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This story started out with the simple enough premise of a woman using a cursed ring to shape shift into a cat. But, as stories so often do, it took on a life of its own. While She’s So Catty is still about a woman shape shifting into a cat; it’s also a story about facing demons. We all have inner demons we face on daily basis and sometimes we don’t always win.

I’d like to thank Steven A. Gentry for editing this story. Your insights are always welcomed and appreciated. 

I would also like to give a shout out to my friend and fellow New Paltz alum Danielle, who helped provide the inspiration for the protagonist. It was your idea to have her use the ring to become a cat. 
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Prologue
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Sitting just across Main Street from Harrigan’s Pub in the small town of River Falls, New York, sits an empty storefront. Its soaped up windows hide crates and boxes of assorted merchandise. A sign reads “Carson’s Treasure Chest.” A banner hanging just below reads “Opening October 7.”

The guys at the bar barely notice. After all, every small town in America has a place like this, a storefront where businesses go to die. Every so often some hopeful entrepreneur will rent the building and try to make a go of it. But none of them ever seem to make it. 

But Carson’s Treasure Chest will be different. It won’t be some run of the mill junk shop. No. Carson’s will be like nothing the town of River Falls has ever seen before. 
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Chapter 1 
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Frustrated, yeah, that was the word, frustrated. Danielle DeLuca was frustrated with her life. She held a master's degree and a teaching certification yet the only job she'd been able to find was waiting tables at Lomano’s, the local Italian restaurant. At the age of 34, she'd been married and divorced. Her current relationship seemed on the skids too. 

On a crisp October night, Danielle was leaving work. It had been a slow night, which meant few tips. Danielle got into her car, a silver 2004 Kia Rio with one green door which, her friends always teased her about. She slid the key into the ignition, turned it and nothing but a series of clicks followed. The battery was dead as a stone.

Danielle gritted her teeth. A new battery had long been on her to do list yet money had been in short supply. At least the car was a stick shift. She gave the car a push and it rolled forward. She jumped into the driver’s seat, shifted into first and let the clutch up. The sound of the engine cranking and starting was music to her ears. The little Kia zipped out of the parking lot, a thick cloud of oil smoke trailing behind.

When she got back to her small apartment, all she wanted was a hot shower and to knock off for the night. She turned the shower on and let it run, slipping out of her clothes as she waited for the water to get warm.

“WHOA!” Danielle shrieked as she stepped into the shower and felt the water was still ice cold. “Damn it! Water heater’s acting up again!”

She hurriedly washed and jumped out of the shower, her teeth chattering.

“That’s the second time this month!” She fumed out loud. “God, I need a real job!”

Danielle flopped down in her bed and drifted off into a dreamless sleep.

The next morning dawned cool and grey as a steady wind blew leaves from the trees. The calendar still said fall, but winter was most certainly on its way. Danielle woke up, fixed herself a cup of coffee and set about getting ready for church. She'd always been deeply religious and church was usually the highlight of her week. 

After getting cleaned up and dressed, Danielle bounded down the stairs to the parking lot. She’d hoped the drive home last night would’ve been enough to charge the Kia’s battery. The chorus of clicks when she turned the key told her it wasn’t.

“Seriously!” She fumed, pounding the steering wheel in frustration. 

The car was parked on a slight downgrade, making push starting it a difficult proposition. Danielle closed her eyes in frustration, knowing she would have to walk. Thankfully it wasn’t far to downtown.

The small town of River Falls sat in northeast Duchess County, New York. It was often described with words like “picturesque” or “quaint.” First Presbyterian Church was a large stone monolith standing on Main Street. Danielle slinked through the massive wooden door just as the service began.

As the service drew to a close, Danielle stepped outside to find the air had grown colder and had a dampness to it. As she walked up Main Street, she felt it, the first heavy drop of rain hit her face.

“Oh no,” she sighed, quickening her pace.

She made it less than a block before the skies opened up. Within moments, Danielle was drenched from head to toe. She broke into a sprint, trying to find a shop that was open, someplace to take shelter.

Just across the street from Harrigan’s Pub was a store she hadn’t seen before. “Carson’s Treasure Chest,” the sign read. A red neon “open” sign glowed in the window. Desperate to get out of the rain, Danielle bounded across Main Street and through the front door.

