, and then waiting for the sun to riselirgats approach and the
slight pain in her arm, Joan began to seriously angl was still doing so
when she was once more in John's body and buttdmsnghirt on.



The week passed and Friday night Joan didn't chimdke first time since
the whole thing had started. What s$tagin'texpected was how much she
would miss it.

By the time Thanksgiving came and went, life hadadt gotten back to
normal and Joan felt more like John again as thenyeg faded. Still, when
the Sunday after the holiday neared sunset, Jaardfoerself almost gidad
to face the next week. Showering and shaving jefire sunset while Diane
prepared dinner, she sat in the bathroom in he¥,rdtan's clothes on the
counter, and waited impatiently.

Feeling the first changes, Joan sighed happilyn egemild cramps spoilec
the perfection of the moment. Dressing once dame{csok the time to style
her hair before emerging to enjoy a dinner at hamtie her wife.

Christmas night was a disappointment. After a diisas ‘coming out' to her
father, brother, and brother-in-law, the couplensplee holiday alone. Nev
Years they just stayed in. When Joan came in td after the holiday, once
more stuck in John's body for the next three weslks,got a surprise.

"John!" Barbara gasped when she saw her employasunit and tie. "l... |
thought you would be coming into work as... welloan"

Stopping in her tracks, Joan looked at her witbrafted expression. "Um...
w... what do youmean Barb?"

Standing quickly and making her way around the dBskbara Moon put
an arm gently around Joan's shoulder and lowenreddiee, escorting the
woman back out onto the street. "Your sister Visky/good friend of my
daughter, Jenny! She told JennyaddbutJoan, and Jenny toidd You don't
need to pretend amyaccount, Joan!knowand it'sOK! Why don't you go
home take off that sillydisguise and come back a®urself The girls in
the office will besodisappointed if you don't! They got youake"



Stunned into near speechlessness, Joan stammgredMits. Moon |...
I'm notreadyto live full-time! Can't... can't | just come tavk as John
like normal?"

Dismissing her concerns, Barbara scoffed. "Barddrdwhat that idiot
fatherof yours said when you came out! John Michael alasysso
narrow-minded, even when we were in school togétidel You gohome
and come back wheloanis ready for work!"

When the woman smiled, patted her on the shoudahet Jeft her standing
on the sidewalk as she went back inside, Joantdidaw what to do. Stuck
for options, she did as instructed and returnedénmnsilence.

Walking back into her bedroom in a near fugue stite sat on the bed
heavily, waking her wife.

"Sweetie? What're you doingpmé Is somethingvrond?"

"You couldsaythat!" Joan mumbled. "Vic told Barb's daughterw#hlman
who told Barb, who toldneto come back as Joan! She... she expects n
come to work that way from noan! What'll wedo, honey? I can't look like
Joanlike this!"

After she sat up and absorbed the new wrinkleeir fives, Diane thought
a moment. "OK, if Barbara expecltsan then you'll have to béoan"

"What about myhair, Diane!" she sobbed. "liteverpass as Joan withis!"
she grabbed her now two-inch-long hair, havingbathered with a haircu
since deciding shiked it long.

"We'll solveit, sweetie!" she sighed, once more having taugetarly.

"l have to be John during tliay or else we can't break the curse!"



Looking at her curiously, Diane shook her heady@anhd clear out the
cobwebs. "What makes you stdaat?"

"The words of the curse!" Joan explained. "It gd®gnight she lives, the

day's his rolé' That means | need to be John during the dayseree can't
break the curse! Besides, what happens whetiotxeeak it and | go back
to being Johmall the time!"

"What makes you think you should chodsdnafter the year's up?"

Looking at her wife curiously, she swallowed. "Ymean, you might want
Joan for the rest of olives?"

"I wantyou" Diane exhaled in exasperation. "If thaltsan then that's
what Iwant | want you to bénappyand you're happier d®anthan you
everwere as John!"

