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A Curious Cure

My roommate, Ethan, had been single for a
very long time.

We’d been living together for five years,
dating back to graduate school, but we’d been best friends for
nearly a dozen, yet I’d never seen him with a girl. He wasn’t ugly
or gay, he just had problems talking to women. Seismic problems. He
froze up around them completely. In fact, it would have been funny,
if it wasn’t so depressing. Ethan was quite glum about it for
sure.

When I introduced him to female friends of
mine or even ex-girlfriends I was still on good terms with, his
inability to close the deal was inspiring in a pathetic, exhausting
kind of way. It was disconcerting how often he joked about how he
wished I was a girl since our conversations were so easy and
natural; The polar opposite of his feminine interactions.

Everything changed when I came home from work
one day to find a wonderful meal waiting for me on our dining room
table.

It was, Ethan told me, “to celebrate his new
girlfriend.” He’d cooked the entire meal himself, T-bone steak,
with mashed potatoes and side of mixed vegetables. My favorite.

Throughout the meal, he went
on and on about his girlfriend, especially how beautiful she was.
With her auburn hair and brilliant green eyes. She sounded like a
real knockout. Evidently, she had a dynamite figure too, with large
breasts and a positively spankable ass! She certainly sounded hot,
but I was skeptical that she even existed.

“Wait till you meet her,” Ethan insisted,
“She’s got this ass that just makes you…” he growled and mimed a
grabbing motion.

I raised an eyebrow and joking asked, “What
the hell does she want with you?”

“You wouldn’t believe how into me she is,”
Ethan declared excitedly, “She can’t keep her hands off me.”

Ethan continued at great length and in great
detail. About her physical attractiveness, how she laughed at his
jokes, and he would NOT shut up about how amazing this woman was.
Maybe she was real.

I sullenly listened, trying not to ponder
overlong on my own recent bachelorhood or the food, which was
surprisingly terrible. There was this horrific aftertaste which
ruined whatever savory aptitude the rustic fare offered.

“How do you fuck up a steak?” I would have
asked if Ethan had let me get a word in edgewise. Instead, I
decided I would force myself to finish the meal and listen quietly
as he described endlessly the attributes of this woman that,
according to him, was absolutely perfect.

After dinner, we sat together and watched
Monday Night Football in blessed silence. My pleasure at Ethan’s
distraction was promptly disrupted by my stomach, which had begun
to growl unpleasantly. By halftime, the distraction grew into a
nauseating mix of a mild headache followed by a sharp pain in my
gut.

“You gave me food poisoning you ass!” I
accused, desperately trying to keep from upchucking the steak
dinner all over our couch. When I tried to stand, the world lurched
violently around me.

Ethan bolted upright and grabbed my arm,
preventing me from falling down entirely. With his help, I managed
to make it to the bathroom before aggressively vomiting over the
interior of the toilet bowl. The ejection of food mass from my
stomach caused only marginal improvement to my overall health. My
whole body ached from the fury of sudden biliousness.

“This is all your fault,” I asserted,
fighting another wave of nausea.

Ethan had the presence of mind to look
ashamed, but held me firmly as my knees nearly buckled, the
headache intensifying precipitously.

“You just get some rest,” he said, “it’s my
fault and I’ll make sure you get better.”

I was glad he could admit his guilt, but pain
wracked my body and I could only weakly nod. With his support, we
managed to make it to my room where Ethan gently lowered me to the
bed.

“I’ll go get you a bucket in case you get
sick again.”

Ethan hurriedly rushed to the door and in his
haste slipped crashing headlong into the mirror which hung on the
nearby wall. It fell, exploding into a hundred different pieces.
Slowly, Ethan picked himself up off the floor, a trickle of blood
running from his scalp and down his nose.

Nevertheless, he exited room
and returned moments later with a bucket he placed at the edge of
the bed. I couldn’t help but marvel at the extent he went through
to care for me. I’d never seen this side of him.

My ruminations were short
lived. Another surge of nausea overtook me, and I barely brought
the bucket to my mouth in time. Stars exploded behind my eyes and
it left my vision swimming.

As my sight returned, I observed Ethan
standing over me; blood running down his face still looking
worried. What a sweet guy, I thought vaguely through pain and
queasiness.

“Try and get some sleep,” he said gently,
placing a hand on my shoulder. “I’ll run out and get you some
medicine.”

“OK,” I rasped.

My throat was raw from repeatedly ejecting
the contents of my stomach and I resolved to try and avoid talking
for the time being. True to his word, Ethan left me, closing the
door behind him. I couldn’t blame him for not wanting the smell of
puke in the living room.

Sweat was pouring from my
brow. When I raised an arm to wipe it away, I was surprised to see
that my arm was covered by terrifying rash. The skin itself
appeared to bubble, churning, like it was heated to a rolling boil.
It looked like my skin literally crawled atop my flesh. Either I
was experiencing a horrific hallucination, or my entire body had
been numbed to the sensation which must follow such ghastly
transformation. Food poisoning had never caused symptoms like
this!

I was definitely hallucinating, I decided.
With the world spinning around me, I was forced to close my eyes.
My eyelids refused to open, as they felt incredibly heavy. My
condition had totally exhausted me and although I was still feeling
quite sick, I managed to fall asleep easily.

I awoke as the door to my room opened. Ethan
slipped in, a bottle in one hand, a spoon in the other. I tried to
greet him, but a strangled “Grahhh…” was all that came out. Raspy
and indistinguishable, I gave up my feeble attempt to talk.
 Unbelievably tired, I couldn’t even wave my arm. I did notice
he had cleaned the glass from the floor.

