
Next Position

by

S M Kellers

Table of Contents

Copyright

Gender Swap Device

Being Bad

Adults Only

Best Friends

Pam & Roger

New Lovers

Sandy & Hank

X-Rated

Tim & Angie

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Copyright © 2015 S M Kellers


[image: ]


All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

If any of the sexual situations within this story have

occurred in your life consider yourself lucky.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Gender Swap Device


[image: ]


“I really love the way sweat makes those sexy shorts ride all the way up your ass.”

Anna suddenly stopped walking, one hand grabbing onto an overhead branch of the jungle path, and turned back towards the voice of Paul. She levelled her perpetually horny husband with a withering look. “You have got to be joking,” she said, smacking a mosquito on her neck. “Shouldn’t you be concentrating on more important matters right now, like survival?”

Paul stopped, hooked his thumbs under the shoulder straps of his backpack, and grinned. The horrific heat caused his face to gleam with perspiration. “Nope,” he said, and meant it.

Despite the crushing humidity, and the perpetual battle with an all enveloping jungle, Paul still found the time to praise his favourite parts of her anatomy, sweaty or not. Typical. 

She looked away from his smug leer and took in the greenery that practically cocooned them. Thick foliage, vines, boulders, rocky outcrops, leaves - lots of leaves - walled her vision. Just a small patch of bright blue sky poked through the treed canopy far above. Exotic birds sang, monkeys screeched and a constant buzzing of insects assailed them.

“Maybe we should stop for a break,” he said. “Give you a minute to sort those out.”

“Sort what out?”

“Your shorts. I could assist.” He took a step towards her but she hit him with the Oh-No-You-Don’t look which stopped him cold.

There they were, in the wilds of North Borneo, and her life-partner still couldn’t get enough of her. They had been walking for the better part of the morning when it was suppose to be cool, hoping to get a jump on the day’s heat. There were few comforts in the village they were stationed at, which was to be expected at the far fringes of civilization (which pretty much was all of Borneo, both the English controlled North, and the Dutch controlled South). Paul had started to get frisky the previous night, but she only barely managed to keep him at bay by jerking him off. The weather just did not cooperate with sexual desires. It was frustrating for the both of them.

But, eventually, she knew he was going to wear down her defences.

“The only assistance I need is figuring out where we are,” she said, taking out a cloth map from her small pack. “Locating these ruins is taking longer than I calculated.”

“We are right where we need to be: in the middle of nowhere,” Paul said. He made a show of looking around bewildered. “Nope, no idea. I don’t think we can even get back now. Maybe we’ll end up having to resort to cannibalism.” He waggled his eyebrows at her.

“Oh, wonderful,” She said, and rolled her eyes skyward. “Why did I marry a man-boy?”

“Hey, don’t go selling us man-boys short,” he said. “We’re entertaining at the very least.”

It had been her idea to bring him along, and the Institute had agreed to pay for the both of them. After all, they wanted to keep their star treasure hunter appeased. And if that meant allowing the two of them travelling together, all expenses paid, so be it. She had made them millions over the years, so she felt they owed her that much, at least. And not once did she regret the decision to bring him. She loved Paul to pieces, and cherished every second with him.

At that exact moment Paul scratched at his crotch, then proceeded to shift things around his trousers.

Almost every second, she thought.

Paul took a long pull of water from his canteen, unconsciously striking a pose in the sunlight; broad shoulders stretching out his shirt, the accentuated curve of his butt, muscular thighs peeking out from below his shorts, and calf-muscles that literally made her wet if she stared at them too long.

Paul was a damn fine male specimen, and loved to flaunt that fact at every opportunity. And she desired him almost as much as he did her.

Of, course she was not going to give him the satisfaction of knowing this, or at least hearing her say it out loud. Where was the fun in that?

Maybe they could stop for a little break. They’d never done it in a jungle before...

