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​The Gender Swap Device

“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
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