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Man’s Fertile First Time

Chapter 1
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“Goodbye, love.”

That was the last thing I said to my wife. When I opened my eyes, she was simply gone. As crazy as that might sound, but one second she was kissing me and the next she was nowhere to be found.

It didn’t just happen to me. All the women on the planet vanished. It all happened at the same time, and the authorities were completely clueless. Nobody knew how to explain the occurrence.

Was it the aliens? Did they come to planet Earth and kidnap all the women for some kind of sick experiment? Nobody knew.

What we knew was that there were no more women. That meant that humanity was at risk of extinction. Modern technology for the lab birth of new humans was far from a worldwide application. 

Humanity was finally MANkind, but nobody was happy with that.

The population of humans was already down to 2 billion people in the world. 

Officially, the disappearance of all the women was called “The W. Vanishing”. I called it “The Greatest Catastrophe That Could Have Happened To Me.”

I have always been a womanizer, even though I loved Mary a lot. 

Before I got married, I used to spend my time with different girls every day. I didn’t even know how Mary could propose marriage to a man like me, but she did it anyway, and I loved her for that.

The scientists kept trying the ethical and legal ways to produce or make men produce new humans artificially. None of their methods worked.

The population of men was decreasing at a faster rate than ever before. Homicides, suicides, natural deaths, nobody could escape them. 

The deepest layers of the American government couldn’t stand still and watch humanity die off like that.

They came up with a plan that only the top officials and some members of the military knew about: to kidnap fragile, young men in their 20s with small penises to have artificial wombs transplanted into their bodies, alongside any necessary additions like breasts and bigger butts.

As a captain in the military, I commanded a workgroup that kidnapped potential candidates. 

It was relatively easy to get them into the vans and take the young men into Area 69. At night, most people didn’t dare to leave their house. They feared the abundant presence of criminals all over the urban perimeter. Thus, the streets were usually quiet when we acted.

My task group had identified three potential subjects to bring in for that week of experiments, and I had to choose one of them. I was going to do that only later, though. I was too tired to decide now.

The experiments were far from what was allowed legally and ethically. None of the guys brought in survived them, but the scientists were pretty optimistic for the upcoming week.

They said they had found a breakthrough, and that they were closer than ever to making men fertile.

“We will also have women again,” was one of their affirmations.

Having spent so many years without seeing a real woman, I doubted that. However, who knew if he was truly right? Science can produce wonderful results, after all.

I was in my quarters in the military camp looking at myself in the mirror. Ever since Mary’s disappearance, I had to content myself with masturbation and fucking other men.

There was only so much masturbation could do for a man’s needs. I often found myself admiring my muscular body in front of the mirror.

My hand touched and caressed my biceps and abs. I learned to look at men differently, especially the ones that resembled women the most.

Their fragile bodies and rounded ass looked juicy to my hungry eyes. More often than not, I caught myself jacking off, thinking about them.

I was a perverted man, and I needed a warm ass under me again. One time I even spooned my best friend.

We both missed our wives too much. We never talked about that, but I suspected he loved that moment as much as I did.

It was time to sleep and make a decision tomorrow. I headed to my bed and dreamed of having my wife with me again.
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​Chapter 2
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Once again, I looked at myself in the mirror. My hand found my semi-hard cock, and I stroked it, looking at myself.

I found my body sexy as hell. One can say that’s pure narcissism, but I never cared about said definitions. The fact is that I was proud of my hard work and the results that followed it.

I had a body most men would be very envious of.

I closed my eyes and focused on the images of the three young men my task group had found.

One of them was named Max. He was just 18, had barely started college, and sported nice, short blond hair. He was very skinny, but often wore clothes that made him look manlier than he was.

Max worked at a local drugstore and his monthly income was barely more than enough for him to get by. He still lived with his widowed father, who was nothing more than an office rat.

They were a humble family and our efforts were directed towards finding candidates like Max, that was, people who wouldn’t be missed much and didn’t have a family that could cause havoc with the legal authorities.

Max also didn’t have a good relationship with his father. That, alongside his small cock, made him a suitable candidate to be brought to Area 69.

Adam was the second guy we found. He had a nice beer belly, but most of the time, nobody could see that because of the clothes he often wore. His skin tone was darker than Max’s and his hair color was pitch black.

Adam was just 20 and still in college. He studied Engineering and his dream was to work for a big company. 

Adam also lived far from his family. He came to Los Angeles and could barely maintain himself in the city with his part-time job and money from his father.

The last guy, Allan, was a bit older than the two others. He had recently turned 27 and worked in a warehouse.

Allan was a blue-collar worker through and through: he looked older than his age, a little overweight, and noticeably much shorter than the first two candidates (while Max and Adam were over 6 feet tall, Allan was around mere 5 feet and 5 inches). 