Just then, a handsome black man silently appeared from the jungle foliage to stand between them. Anna let out a small yelp, until she realized it was just Kato, their local guide. He didn’t look to happy. In fact, he never once even gave the hint of any  emotion other than annoyance with his two employers.

“No wait,” he said, in halted English. Anna was amazed to see that he was barely sweating, nor even out of breath. “Follow now,” he said, motioning towards the wall of greenery he just magically appeared from. And with that, their guide practically evaporated back into it.

Paul grinned and shrugged. “He’s the boss. Can’t make the boss angry now, can we?”

As Anna passed by Paul he gave her a swift swat on the rump, causing her to yelp in surprise. Scowling, she decided not to say anything as it would just egg him on. She fell in behind him and quietly followed.

Kato hacked at branches that obstructed his way, diligently ploughing ahead, unperturbed.

“So, who is this deity again, who’s place were looking for?” Paul asked.

Anna felt her temperature rise even higher. He was just teasing her. He knew full well why they were here, and what they were looking for. “Don’t start with me,” she warned.

“No, seriously,” he said while ducking below a branch. “Attack Mowa? Was that it?”

Now Anna was starting to have doubts about bringing him along, but she pushed that feeling aside. It was most likely the heat and merciless humidity that was making her husband testy.

“Atta M’oa,” she managed to say through gritted teeth.

“The Fuck God?” Paul said, looking coy.

Anna took a swing at him which he easily dodged. She stumbled forward, and he caught her, enveloping her with his big arms. Startled for a moment, she could only look up at him in surprise. He grinned.

“Oooh!” she said, and pushed away from his embrace and slapped his arm. “Atta M’oa is the God of Lust and Passion.” She fell in behind Kato again, trying not to let Paul fluster her too much.

Suddenly, they emerged out of the jungle, into a clearing. No, not a clearing. Anna took a moment to get her bearings. They were near the edge of a cliff  overlooking a valley.

Paul wasn’t the least bit phased by the abrupt change of environment. “Sounds like a Fuck God to me,” he said.

Anna ignored him and halted at the cliff’s edge. The jungle, vast, green and dangerous, sprawled out before them, covering the entire valley her little team were descending into. Only the rocky ridge lines of the low mountains on either side seemed to keep the jungle contained.

Within the lush greenery below were several stony outcroppings. Her heart skipped a beat as she peered eagerly at them. She could not discern if any were man made, or just simply natural in form.

Whether it was the heat, or the impending chance of a major discovery, Anna started to shiver.

Paul noticed and turned to Kato. “Break now,” Paul said.

The guide’s face didn’t change even a little. Instead, Kato nodded once, then walked off into the jungle.

“Ten minutes,” they heard him call back. “I scout ahead.”

“Okay, you do that,” Paul said quietly. 

From her pack she took out a view glass and peered through its length into the valley below but she could see nothing that could be anything like ruins. She sighed. The temple will just have to found the hard way.

Paul stretched while yawning. “I think he’s really coming along with that outgoing personality. Maybe we should give him a bonus.”

Anna managed a chuckle as she sat on a fallen tree. She drank from her water canteen, feeling the liquid's welcome coolness in her throat. Her trembling spell seemed to pass.

Paul sat down, too, but of course had to position himself directly across from her, and angled so he could look up her shorts. He raised his eyebrows at her and offered an innocent smile. Despite the heat and humidity, she crossed her legs. Paul’s expression collapsed into a sulk.

After a few moments he asked, “How are you feeling, other than hot?”

Anna shrugged. “Better, now that we’re at the valley.” She peered suspiciously at the vista before them. “At least, I think this is the valley.”

“Kato seems confident. You should be, too.”

“I should be what?” Anna asked. Where was he going with this?

“Confident. You worked hard for this, darling.”

“Well, if the temple isn’t here, then I didn’t work hard enough.”

Paul shook his head. “No, I’ve seen you. First hand. This has been a long process for you; for us both. Regardless of what you find, or not, is in this valley I want you to know I ain’t going anywhere else unless you’re there, too.”