Thinking about what she was saying, Joan shookéad. "But what if
there's a part of you that actuatlgescare and want¥ohr? You could
barelythink about wanting me as Joan last month!"

"Let's just say I'm starting to appreciate havingife around!" she smirked.
"For themomentlet's stick to themmediateconcerns... namely yoyob!"
Calling Barbara, she tried to explain that Joanntasady to come to work
as herself yet, buying them until the next weekdme up with something
After celebrating their first anniversary, Joan wento work the next day
with a set of hair extensions that closely mimickae&l hair she had when
the change came each month, as well as a new k&di's

Stepping in the front door nervously, Joan wasatethe moment she did
she was going to be looking for a new job. Diang teassured her sever:
times that she looked nearly the same as the cumsle her appear, but st
she feared the rejection the way her family othantVicky had done.



"Good morning, Barb." Joan stated softly and shyly.

Looking up at her, Barbara smiled broadly. "Nicsée you again.Joan
Girls?"

At that, Joan heard her co-workers stand and ggvealiound of applause,
which only made her even more embarrassed and@e#ieious. Fast-
walking to her desk, she tried to just get throtlghday, but it seemed the
everyone in the office 'needed' to talk to her alsomething that day.

Months passed and a new routine got established.\Would get up, get
ready for work as herself, get through the day,etimme, change back
into John's clothes and pull her hair back int@maypail, taking on the role
she was meant to by the curse. Her monthly timegyhkan became not
much more than a hiccup in much the same wayfdrismost women.

By the time October rolled around again, the twa akh but forgotten about
the curse. It wasn't until Joan's 'time of the rhbwlas due to end that montl
when something happened to disturb their equanimity

Getting out of bed on the Tuesday after her wea&n vent through her
routine in preparation for the moment of sunrisewbkhe would change
back into John's body. Once again the sun's raglssoethrough the window
and she was stunned when sherhtichange.

"Diane!" she whispered, shaking the woman's shaoudatly but firmly.
"Wake up! I... I'm stillJoan honey! It's over aveekbefore Halloween and
it's happeninggain”

Rousing quickly, her wife looked at her a momef@K' so... just go to
work, sweetie. Nothing we cado about it, right?"



Seeing her point, Joan nodded and finished getéiady, heading in, and
going through her day as usual. No one even notleedifference.

After three more mornings of remaining Joan, shmeechome that Friday,
going through her routine of cooking and cleaniriglevit worried her. At
last Diane came home and Joan almost raced up.to he

"Welcome home, love!" she said with a quick kisd aelping her off with
her coat as the temperature outside plummeted. Sxitted and enjoying
the dinner she'd prepared, she cleared her thidaney? We need talk
about this!"

Looking up from her food, it took a moment for Deato understand what
she was talking aboutOh, you mean you not changing backlth?"

"Yed" she whined. "I mean, everything I've read altbetcurse, and curses
In genera) says that my year and a day aren't up until swundbe day after

tomorrow, andthat'swhen I'll have to try and guess what you reallyntuva
John or Joan. | don't even know how that's supptsedrk! Now this!"

Irritated by the discussion, Diane shook her hashigsively. "Can't we
talk about thidater, Joan? | had a rouglay | also got thastomachoug
going around and couldn't keep faypchdown! | ended up having to wor
In recordsall day so | didn't spread it around!"

"Oh, honey" Joan consoled her, getting up and checking tvahead with
her hand. "Youlo feel a little warm! Why don't you go lie down dret
couch? I'll get you your favorite blanket, bringyygome soup, and..."

"Joan" she shouted frustratedly. "Jusstop OK? I'mfine! | just want to
havedinner, relax to a goodnoviefor a bit, and go tbed OK?"

Nodding shyly, Joan went back to her own food. Cohmee eating, she
washed the dishes before joining Diane on the céarch movie and cuddle.



That Sunday, the same day she was due to decige wlike to the sound
of vomiting coming from the bathroom. Checking oz, she found her
sitting on the toilet seat with a digital thermomsredgainst her temple.

