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Chapter One


 


 


            There was a
knock on his bedroom door. Randy quickly closed his laptop a micro-second
before his father opened the door and stuck his head inside.


            “Time for
supper, Ran—” The man paused, then sighed as he stared at his son. “You might
want to slip into the bathroom and throw some cold water on your face before
you come to the table.”


            Randy
lifted the corners of his mouth to initiate a smile. “Uhh,
why?”


            Slowly
shaking his head, Greg Greebley touched two fingers
to his forehead, then pointed those same fingers at his son. “Your horns are
showing,” the man flatly stated. In a softer tone, he added, “What were you
looking at? Videos or pictures?”


            Randy
shifted uncomfortably in his chair, and resisted the urge to reach up to touch
them. Although he couldn’t feel them, he didn’t doubt his old man’s word.


            “Uhh, pictures.”


            Mr. Greebley gave a nod. “Well, hurry up and cool yourself down
before you come into the kitchen. Don’t want your mother seeing those.”


            “Okay,
Dad.”


            His father
closed the door, leaving Randy in a suspended state of
almost-came-but-not-quite. Reaching down between his legs, he grabbed his
hard-on and gave it a squeeze. The uncomfortable tightness in his jeans
lessened slightly, but his body demanded release.


            He glanced
back at the door. He might as well slip into the bathroom and try to calm
himself down. His self-gratification would have to wait until tonight. He
should have known he was likely to get caught, but he couldn’t help himself. She
was just so damned beautiful. 


            Lifting the
lid on his computer, he powered it down. Getting to his feet, he massaged his
crotch one last time. “Sorry, buddy. Not this time. Later. I promise.”


            The coast
was clear when he peeked out into the hallway. The smell of dinner wafted
through the house, almost making him drool. It was Wednesday, which meant
meatloaf.


            Rushing
into the bathroom, he turned on the light and caught his reflection in the
mirror over the sink. Yep, those horns were prominently displayed right at the
edge of his hairline. For the umpteenth time, he wondered why he hadn’t felt
them growing. Maybe because I was too
engrossed in what I was looking at to notice.


            He bent over to throw several
handfuls of cold water on his face, rubbing some across the back of his neck.
That familiar tickling sensation told him the strategy was working. Straightening,
he checked himself again in the mirror to find the horns had receded, leaving
him looking completely normal.


            After
drying off, he made his way into the kitchen where his parents were already
seated. He slipped into his seat and reached for the bowl of mashed potatoes as
he listened to their conversation.


            “The
weatherman is forecasting intermittent showers over the next few days, but it
doesn’t feel like it. I hope I’m wrong. If we don’t get that rain, that maize
won’t make,” his father remarked dejectedly.


            “If it
doesn’t rain, and the crop doesn’t come in, it won’t be the end of the world. We’ll
make it, honey,” his mother tried to reassure him. “It’ll be tight, but we’ll
make do. We always have when times got tough.” Sue Greebley looked at her only child. “I ran into Angie
Summerland at Washburn’s today. She was telling me something about a senior
trip next week?”


            His dad
picked up the conversation, turning to Randy. “What senior trip?”


            “They’re
going to the water park over in Burrell for the day,” Randy reluctantly
admitted. 


            “Why didn’t
you say anything to us about it?” his mother questioned.


            “Because we
don’t have the money for me to go,” he responded without hesitation, glancing
at the both of them. “I’ve heard you talking about how hard it’s getting to
make ends meet. So I decided I didn’t need to go.”


            “What about
that fundraiser your class had?” his dad brought up.


            “That only
brought in enough to pay for our admission into the park. If we want food or drink, that has to come out of our own pockets.”


            “Things are
tough all over,” his mother observed, and turned to his father. “Surely we can
find an extra twenty bucks so he can enjoy himself. It’s his senior class trip.
It’s not like there will another one,” she implored. 


            His dad ran
a hand through his hair and sighed loudly. Before he could reply, Sue added, “I
got twelve dollars I was saving I can give him.”


            “Mom, you
don’t have to—”


            “No, we
don’t have to,” his father cut in. “But we want to. We’ll scrape it up. Don’t
worry. When’s the trip?”


            “Next
Friday. We’re supposed to meet in front of the gym no later than eight o’clock.
The bus is leaving at eight-thirty.”