Anna felt a tingling in her stomach, and smiled despite her self. God, he knew just what to say. Looks like I married the right life coach. “Well, we’re not there, yet. Borneo is chalk full of sweaty, impenetrable valleys to get lost in if this one comes up empty. Wonder if there’s a mysterious valley with a swimming pool every 100 yards?”

She stood and stretched. Paul stood, too, and came over to her. He gave her a big hug. “I’m proud of you, babe.”

He moved around behind her, pulling her close to him. She could feel him, all of him pressing against her form. She did not resist.

“Are you hot?” Paul said. One hand slipped under her shirt, and slide across her sweaty mid-rift.

“Stupid question,” Anna said. She almost pulled his hand away, but found herself enjoying his closeness.

“Hot and bothered, maybe?” he said. Now his other hand joined the fun and wrapped down her hip and slipped under her shorts and down between her legs. She almost said something but gasped instead.

His fingers explored the small thatch of pubic hair there, feeling her stomach move against his palm as her breathing picked up with anticipation.

“Hot,” she managed to say as he teethed her earlobe.

Paul then slowly glided his fingers further down into the forbidden nether regions. She shuddered as his fingers encompassed her pussy. Slowly, he massaged her there.

She felt his hardening cock press firmly up against the small of her back. Even through both sets of clothing she could imagine it thrusting into her. Sweat now cascaded down her neck and back, but neither of them minded. Lost in the moment.

Expertly, Paul made slow circular movements with his hand. She was slick down there. Sweat and pussy juice – it was all desire. His other hand was now up under her brazier and pleasantly squeezing a breast before she even realized it. He pinched the hardening nipple.

She grabbed at the front of her shorts and pressed his hand hard against her sweet cunt.

“Just finger me, dammit! Stick them in,” she said.

She felt his grin against her neck. “Yes, ma'am,” he said.

Paul paused his hand motion and then very gently eased his middle finger into her. She gasped slightly. She was enjoying this so much. He eased it in further, until it was all the way to the last knuckle.

He probed her, exploring the hidden interior of her sex. Slightly rough, yet soft and enticing. Then he started to pull the finger out, slowly, then slide it back in again, keeping the pad of his finger firmly against her interior flesh.

The effect on her was almost magical. Shuddering, bucking slightly she involuntarily pushed against his arm, as if she was about to make him stop, but instead gripped his wrist firmly.

“Don't stop!” she said.

Paul worked his finger more, in and out. Over and over. Her breathes became shorter.

Even over the noise of the jungle, and through the fabric of her shorts he could hear her pussy making wet sloppy noises. Talking to his finger. Encompassing it with its wet folds. Begging him not to stop. To keep going. Her pussy wanted him

She wanted him.
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“You come now?” Kato suddenly called out to them from further up ahead. They both stopped, surprised. Thankfully, he could not see them as they were obscured by the thick jungle foliage.

Quietly, Paul whispered in her ear, “You cum?” He kissed her neck.

Anna, tried to catch her breath. Then called out to Kato, barely trusting her voice. “Not... not now! Go on ahead. We'll catch up!”

There was silence for a few moments and she worried that their guide was now about to appear next to them. Mercifully, though, she heard Kato walk away, muttering. No doubt he was getting frustrated with them and the delays. Anna arched her back as Paul’s fingers resumed working on her pussy vigorously. What a delay!

With Kato gone, Anna lost herself in the feeling of the moment again. Although they felt rushed, Paul still worked his magic.

Faster and faster his finger drove into her. Soon, Anna had to catch her breath as the sensation of her orgasm hit her suddenly and with full force. She bucked wildly against Paul, digging her fingers into his arm.

Smiling with his achievement, Paul slowly withdrew his finger from within her with a wet slurping noise.

“Now that made for a nice break,” he said smiling. His fingers were sopping wet. He licked a finger.

Composing herself, Anna could only nod. “Let's... lets get going.”

Paul laughed and after a second for Anna to arrange her shorts again (which looked more sweat drenched than before) they moved on.