Hearing the beep from the device, Diane checkaddtgulped. "I... | don't
have aemperatureJoan."”

"Well then why are you..." She interrupted hersdien it dawned on her
whatelsecould be causing the vomiting. "Honey? Are you..."

"l think I mightbe." she nodded. "Um... remember last month? Td¢ekend
before you became Joan? That was six weeks agttih@gap, she went to
the medicine cabinet and got out the home pregntestyshe'd bought wher
the two had first gotten married. "Well, it's natsp the expiratioget, so..."

Waiting the five minutes for the results was nemracking. When at last the
timer went off and Diane picked up the stick, stages] at it in silence.

"Well?" Joan begged. "Whatit? What does isay?"
Diane cracked a smile. "It says you're gonna bM®amy"
Taken aback, she shook her hedida §onna be a Mommy?"

With a short laugh, she walked up and kissed Jb&s! You can't exactly
be aDaddy, so you're gonna beMommy"

Stunned a moment, she slowly smiled along withwiée. "I'm... I'm going
to be a mother!" Squealing in delight, Joan huguedtightly.

That night when the sun began to set, she finalgwkwhat she should
choose. As the last rays of sunlight vanished sshiea flash of light and
fell into blackness.



Looking around, Joan felt lost and confused. She standing in the middle
of a woodland clearing; a rustic cabin a shortasise away with smoke
curling out of the stone chimney. Drawn to it, &necked on the door.

"Come In!" snarled a woman from the other side.

Opening the latch, Joan took a moment to let hes eyljust to the dark
Interior before entering. The scent of herbs stiuekpowerfully as she
stepped inside, the door slamming shut behind m&mna@aking her spin in
place, finally seeing the woman staring at her.

"So! You've had a year and a day and you made aesheffort to embrace
womanhood! Now comes the time to..." Pausing ingnepared speech,
Maggie looked Joan over quickly. "What the helhis? You're avoman'

"I...  know | am." Joan stammered. "Ygaursedme to be one."

"No, you were a womabeforeyou were cursed!" she snapped back. "H
In blazes did/ouget infected? It can only afflict childless madmen"

Thinking a moment, Joan tried to puzzle it outhihk you may be confusec
ma'am. My... my name 3ohn.. or at least that's what nparentsnamed
me... John Henderson."

"They may have named ydohn but | sense your nameldear Just what
goeson here”Mike! Mike you blastedlevil Get y'er lazy butbut here!"

Fading into view before her eyes, a handsome yousg of about twenty
appeared. Wearing faded blue jeans and a polqg Bhitboked anachronistic
In the ancient cottage.

"What is itnow, Maggie!" the man sighed, not appearing to evdit@o
Joan's presence. "l alreanhd you that you can't have a TV, computer,



Internet access, or a smartphone! You haveddadronand that's all you
get No freebies'

"l didn't call you here fothat" she groused. "I called you abdwr" she
pointed a crooked finger at Joan.

Finally turning to look at the third member of {barty, the man looked
Joan over and smiled. "Whabouther?"

"That curse of mine's gorseur" Maggie moaned. "It cursedveoman"
"No it didn't." he denied with a smile.

"Yes itdid!" she insisted. "Think | don't know my ovairseé? She'gotit!"
"Yep. She sure does." he freely admitted.

Staring at him blankly a moment, Maggie steppetoupm with her hands
on her hips. "Don't you be smart witle Mike! You just said my curse
didn't nab a woman, then admit shggsit! Well how did shegetit then?"

"She'strans"” he shrugged. "What's the bahoo"

"What in the world igrans supposed to be?" she argued shrilly. "Some
newfangled kind ofvitch?"

Shaking his head and laughing, Mike looked at kberf "If you spent more
time gazing into that cauldron watching teerld change instead of watchir
reruns ofBewitched andCharmedall day, you might know what's going
on out there!"