“Shhhh…” Ethan said, sitting
next to me on the bed. It took a gargantuan effort simply to turn
my head as he said, “Open your mouth if you can.”

Obeying was barely within my ability, yet I
complied, with great effort.

A spoon, laden with the medicine entered my
mouth. The cool, thick, metallic tasting substance traveled down my
esophagus and I silently thanked Ethan, feverishly wishing I got
better soon. My headache had worsened, and my chest felt tight. I
was afraid that breathing would become difficult if my chest
tightened any further. How much longer could I last?

Fortunately, Ethan didn’t leave right away.
“The pharmacist said I should watch you for an hour or so after
each dose to make sure you don’t respond badly.”

“How kind of him,” I thought, “as long as he
talks about anything other than…”

“I told my girlfriend I might be watching you
for a couple of days, she was totally cool about it. She’s so
great.” Ethan was staring at me, an enormous smile on his face.

In response I sighed, eliciting a burning
sensation in my lungs. Forced by my body, I sat in solemn silence
as Ethan once again espousing the many, many fine traits his
girlfriend possessed.

The dreams began the next night. Although
details were lost, they all shared a common theme that I dared not
think overly long on. In these dreams there was a woman, gradually
coming into view, slowly resolving. Each time, she drew closer. I
did not know her… But meeting her seemed inevitable.

The next several days, I suspect it was on
the order of a week, my life was a turgid mix of illness and
Ethan’s nonstop pontification. The details I learned about his
girlfriend over the course of my illness were endless. Accompanying
each dosage, often for more than an hour, a steady barrage of
trivia, description and sappy-sweet commentary was leveled at
me.

Let me enumerate the vast archive of
information regarding Ethan’s significant other, etched indelibly
into my brain. Her favorite color was pink, she loved dressing
sexy, and she loved playing pool. Her favorite food was sushi, she
loved chick-flicks, and blushed every time she swore.

On and on it went. Information poured from
Ethan until I was sure I knew this stranger as well as my own
mother! Ethan must know her better than she knew herself, I
reasoned.

Amidst the flood of
information indelibly portraying “the greatest woman ever,” there
were the ever-shifting symptoms. Gradually, I came to suspect that
food poisoning was an unlikely cause. Although initial symptoms
seemed like classic stomach distress, the volume and variety of
ailments were mind-boggling.  

Once I awoke to the sound of my bones
grinding. Popping and crackling agony ran through all my limbs.
Perhaps my pain would have been more intense, but I found Ethan had
carefully bound me to the bed, concerned I might, in my
convulsions, further injure myself. The medicine was administered
rigorously.

Violent muscle spasms around my waist
threatened to twist my torso, contractions in my shoulders and back
forced me into a series of uncomfortable positions as I twisted to
find comfort.

One time I woke up to a sickening ache in my
cock and balls. It felt as if they were turning inside out!

Tightness in my ass was reminiscent of the
earlier sensation on my chest.

Tingling along my scalp drove me to madness
without the strength to scratch such an unearthly itch.

My neck constricted and breathing grew
difficult.

A raw throat made it impossible to voice my
ailments to my caretaker. I began to hang onto each detail of
Ethan’s girlfriend as a lifeboat in a storm. It was the only
salvation against the howling wind of my curious malady.

Always, the headache ravaged my mind.
Sometimes the pain was acute, other times it was a dull ache. The
constant pressure on my skull made it difficult to focus on
anything other than the brief time Ethan was with me. Slumber was
no relief. It was HER realm.

My thinking was fogged and my memories
dimmed. Somewhere in my distress I ate and drank. On the life of my
mother, I wouldn’t be able to tell you what my meals consisted of.
The harsh tang of my medicine was the only consumable I could
recall, and it offered little relief from my torture.

I had nearly lost faith in the treatment
until the day I awoke to find the fatigue and pain which stalked my
sad existence across an untold number of days was totally gone!
Shed of the agony, my mind was clear for the first time in what
seemed an eternity.

“Oh, you’re finally awake! How are you
feeling?

“What? Ethan, is that you? I feel- What the
hell?”

My hands raced to my throat, the voice which
had come out wasn’t my own, but rather, the voice of a young
woman!

“I see the medicine I gave you worked
wonders. You look fantastic!”

I was ignoring Ethan’s remark, instead
studying a pair of odd deformations beneath my oversized t-shirt
with small, delicate hands. I gasped at the foreign sensation
jittering through my spine.

“What did you do to me?” I
inquired in a high-pitched voice, glaring through a veil of long,
red-brown hair. “Did you turn me into a girl somehow?”

Ethan ignored my question and moved closer.
“You look exactly like I imagined. That sketchy pharmacist said all
I had to do was spike your food and keep the doses regular… I
didn’t think this would really work!”

“You asshole! Turn me back.”

“Why would you want to turn back right away?
Haven’t you ever been curious what it’s like to experience sex from
a woman’s perspective?” Ethan asked, moving beside the bed, peering
at the cleavage my oversized shirt produced. “We have a wonderfully
unique opportunity.”

It felt incredibly strange being ogled in
such a way. However, it was his words which shook me. I had no
intention of sleeping with my roommate, no matter how attracted to
him I was… Had he always been so handsome?

“I’m not interested in sleeping with any man,
let alone you,” I explained. “If you have the antidote, you should
give it to me this instant.”

“And waste an opportunity like this?”

Before I could react, Ethan pounced. In one
smooth motion, he pulled my shirt over my head revealing a pair of
exquisitely shaped breasts. Wonderfully perky with a sublime heft,
they were a joy to behold, wreathed by long strands of stray
red-brown hair from my head.

“AHN!” I squealed as Ethan took my tender
nipple between
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