They soon came upon Kato. He seemed oblivious to what they had been doing. Whether it was tact or ignorance, Anna silently thanked the guide for it.

Kato pointed out to a clearing ahead. “There. 5 minutes,” he said.

He was about to start walking when he turned back to them. “No more breaks,” he said. Then continued on.

Paul and Anna exchanged a wry look.

Anna was still feeling heady from her orgasm, and coupled with the heat found her mind starting to wander. Her eyes began to roam over Kato's sleek, muscular form. She had never been with a black man before.

Unbidden she started to imagine that it was Kato who finger-banged her in the jungle, and not her husband.

“Whoa,” she said with alarm. She paused and put a hand to her forehead.

Paul rushed over with concern. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” she said waving him away. “I'm fine. Just the heat.”

Was she fine? What was coming over her. Such an intense image.

She shook her head. “Let's keep going,” she said to Kato, but found she couldn't look him in the eyes.

They marched on.

Almost immediately, they broke though the foliage. They stood before a vast set of ruins which encompassed their view.

Paul and Anna were stunned.

“My, God!” Anna exclaimed. “This is absolutely astounding!”

Paul was equally amazed. “Wow! Just... wow!”

Kato only stared at the ruins, seemingly unimpressed.

Anna jumped up and down, clapping her hands like a little girl with excitement. “I can't believe it! Let's look around.”

They started into the ruins. High walls of engraved stone towered over them. Thick vines and brush choked every open space. Soon they were lost.

But no one seemed to mind. Anna felt like a fog had enveloped her mind. When she looked at Paul and Kato, they too, seemed a little out of it.

Oddly, she was not alarmed. It was a somewhat pleasant feeling.

They stopped before a huge wall. A mosaic of engravings were presentable here. Figures in various states of carnal bliss could be seen.

“Amazing,” Anna said. The engravings appeared to move on their own. Like the little moving pictures she seen at the galleries back home. She giggled.

Kato simply walked away, a goofy expression on his face. He walked around the wall and was gone.

“I'm gonna look over there,” Paul said, almost in a dreamlike state. He wandered away, through a doorway, and out of sight.

Anna barely noticed, so mesmerized by the glyphs that seemed to dance before her very eyes. She, too, wandered. Past vast walls, and strange columns of engraved stone. Such a wonder to behold!

She suddenly found herself lost amongst the ruins. She shook her head. “What the heck has gotten into me?” As if in answer to her question she heard a noise. A low moaning, from around a nearby wall.

Approaching carefully, she peeked around the corner. She caught her breath.

A wide courtyard presented itself. Covered in vines and dirt of the ages, the ruins here seemed more run down. Within the far wall was the distinct outline of what appeared to be a door but its outline was that of a vagina. A huge vagina! So large that its width looked to allow two or three average sized people to walk through it abreast.

But the vast Vagina door only accounted for a part of her shock. Standing a short distance from the door was Kato. Directly in front of him was a tall narrow dais. He was staring at it intently; throughly transfixed by it.

And he was jerking off!

Anna did a double take. Yes, Kato was jerking off right there in front of the little dais. He had pulled his trousers down to his knees, exposing an incredibly firm, and well formed set of brown buttocks. Occasionally, a rounded butt cheek would flex with his hand movement, which only accentuated their near-complete lack of fat. All pure muscle. Even Paul's ass could not match it, and his was quite magnificent.

Yet, because of her angle, she could not see Kato's cock. Judging by the long smooth movement of his hand, it must be sizable.

And before she even realized what she was doing, Anna entered the courtyard and walked over to Kato.

Approaching at the same angle, so as not to spoil the cock-size surprise, she came up behind him. He didn't even turn, just slowly stroked himself, butt cheeks occasionally clenching.

Unbidden, she quietly pressed up against his back. He didn't so much as flinch, or gave any indication she was there. Now she could hear his breathing and could feel the movement of his jerks through his entire body.