"Don't give me ndip, Mike!" she snapped. "That don't explaiothin"

"Yes it does."



"No it don't"

"Excuse me." Joan interrupted their argument. "Umay I..."

"Hush up!" Maggie barked. "You stayt of this!"

"That's no way to talk to a lady." Mike stated cigim

"I'll talk how I like!" the witch insisted. "Thissimy purgatory!"

"Still no reason to beudeto the poor girl!"

Sighing, Maggie saw she was getting nowhere. "Alriyou explain to me
how awomanis here trying to break my curse, then! How cam evenbe

here if she didn'getit?"

Looking at Joan, Mike smiled kindly at her. "Conerdy Joan. No need tc
be afraid."

Stepping closer, Joan swallowed hard. "H... howaloknow my name?"
With a quick laugh, Mike held out a hand. "It's o to know!" seeing
her tentatively take it, he gently led her to staedt to him. "OK, Maggie.
What do you see when you look at her?"

"A woman" the witch growled. "That's theroblent"

"Would it surprise you to know she was born in denteody?"

Furrowing her brow, Maggie shook her head. "Sovsag under aifferent
witch's curse beforminegot her?"

"Nope." Mike stated smugly. "Guess again!"



"Well she didn'tthoseto be a woman onwahim She's got no magic!"
"You'reright!" he agreed. "She wasadethat way from thdeginnind"

Puzzling that for a moment, she shook her headisissvely. "That don't
make no sensaVhy?"

"There'dlots of reasons women and men on Earth are born teviitieg
bodies." he shrugged. "her case it was to break your curse... amotigpr
reasons.”

"You mean ta tell me that your Almighty shoved d mi a boys body, just
ta' thwart the curse I've had runnin' for threedred thirty-three years?"

"Not theonly reason." he admitted. "It was also so she cowe lazbaby
with her wife!"

"Impossiblé&' she cried. "My curse woréffecta man whose wife has a
baby or who ain'tnarriedyet! That's what made it the perfectrsé The
only way out was ta' have their wife love 'em aftey spent a year actin'
like one half the time anikin' it! That's what th@age was for! Teach 'em
to be nice andubservieritNo woman without his baby would love a mat
like that!"

"See... that's where youwerong Maggie." Mike smiled. "Timeshanged
Womencanand arallowedto love other women on Earth now. They fina
stopped listening to tHetter of His words and started listening to theent
of them! Joan's wife Dianlevesher... and they conceived their chalfier
your curse took her."

"OK, but shestill has to guess her wife's secret desire, to haveéimeor
the woman!" Maggie pointed out. "She guesses weanmththe cursetays”



Turning to Joan, Mike raised his brows curiousihéis right, Joan. You
have tochoosé¢"

Remembering the wonderful gift they'd been givethezathat day, Joan
was tornl... | want to stay a woman... and | think Diandl Vave me as
one no matter what... but it also means we carvelany more kids... so
she might want John just fdratreason aloneConsidering everything,
Joan looked Maggie in her black eyes.

"l choose to remain Joan."

"Spirits of the wild!" the witch cackled happilyYbu guesseavrong"

Joan felt the terror of the moment flood her asitier roared through the
simple wooden building. Falling to her knees, sbgdn to weep.

"Forgive me, Diane! | thought | knew yavell enough! It... it'smyfault!"

As the wind roared around the building and therstoutside grew, Mike
shook his head and smiled.

"No she didn't." he stated smugly.

The storm dying, silence filled the room.
"She didn'what?" the witch asked confusedly.
"She didn't guess wrong."

"Yes she did!" Maggie retorted.

"No she didn't." Mike said calmly.

"She didsd" the hag insisted. "Why would her wifganta woman?"



"Because ama woman and Dianevesme and wants me to bappy"
Joan answered after standing back up and dryingyres. Beginning to
glow, Joan felt her feet leave the floor as thatlguffused her to the marrov
warming her with the light of love and acceptance.