Even though he tried his hardest to appear manly, the truth was that his dick was the smallest of his social group. He was pretty ashamed of that.

Allan didn’t go to college before he started working and wasn’t a very educated man. He often picked fights and shouted at people he liked little.

As far as we could tell, Allan also had no family since his father passed away last month.

I had one choice to make: which of these candidates should I kidnap? I stroked my cock harder and thought about the guys again.

1. Max, the sweet blondie. His skinny body looked juicy and with the experiments, the scientists could turn him into a proper woman.

2. Adam, the man with the pronounced belly. With some tweaks and drugs, he could pave the way for the continuation of mankind. 

3. Allan, the rough blue-collar worker. He would definitely need special attention, but if the experiments worked on him, then there would be a greater chance they could work for the rest of mankind.

Which one should it be?
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I decided to kidnap Max. His skinny body and blond hair made him look too hot to choose any of the other two.

I stood in front of my men and said, “Alright guys, our aim is to capture Maximile Claufield. He lives in Hillsborough Street, house number 789, but we are going to get him when he leaves the drugstore he works at. Grab your gear and get inside the van. I will be there with you shortly.”

The guys grabbed their stuff and headed for the van parked outside. It was nighttime, and we had a bright, full moon hovering over us.

Max always worked overtime at the drugstore. The place and neighborhood were usually deserted at that time of the day, so the mission was expected to be easy.

“This guy looks cute as fuck,” the guy behind me in the van said. Many of my colleagues agreed with him.

Homosexuality had become the norm since the disappearance of women, even though some resistance was still prominent in some parts of the world.

Cultures, like the ones found in the middle east, either died off or adapted themselves to the new world. They couldn’t kill gay men anymore when even their leaders were gay now as well.

My cock tingled with excitement. Max was a thing of beauty. Tall, blonde, frail - he was a true twink. I longed to have him in my quarters in the military camp.

I put one of the best photos we took of him on the windshield and drove towards the drugstore. It took us about 30 minutes to get there; the place was far from downtown Los Angeles.

“That’s the place!” one guy said enthusiastically. I made a hand gesture to stop all the noises that they were making in the van. I looked towards the drugstore and saw Max working at the counter.

That was the first time I was seeing him in person. He looked shy and not very confident in himself. The reports were accurate about those aspects of him as well.

We stayed in the van for 15 minutes before his shift was finally over. The young man packed his stuff and headed out. 

Once he entered a street with no one nearby who could call the police, I said, “Time to go, boys.”

The men all looked very energetic and left the van. I took the lead and followed Max. We were only four; we wanted to keep it quiet and clean.

Max was listening to some loud rock with his earplugs and, thus, couldn’t hear our footsteps. I reached for him and put my brawny arm on his neck. Then, I pulled him closer to me.

My cock was hard as a rock and I knew Max could feel it touching his tender ass. He didn’t protest initially and just relaxed under my strong dominance of him.

When he realized he was not in his bedroom, he started to struggle against my tight grip. 

Once he noticed his efforts were meaningless, I said, “You are one cute twink.” 

I put a napkin in front of his nose and drugged him. He fell asleep quickly, and I held him in my arms.

The guys that I took with me were just a precaution, and I was glad I didn’t need them this time.

I carried the young, blond twink to the back of the van and put him in a seat between the guys. We taped his hands and his legs. 

Even if he woke up before we reached the military camp, he wouldn’t be able to do much.

My guys had a feast with him. They all looked so excited to be next to the thing that most resembled a woman. 

Some even caressed his hair, face, and arms. They’d never been with a twink before in their lives. I thought about letting them have a go with Max, but I wasn’t sure that would be a good idea.

Either way, I knew what I wanted to do with the little man.

We reached Area 69 safely and little Max didn’t wake up. We carried him to the interrogation room, and he was still sleeping.

I asked my guys to go out so that I could have some alone time with my skinny friend on the chair.

Even though I was their superior, they all joked and gave me funny looks as they walked out. Fucking hell, those guys were going to get theirs once I was done.

I didn’t want to wake up the little guy, but I had to. He was wearing jeans and a white t-shirt. He was as average as one could imagine, and yet he was cute as hell.

I rotated his chair a bit so that he was facing me and not the table. I crouched in front of Max and began to caress his lean legs.

I could feel how soft his skin was even through the thick jeans pants he was using. My heart began to pound faster, my lips dried up and I couldn’t blink anymore.

Max grunted a bit, but the young fucker was still sleeping like a baby. His rose-colored, shiny lips were drooling like a broken faucet. I wondered what kind of stuff he was dreaming about.

My hand eventually reached for his crotch. I felt the softness and size of his bulge. It was jaw-dropping tiny!

My mouth began to drool and wet my dry lips. My heart was racing like a maniac. I so much wanted that man for me!
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