It was too intoxicating. The feel of his muscular body against her, the way his firm hard ass now seemed to grind against her stomach, and the sweet smell of his sex induced sweat.

Anna suddenly felt dirty. Very, very dirty.

She reached around with her left hand, up under the front of his shirt, and slide them over Kato's very well defined abs. Abs slick with sweat. She wanted to feel them, she wanted to feel them all.

She caught a glance at the little dais in front of him. At its peak, directly in front of his cock, it had the deep engraving of a vagina. Almost identical to the outline of the door in the nearby wall. This fact quickly vanished from her mind as she found herself thoroughly engaged with Kato.

Then, with her right hand, she slid it around his other side, but she did not stop herself at his incredible abs, but instead moved it down until she touched the base of his cock's shaft.

At this, there was a reaction from Kato, but it wasn't a flinch, just a gasp. A gasp of acceptance.

Taking her cue Anna smoothing encircled the base of his dick with her hand. It was thick, and as stiff as a steel rod. Then, skillfully, she began to match the movement of his hand.

What a juicy piece of meat! She thought to herself. It was an impressive size. Anna found herself suddenly licking the back of Kato's neck, enjoying the taste of him.

Soon, Kato was gasping harder, and removed his hand and let her do all the work. Something she was more than willing to do. He took his hand and reached around them both, so as to firmly cup her right butt cheek.

Fair is fair, she thought, gleefully.

Her hand explored the length and girth of him. He was most definitely a sizable specimen. Her stroking remained rhythmic, but every few strokes she very gently tightened her grip. Kato reacted predictably, and started to slowly grind his ass against her in meaningful pelvic thrusts.

Delighted by this, Anna decided she wanted more. Her left hand left the firm ridges of his abs, then down past his belly button and under his cock. There she very gently cupped his ball sack. Kato shuddered at this and for the briefest of moments, she thought he would cum. But he held out.

Not just yet! She thought with a grin. Only when I want you to.

Kato's balls were substantial. Anna gently explored their contours. He was surprisingly hairless down there, and this only aroused her further. With her thumb and forefinger, she very gingerly tugged at his sack letting his nuts slip out of her grasp. His left testicle was a little smaller than his right. Just like Paul. Just like pretty well all the men she has been with. This made her chuckle.

Empirical evidence, especially the sexual kind, is the most savoury.

Her history with nut sacks not withstanding, she did not let up on his cock, continuing to work diligently away at it with her other hand. Like a sculptor worrying away at a thick sliver of stone.

Between the kneading of his ball sack, and her tightening grip around his long raw cock, Kato finally reached his limit, impressive as it was.

Sensing he was moments away from climaxing, she shifted her jerking grip to envelope his prick with every stroke. She knew this enhanced the sensation for him exponentially. (More of that empirical knowledge at work.)

Kato came. No, not just came, Kato exploded!

Huge gobs of thick pearly white cum pulsed everywhere. Spewing all over her hand, and without her realizing it, all over the vagina engraving on the little dais.

Kato moaned and bucked with his orgasm, so much so that Anna feared he might collapse to the ground. More and more cum flew. More than she thought could be physically possible!

Without understanding why, she kept his prick firmly pointed at the vagina engraving. More cum gushed in pulsing intensity. Soon, after several long moments Kato began to slow. He sagged against her. She felt the long thick firmness of his erection flag slightly.

Finally finished, Kato seemed to regain his senses and he stepped away and turned to face her. He gaped at her in amazement, his dick now pointing at her.

Anna looked at her right hand. It was covered in his sticky white cum, so much so that it looked like she was wearing a glove. Again, she could not help herself, and not knowing why, she raised her hand to her mouth. She made sure Kato was watching. Then she started to lick. Up her wrist, across her palm, and over a finger, pausing only to gulp the occasional full load in her mouth.

Over and over she did this. Until she had licked her entire hand clean and each finger (and her thumb) of his spent hot seed. She then sucked the tip of each one, as if finishing
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