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“Okay, now we just ... wash, I guess,” tried Sandy.

She grabbed her shower gel and squirted out a liberal amount, then she started to work it down onto Brian’s shoulders and moved down to his chest.

“I feel like the weirdest lesbian in the world,” giggled Sandy, smoothing over her former tits and relishing the perky resistance.

Brian looked down as his old hands massaged his new tits.  It was invigorating to have someone over his nipples like that.  It wasn’t an excitement he was used to.  Before today, his nipples had only ever been there, offering nothing.

“That feels kind of good,” Brian said, biting his lip coquettishly.

Embodying Sandy meant that he was more comfortable doing feminine things.  As his own big hands wandered over his smooth flesh, he tried a moan.

It filled the cubicle and Sandy went tense when she heard it.  It sounded too familiar.

“Gosh,” Sandy said, and that curious sensation arrived at her crotch again.  The appendage that had never been there before started to stiffen and demand attention.

“I don’t even know why I’m getting turned on,” said Sandy shamefully.  “Is it me, or you, or me as you?”

“Me too,” confessed Brian, looking up at the powerful man in front of him and wondering what it might be like to surrender.

“You wash me now,” Sandy said.

Brian took the gel and squirted it into his hand.  He reached up and massaged his hairy pecs, swirling the gel into a lather that he shared down his old body until he was confronted by his own hard cock, imbued with Sandy’s lust.

“It’s not just me then,” said Brian, laughing awkwardly.

“I guess we’re exciting each other, right?”

Brian nodded.

“I didn’t think you’d have such a big cock, you know,” said Sandy.

Brian laughed.  “Why?”

“I don’t know.  I thought it shrank with age or something.”

“I’m not that old,” cried Brian, hearing Sandy’s shrill voice bounce of the cubicle glass as he spoke.  “If there’s one thing that hasn’t left me yet, it’s that.”

“Oh, I can see,” said Sandy, looking down as her new cock started to point at Brian.

Brian dropped to his knees and confronted himself with his own stiffness.  Staring down the barrel of it like that was certainly a new perspective.

“Do it,” urged Sandy excitedly.  “Don’t you want to know what it’s like too?”

Brian couldn’t disagree.  This was the only time in his life where he might deem it acceptable to stray.  Besides, was it even gay if you sucked your own cock?

He braced himself and then threw his lips over the thick appendage, feeling his old cock fill the mouth that he’d only owned for the past twelve hours.

“Fuck, that’s good,” groaned his own voice above him as Sandy sampled a brand-new sensation.

Brian pressed as far as he could, testing Sandy’s gag reflex and finding it intact.  He pulled back quickly as his eyes filled with tears, then blinked them away as he raced his fist over himself.  He knew just how he liked it.
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Brian Copeland didn’t quite covet Sandy Thomas’s hourglass figure, but he was guilty of staring for too long at his younger roommate on more than one occasion.

Sandy’s late-night visits to the refrigerator while Brian tinkered at the kitchen table were where the fifty-two-year-old often got his best glimpses of his twenty-five-year-old friend.

Sandy wasn’t exactly innocent.  She knew she could have thrown a gown on over her underwear but secretly enjoyed the eyes of an older man on her curves.  Besides, Brian was handsome, and Sandy had a strange affection for the older man who’d been her savior when all her rental options dried up.

“What have you got there?” asked Sandy after one late-night visit.

Brian stared through his magnifying spectacles at the delicate piece in his hand.

“It’s a clockwork hourglass,” said Brian, polishing one of the tiny cogs.  “Can you believe this was only eighty bucks.”

Sandy pulled a face.  “That sounds like a lot ...”

“For this?!” exclaimed Brian, looking up and zooming in on Sandy’s eyes.  “It’s a marvel of science!”

“If you say so ...”

Brian shook his head and looked back down at the ancient relic.  “There are only a handful of these in the world, and none of them work, as far as I can tell.”

“You’re fixing it?”

Brian took off his spectacles and examined his handiwork.  “Trying to.  The idea is that when the sand fills the bottom vial, the whole thing flips one-eighty and the process starts again.”

“How come?”

“It counts the rotations here,” said Brian, pointing at a tiny dial.  “From there you can measure the passing of time.”

“Huh,” said Sandy curiously.  She didn’t have much more to add than that.

“How about you, anyway?” asked Brian.  “Gallery set-up going to plan?”

“Ugh,” grunted Sandy, resting her chin on her hand as she leaned on Brian’s table.  “One of our artists pulled out, so I’m going to have to showcase more of my stuff.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” asked Brian, desperately trying to avert his eyes from Sandy’s loose, open night shirt.

