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It finally happened. The women just disappeared from the face of the Earth. As if by magic, all of a sudden and nobody was expecting it, they were gone. I myself was devastated by that because I had many women I considered my friends. Now, I could not hear their voices anymore. I could not talk and tell them everything good and bad that had happened to me.

“It will be alright, Henri. We will find a way,” Gary, a friend of mine, once said.

But, would it be okay? I didn't know. It seemed damn near impossible to find new ways to reproduce. We had some advancements in that field, but all the studies were still too far from anything that we could make use of. The scientists had gone crazy trying to develop ways to ensure the continuation of the human race.

“Well, for the time being, we can play with ourselves,” Gary also said when he was home alone with me and society was falling apart outside.

Sure, I guessed that it was okay for two men to finally be together now. The homophobes were quickly dying out as society became more willing to allow two men to love each other.

“The good thing is that now you can finally announce your love for me,” he once said when we were in the park.

And so I did when I kissed him deeply during minutes that felt like an eternity. Before then, I had always tried to hide my love from him because I didn’t want anybody to find out who I truly was. The fear of losing my friends and my job as a professor in the local college kept me inside the closet.

“It all so liberating to me,” I said when the kiss was finally over and the people in the park resumed their walk.

Our kiss had caught the attention of many men who weren’t used to that sort of thing yet. Gary laughed out loud and then sported a huge, wide smile for me. I so wanted to be his, to let him dominate my innocent body in his bed.

And that we did when the lights in the streets were turned on. We had come there after staying in the park for a little bit longer.

Being with Gary was like being born again. He was the soul I had been looking for a very long time. I didn’t know that at first when I first met him. It became evident that he was a good person and someone I could trust, but I had no idea he had a crush on me.

When he rescued me from certain doom when I was about to fall off a building, I learned he was the man I needed. Obviously, until the women disappeared, I had to keep my love for him a secret. It took that wonderful man a lot of time before he finally learned I shared the same feelings.

Gary was more than a beautiful person to spend the time with. He was handsome as fuck. His blonde hair was capable of making my eyes stop blinking, his pink-ish lips seemed to irradiate love and his lean figure fit perfectly within all kinds of backgrounds. Truly, I had more than love for him.

I felt lust and the desire to make that man mine as well. I wanted him to wrap his lips around my cock, salivate and kiss it for hours on end. I wanted him tasting my pre-cum and ejaculation. I wanted that man to scream and beg me to go harder when I fucked him in his own bed. I wanted that tender body just for me.

And I knew he had the same feelings for me. Gary once said he wanted to make me deep-throat him, which I imagined was something very difficult to do. Gary had a gigantic cock; it was about ten inches in size when fully erect. Gosh, so many men would have enjoyed having something so long and thick!

When we shared dick picks, he would usually place a beer can beside his cock so that I could have a better understanding of just how big his member was. And also: his dick was just as thick as the poor beer cans. Women from the previous era would have enjoyed spending their time with a man like him. I was a lucky man indeed.

But then, something awful happened. Gary’s lungs stopped breathing in one morning. Maybe we were not careful enough when we were doing red crystals, which was a chemical substance that was climbing the ranks of the underworld of Bright City and we bought on a daily basis. Maybe we should not have started smoking them using those damned pipes.

Tried as I might, I could not make him wake up. He just would not. I pushed and pulled his body with both of my hands, in a futile attempt to make his eyes open once again. But... he just would not gift me the delight that was looking at those blue gems. His light had been blackened by death, and he was gone forever.

And so I found myself without the will to continue living. I didn't have any more money to continue paying the rent of the apartment. There were no more resources to buy red crystals for me, and because of that, I had a bad case of drug withdrawal which made the government put me inside one of those old establishments that treated people like me.

I didn’t have more money for food when I left that place. It was all just a complete mess. My life had always been like that ever since Gary moved on to a better place.

During my time in that place which cured my addiction for red crystals, the world seemed to have found a solution for the reproduction problem. Something along the lines of artificial vaginas and wombs... something like that. I didn't understand much of what the interviewed scientist said in the news. It seemed very promising, though.