            “When will
you be returning?”


            “Around
six.” Realizing he might actually get to go, Randy hastily continued. “I
promise to get my chores done as soon as I get back. I promise.”


            Mr. Greebley waved a dismissive hand. “Don’t worry about it. We
want you to have fun, not worry about rushing back to do your chores. Those
will always be here.”


            His mom
leaned over and laid a hand on Randy’s arm, giving it a gentle squeeze as she
smiled at him. “Angie was telling me how excited Cricket was about the trip.”


            “Are you
two going to share a seat on the bus?” his father halfway teased before shoving
a piece of meatloaf into his mouth.


            At the
mention of Cricket’s name, the images of her he’d been viewing on his laptop
came flooding back. And with it, he felt his Johnson start to harden. He
shifted uncomfortably in seat. At least he was safe from being outed for the
moment…until he remembered that little trait he’d inherited from his dad.
Casually, he tried to brush the hair away from his forehead, when his hand
encountered the telltale horns once again adorning his head. He glanced
sheepishly up at his mother, but she only flashed him a little smile and
continued eating. However, his dad’s expression was definitely grim.
Embarrassed, he dropped his eyes to his plate and concentrated on his meal.


            No more was
said about the senior trip. And, much to his relief, nothing about his horns.
After supper, he went straight to his bedroom and tried to immerse himself in a
video game. Less than an hour later, he heard another rap on the door, and his father
stuck his head back in.


            “You got a
second to talk?”


            Recognizing
that concerned tone in his father’s voice, Randy nodded and patted the mattress
beside him. His dad never spoke to him in that manner unless it was something
of the utmost urgency. And, considering what had happened in the past hour, he
wasn’t surprised to see his old man reappear.


            Greg Greebley ambled in and parked himself on the edge of the
bed. Randy sat the controller down and waited for the lecture.


            “Son, it’s
time I made you aware of a few things about yourself, about what you are, and I
want you to listen to what I have to tell you before you say anything.”


            Randy gave
a nod, remaining silent.


            “You know
that what we are, what we can do, is hereditary. I got it from my dad, and you
got it from me. But because we’re so different, we have to keep what we can do secret
from humans.” The man scratched his five o’clock shadow as he considered his
next words. “You also know your mother is human. When we started getting
serious about each other, that’s when I let her know what I was. I didn’t wait
until after we were married. When I took that step to let her know from the
get-go, I broke a cardinal rule among our kind.”


            He broke a
cardinal rule? This was something Randy hadn’t heard before, and he focused
harder on what would come next. 


            Mr. Greebley nodded his head, his lips pressed together. “Yeah.
When you find that one woman who says she’ll spend the rest of her life with
you, right before you head for the altar, you’re to let her know of your
uniqueness. Then you let her decide if she’s willing to face the difficulties
and problems that come with being your wife.”


            The difficulties and problems. Flashes
of past instances of his mother having to cope with his dad, and then with him when
they were in their other forms, came to him. Randy picked at one of his
fingernails. “Guess Mom really loved you a lot to go through with it.”


            “Yeah, she
does, Randy. And every day I thank God she’s still hanging around, especially
through the lean years. Being a farmer nowadays is hard enough. But being
married to a farmer who can change into a goat? That takes a very special
woman.”


            “Sooo, why are you telling me this now?” Randy ventured.


            His father
finally smiled. “Cricket Summerland.”


            Randy felt
his body suddenly stiffen at her name. Another part of his body also jerked to
attention. “What about her?”


            That smile
grew warmer, extending all the way into his dad’s brown eyes. Eyes he’d heard
his mother lovingly call “bourbon brown.” 


            “You got it
hard for her, son, and I’m not just talking about your feelings.” A quick
glance down at his son’s lap made his meaning clear. “That’s one of the bad
things about becoming a goat. When we billies
start to feel certain urges, and, yes, I’m talking about sex, son, so don’t
wrinkle your nose up at me. You’re a young man, and I should’ve told you about
this a lot earlier. But when you start to feel those urges, you’re going to
change. Not all at once, but little bits and pieces of you.” He tapped his
forehead. “It usually starts with the horns. That’s followed by your hooves,
and in your voice. Once you notice or realize what’s happening, you have to
cool off, and quickly. Get your mind
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