Michael flew up to her and took her hand as hisgwaigparkled back into
view, guiding her through the wall of the buildiag it crumbled. "Don't
look back, Joan." he warned her.

Hearing Maggie's screams of frustration and angassher curse collapse
on itself and ended her eternal rule over a smhe# sf the afterlife, Joan
was tempted by curiosity and empathy to look back heeded Mike's
advice and kept her eyes looking forward.

Racing into the sky, the world exploded in lightlaahe was once more in
her living room, only a moment after sunset.

"Diane!" she shouted as she leapt to her feet.

Startling her away from looking at her phone aslstaked a visit to her
OB/GYN, Diane clutched her chesfican Don'tscareme like that!"

Running over to her wife, Joan sank to one kndddppenedDiane!" she
cried tears of joy. "l... was told to choose... dcdose to remaidoan.. and

| wasright! It is what you wanted! Yodo love me! Before | onlypelieved
it! Now | knowit!" Taking Diane in her arms, Joan kissed heispamtely.

Reveling in the moment, her loving wife smiled ithe kiss. Breaking off
their passionate embrace, she held Joan at amghlé'Wait a minute! Doe:
that mean you broke tloeirse? You're Joaforevernow?"

Joan nodded happily. "ltdoné I'm Joan now anébrevet" Placing her
hand on Diane's belly, she grinned. "And I'm gobaagreat Mommy!"



Epilogue
Looking out the window, Joan smiled slightly as sl slipped below the
horizon, the waxing crescent moon barely visibleé paised to set in a few
hours. It had been barely a year since that fineg she'd transformed, the
cause of her happiness. Turning away, she contittuset the table.

"Sweetie?" Diane yelled from their bedroom. "Can give me a hand?"

"Be right there!" the woman shouted back. Checkivggtable quickly, she
turned to help. "What is it?" she asked, enteriregroom.

"Can you zip me up?" begged Diane.

"You usedto be able toeacH" Joan quipped as she pulled the zipper uf
her wife's back, slipping her hands down to resbamne's hips lovingly.

With a sly smile, the blonde turned around to flaee resting her arms on
Joan's shoulders. "I lost some flexibility duringdlrest.” she excused. "Tw
months of not much activity made me lose my limber!

Kissing her gently, Joan shook her head. "We'lehadfix that!" Just when
Diane was about to ruin both of their painted lijp&, shrill cry of a baby
broke the mood.Yourturn!" Joan sighed, slipping back and away.

Groaning, Diane's arms fell to her sides. "Oh! ©anl take asecondurn,
sweetie?" she whined. "l still need to fix my ha&fore theygethere!"

Half smiling, the dark-haired woman shook her héaxk, but you know
thedeal You take thenexttwo andyou owe me a favor!"

"Done!" the exhausted woman agreed in haste, rgriointhe bathroom.

"I'll just put it with all theothersyou owe me for all thos®ot rubs | gave
you last June!" Joan laughed as she headed towsadsby's room.



Picking up the wailing four-month-old, Joan pout&slw! What's thematter,
little Mikey? You can't bdaungry Mamma justfedyou! You're notwet so
you must have a littibubblein your tummy!" she cooed. Grabbing a bat
blanket, she flung it over her shoulder easilyafubng habit, rested her sor
against her, and began patting his backerd Mammawill fix it!"

Joan carried the infant into the living room as ghetly bounced him and
kept patting his back when the bell rang. Sighsitgg headed to the door.
"I got it, honey!" Stopping her baby care a momdr, [feaked outside an
smiled. "Come on in!" she said just loud enoughedieard outside.

Opening the door, Janice stepped in from the cotdide and smiled at th:
mother and babyHi, Joan!" she almost whispered as she crept ugeto t
two, grinning at the infant. Stopping short, sheswalled back slightly.

"Will ya' let me help ya' with yecoat off first, Jan?" Frank almost laughe
Taking the woman's light coat, he removed his onah laung both up by
the door. Jeez woman! The baby's ngbin' anywhere!"