But the problem was that the whole thing was very expensive. Most people, like me, didn’t have the money to pay for the operation. I wished to have a vagina and womb within me because it would be like a tribute to the women that were once my friends.

Out of nowhere, an event told me that luck was on my side. I was coerced to have sex with a man that left me almost dead in the middle of the street. The policemen found me and put me inside a hospital. Since they could not simply let me die, they forced the government to pay for my operation. My asshole had been ravaged and destroyed by that man, and so it was necessary to implant the womb and the vagina in its place.

I didn’t know what to think about all that. While on one hand I did want to have a womb and a vagina within me, I never once thought it would take to go through hell to have them. At least the government had been kind enough not to make me pay for the operation later when I could walk on my two feet and find a job.

The operation became a bit more popular, but there were still many men who didn't want to accept the new reality. Those men could usually be found inside dead motels and erotic hotels. It kind of became big news when the police found several bodies inside Good Night Motel one day. Rumors were that they killed each other because they could not decide on which of them to go through the operation and become like women.

I didn’t have much in terms of useful skills I could make use of to find a job. I found that out after spending months and years of futile attempts on the streets and the internet. While some people did want to hire me, there were many factors they had to consider which made it impossible for them to do so.

Out of nowhere, a very rich man decided to invest in a motel/whore house on the outskirts of the city. He thought that people weren't exactly ready to give up on what once was a very lucrative type of business. And he was right about that, because his feminized men with vaginas and wombs quickly made that place very popular.

Given that I had the necessary “tools,” I decided to apply to work in that motel. My only condition? Not to be feminized like those other young men. I enjoyed having the looks of a man, and of course, my cock was also very important for me. He understood that, and given that still very few men had gone through the operation, he decided to hire me.

There was a market for gay men who were looking for masculine and operated guys like me, so I kind of became very popular in the establishment. The feminized men were the clients of the once straight men while I was the toy of the gay fellas. Everyone liked me in there.

And with that, I had found another reason to keep on living. It all seemed too perfect for me to even consider doing anything else with my life.​
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I felt a hand nudging my shoulder. “Henri, I think you have a client right now,” my boss said when he pointed toward a young man at the other side of the table. He was wearing a dark rubber jacket and had short, dark hair. First impression told me he looked okay to be my client, so I thought ‘why not?’

“Okay, I will approach him, Matheus,” I responded with a wink and a smile.

I then walked toward where the stranger was, stealing glances and sharing smiles with some of the people I knew. Some of them were previous clients of mine who now decided they wanted to spend their time with the feminized men while the rest were just some of my coworkers.

The stranger had not seen me yet when I approached him and put my hand on the table. Then, I ‘hmm-hmm' using my throat to catch his attention. He finally looked at me when he was still drinking whatever it was that he had in his glass. His eyes were striking green, which fit very well with his black hair.

"Hi," I said slowly and sexually. I just knew that man had come there for me when his pupils dilated. Most people never pay attention to that sort of thing, but I learned to do that when I needed to find clients like him. He appeared to be one of those that usually spend a lot of time in the establishment, so I was very excited to take him to my bed.

“Hello,” he responded before keeping his mouth slightly open, clearly showing he wanted to say something else but could not. That was even perfect! Just my looks were already enough to make that fella lose the ability to think clearly.

“Do you want to come with me to my bedroom? I have space to spare,” I said with a smile.

The young man drank the rest of his drink as he noticed I was the one he had come looking for and then followed me through the crowds of the motel. The place was known as a motel because that’s what everyone called it, but truth be told, it was not exactly like the ones seen during the old era. Those didn’t have men like me and feminine guys like my coworkers.

One other thing which became the norm during the new world was the separation between the alphas and the omegas. It seemed those terms became popular because of some old erotic tales. The alphas were the men who didn’t have the implants, and the omegas, like me, were the fellas who did have those. The whole thing didn’t matter much to me, though.
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