Inside, the light was dim, the air musty and the shelves cluttered with old junk ostensibly being passed off as antiques. On one shelf, Danielle found an old hand mixer, a Russian nesting doll, and other old knick-knacks. At her feet was a milk crate filled with LPs. She knelt and thumbed through the crate of records; mostly jazz albums and no bands she recognized. 

Danielle rose and walked along the aisle, the floorboards creaking under her feet. Outside the rain was still falling quite hard. 

“May I help you?” a somewhat nasally voice asked.

Danielle, engrossed in the store's wares, jumped out the sound of the man's voice. She turned and saw a man, of short stature and somewhat portly build standing at the end of the aisle. He wore a pair of brown slacks, and a white button-up shirt, which was mostly obscured by an orange sweater vest.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Did I frighten you?”

“Oh, no,” Danielle replied.

“Well, Can I help you find anything?”

“I’m just kind of browsing.”

“I see. If I can assist you, just ask.”

“Okay, thank you.”

Danielle felt obligated to buy something after venturing into the man’s store. She thought for a moment. Ten dollars was the absolute most she could spare. Part of her thought about asking the man if he sold umbrellas. 

She kept on looking while the man sat behind a glass case reading the New York Times. There it was, glinting under the display case’s light, a beautiful ring. It was a band of silver with a blue, square-cut gem set in it. Dannielle knelt down for a closer look. “$9.95,” the price tag read. She heard the sound of the man’s newspaper being folded and set aside. 

“Find something that tickles your fancy?” He asked.

“Yes, this ring,” Danielle replied. 

“Ah yes, an excellent selection.”

“It’s beautiful.”

“Indeed it is,” the shopkeeper said. “Would you like to try it on?”

“Yes, please.”

The man took the ring from its case and handed it to her. She slipped it on her finger.

“It fits just right!” Danielle said.

“Marvelous!”

Danielle handed the man her debit card.

“Use it wisely,” the man said as he placed the ring in a bag.

“Huh?” Danielle asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Well young lady, you see this ring isn’t ordinary.”

“Oh?”

“It’s rumored to give the wearer the ability to transform into the animal of their choosing.”

Danielle smirked at the suggestion.

“In the box is a slip of paper with a spell written on it,” the man said. “Supposedly, reciting the spell after sunset while wearing the ring is all you have to do.”

“And if it actually works,” Danielle said. “How do I change back?”

“Supposedly, if you’re wearing the ring at sunrise, you’ll return to your normal, human form.”

“And you think it actually works?”

“Who’s to say? There’s thing out there we don’t understand.”

“What happens if I’m not wearing the ring at sunrise?”

“You’ll be stuck as whatever animal you chose to turn into. Or so the slip of paper says. It also says if you remain an animal for more than two days, you’ll lose your human memory and will be stuck forever.”

“Cheerful.”

The man returned Danielle’s debit card. The rain had stopped and the sun had broken through. Danielle enjoyed the walk back to her apartment. The sun warmed the air and the trees were ablaze with color. This was fall in upstate New York at its finest.

When she got home, she sat down and opened the ring box. She slipped the ring onto her right hand; it was a perfect fit. Also in the box was the slip of paper the man told her about. On it was a hand-written yet legible note. It contained everything the man had told her as well as the spell one supposedly recited to shapeshift.

“That’s funny,” Danielle chuckled, dropping the paper on the coffee table.

Danielle decided to take a short nap before heading to work in the evening. She descended into a dreamless sleep and awoke about an hour before her shift.

After freshening up and a quick bite to eat, Danielle made her way to work. A neighbor had offered to jump her Kia. But of course, he admonished her to buy a new battery. Upon arriving, Danielle had another stroke of luck, a parking space with an incline was available. She backed in, knowing this would make roll starting the car much easier.

Then she noticed the space she’d chosen was the only one available. The house was packed! This was a most welcomed sight indeed.

Danielle couldn't remember the last time she'd been so busy. She was hustling and the tips were rolling in. In fact, she'd made more than she'd made all of the previous weeks.
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THE NEXT MORNING, DANIELLE pulled her Kia into the parking lot of River Falls Automotive. 

“Hey Marty,” she said as she stepped into the office.
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