“It feels a bit me, me, me, doesn’t it?”

“Nonsense!” cried Brian.  “Your pieces are amazing; you deserve to show them off.  Besides, it’s you who put the work in.”

Sandy smiled reluctantly.  “I guess you’re right.”

“Take it from someone twice your age,” Brian said.  “You deserve to be celebrated.  Embrace it!  Make some sales!”

Sandy stroked her nail along the side of the hourglass frame.  “I hope so.”

“You’ll do great,” smiled Brian.

Sandy felt herself welling up.  Few people believed in her as deeply as Brian did.  She leaned in and planted a kiss on his cheek before giggling nervously.

“Good night, Mr. Copeland,” waved Sandy, bouncing towards the door.

Goodnight,” said Brian.  “And it’s Brian.”

Sandy turned and gave him one last devilish smile before returning to her room.

“That girl,” he hushed to himself, shaking his head.

The sand in the vial shimmered briefly, but Brian told himself that was impossible.  He sighed and put on his spectacles, searching for the tiny cog that would complete the hourglass.

When he slotted it in place, the strangest sensation came over him.  It was a deeply unnerving sense that something wasn’t right.

He surveyed the hourglass and set it down carefully.  Something was amiss, but Brian didn’t have the brain power to continue.  He yawned and stepped away from the table, glancing back at the hourglass before retiring to his room.

“That can wait until the morning,” said Brian.

He shouted goodnight to Sandy and readied himself for bed.  As his head hit the pillow, the tiredness he’d been putting off all day enveloped him like a wave.  His sheets were a cloud carrying him off on the wind, and as slumber took him, something was happening in the kitchen of his small, shared apartment.

Click.

The hourglass upended itself slowly, and sand started to trickle through the narrow waist.
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The next morning, Brian awoke gently.  His eyes crept open and he stared with confusion at the wall beside his bed.  He didn’t remember switching dressers with Sandy.

As he lifted his head, more things didn’t add up.  His wallpaper was a different color, and pictures of Sandy’s friends adorned his room, along with many of her clothes that were thrown across the bottom of the bed or hanging from the back of a chair that Brian didn’t own.

“What?” hushed Brian, and then more things didn’t make sense.

His voice was softer, and something was moving on his chest like it was attached to him.

“I—uh,” continued Brian, hurrying the sheets off his body and looking down at the night-shirt and bare, smooth legs.

“I ... I ... what?”

Brian thrust up out of the bed and stood at its side, shaking his arms and then his head.  “No, no, no,” he said.  “Nope.  This can’t be.”

He kept trying to clear his throat, but his voice didn’t change.  Its feminine tones were as obvious as the pair of tits that sat on his chest, barely covered by the shirt that he didn’t remember putting on.

Something struck Brian suddenly, and his whole being froze for one second while he considered the impossible.

“It can’t be,” he said, rushing to the mirror.

The woman that stared back at him was exactly who he feared.  Sandy’s reflection watched in horror as Brian moved his arms, and Sandy’s moved instead.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” cried Brian, panic stricken.

He rushed to the bedside table and found Sandy’s phone.  He only wanted to check the time, but his thumbprint unlocked it instead.

“Six forty-five,” he said to himself, then he caught sight of a message on the screen.

‘You should go in there with no panties on and really give him a treat,’ it said.

Brian opened the message curiously and marveled at a back-and-forth conversation between Sandy and her friend Isabelle.  It seemed she quite enjoyed teasing him with her kitchen visits.

“Focus,” uttered Brian, pinching between his styled eyebrows.  “Think.”

He rushed out to the kitchen table and saw the hourglass.  The sand bled through the tiny middle, slowly filling the bottom portion with many hours left to go.

“It must be this,” he said to himself.

Brian waited at the kitchen table until a scream came from his room.  It was surreal to see the panic in the face that was once his as it peered around the bedroom door.

“It’s okay,” said Brian.  “It happened to me too.”

“Mr. Copeland?!” said Sandy, her voice deep and gruff.

“That’s a relief,” giggled Brian.  “At least we’re close-by.”

“I don’t feel good,” said Sandy.

“I’m afraid that’s just my body, every day,” laughed Brian.  “Welcome to fifty.”

Sandy’s bones ached.  She stretched and then tip-toed out of the room, unable to come to terms with the manliness on display beneath her head.  Every time she looked down, she was presented with a flat, hairy chest.  She’d never caught sight of her own toes so easily before.

“So, I guess, something happened,” Brian said, tapping the top of the hourglass.

“What the fuck?” shuddered Sandy, moving her heavy limbs.

“I think this hourglass has something to do with it,” Brian said.

“So
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