Cooing over the baby boy a moment, Janice finadtyled down. "I'm sorry,
Joan!" she apologized. "He's justamtorabld”

With a light rumble from her son, Joan shook hexchas Michael release
his gas bubblevith only a little spit-up on the blanket. "You chave one of
your own you know!" she quipped as she lay her son ircthethat took
up one corner of the living room after cleaninginisuth.

Looking over her shoulder at Frank, Janice lowdredvoice."l... | think he
might be ready to think about that. Maybe next weekcan start trying."

"l hope so0." Joan sighed as she gave a quick hilmtbéer best friend.
"You two deservao move on with life!"



"Thanks tayou" Frank grinned as he waited his turn to hug asaar. "I'll
never fer'gitast Halloween when | didn't change! Jan had Dianeherihe
quicker'nanythin! Speakina' who, where's sh#?" he looked around.

"Right here!" she chirped, coming out. "Goodstryou two!" Giving each
a hug hello, she gestured to the table. "Come amd's getting cold!"

The four quickly sat and served, saying a quick@raf thanks that mean
more to them than to most families. Enjoying a mohud peace while baby
Michael slept, Joan nodded to her guest. "Oh, Frdrie cabinet door work
muchbetter now! You don't need to keapingthose things, you know!"

"I wantta'!" the man spoke around a mouthful of fodcedstl can do!"

"The crib and changing table warerethan enough!" she sighed. "You'r
gonna start making nfeelbad for accepting your help! I'm just all thuml
when it comes to beingandy though."

"Bah!" the man dismissed her concerns. "I haveoteamethingwvith my
new basement workshop! Besides, it makes meufasful "

"You can beusefulin about ten days, Frank!" Janice insinuated sRuye
start trying again then!" Grimacing slightly, theman moved in her seat
to try and get more comfortable.

Frank didn't need to ask what was wrong when heitsa#e knew Reaching
out a hand, he held it open to her and smiled minhg&ympathy when she
took it. "l getya', Jan! It'llpass.. and at leastou cangetsomthin' out of it!"

Laughing together, the four continued eating altdritg; making the most
of their unusual friendship and the pains onceeshay all.



A Note from the Author

In case you couldn't tell, this was a humor piéeein funny.. as in not to
be taken at all or in any way seriously. The wisaleation itself is sort of
ridiculous... a curse where only married men wihchildren are forced to
experience menstrual cramps from hell every fulboméor no reason othe
than they got bit or scratched by one already ssetband are men?

Comeon! This could be written asBuffy the Vampire Slaye&pisode! (in
point of fact, | hadBuffyin mind a bit when | wrote it, which is why thease
elements of drama and horror in it, laced arouwedbilg pile of ridiculous)

If anyone has their feelings hurt by reading thagys | amsorry. I'm sorry
that you ignored all the tags, warnings, cautianly, dedications, and joke
copyright limitations that | threw all over the p&ato ensure thaveryone
knew this was more a joke than serious TG fictidme titlealoneshould
have tipped you off! (I meaiGurse of the WerewomaREALLY?)

| honestlyhopeno one was offended or hurt, but in this casenltd¢ael bad
If you were. Not everything in life has to be talsamiously and sometime:
we need to learn to laugh@irselvesr we'll never be able to actuadyjoy
who we've fought so hard to become. We've coma@\\ay, baby... and
that means being able to take a good ribbingt likeseveryone else. As
I've had to learn recently, offense is in thient.. not thanterpretation

This story was inspired by my second co-wife, RacBiee's an avid reade
and noted something missing from TG fiction. Mdstigscenteron the TG
elements instead of being a normal story thathagpens tancludethem.
Mostly this is due to us TG authors trying to caetaur unique feelings in
words... or live out fantasy lives they'd wishedytld had. In any case, we
can always use a good laugh... and | hope thighéidrick! (or treat!)

Roberta Elder
And the moral of this story, dear readers? Go wndflow! (get it?)
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