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​Non-Shifter's MPREG Lust

Episode 1 – Man's Fertile First Time

​​Chapter 1 – The W. Vanishing
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“Goodbye, love.”

That was the last thing I said to my wife. When I opened my eyes, she was simple 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 happen just with me. All the women in the planet vanished into thin air. 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 is 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 worldwide application. 

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

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 don’t even know how Mary could propose a 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 20’s with small penises in order 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 work group 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, but I decided to choose one of them later. I was too tired to make a decision.

The experiments were far from what was allowed legally and ethically. Not a single one of the guys I brought in managed to survive 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 find a way to make men give birth.

“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 satisfy my sexual needs. I often found myself admiring my strong 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 perverted man and I needed a warm ass under me again. One time I event spooned with 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 the decision tomorrow. I headed to my bed and dreamed of having my wife with me again.
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​​Chapter 2 – The Three Candidates
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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 a 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 is, people that wouldn’t be missed much and didn’t have a family that could cause a havoc with the legal authorities.

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

Adam was the second guy we found. He had a nice daddy 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 other. 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, was a little overweight and noticeably much shorter than the first two candidates (while Max and Adam were over 6 feet tall, Allan was around a mere 5 feet 5 inches). 

Even though he tried his hardest to appear manly, the truth was that his dick was the smallest in 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 didn’t like much.

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 was 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 that they could work on the rest of mankind.

Which one should it be?
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​​​Chapter 3A – A Blond Life
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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 objective 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, fool moon hovering over us.

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

“This guy looks cute as fuck,” one of the guys 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 in excitement. Max was a thing of real 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 in the windshield and drove towards the drugstore. It took us about 30 minutes to get there; the place was located far from downtown Los Angeles.

“That’s the place!” one the guys 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 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 no more than 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 him and put my strong 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 gladly I didn’t need them this time.

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

Even if he did wake 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 caressed his hair, face and arms. I don’t think they ever had 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 would be 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 his crotch. I felt the softness and size of his bulge. It was really small for a man of his size!

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!

I pulled down his zipper and put my hand inside his underwear. He was wearing white briefs and I could see a yellow-ish stain of pee in the fabric.

My mouth reached for the stain and I licked it. I closed my eyes as I felt the distinctive smell of urine. 

“What is going on...” I heard Max saying. He was about to wake up.

His eyes opened slowly and he began to realize what I was doing. Initially, shock crossed his face and he began to struggle. 

Gladly, his hands and legs were still tied. The chair was fixed on the floor and could do no more than rotate around its axis.

I got up and took a step back. Once he was done screaming and looked calm, I said “You have nothing to fear, little Max. You are safe in here.”

“Then what the fuck am I doing tied in here? And what the hell were you doing sniffing my junk? Are you gay?”

I rolled my eyes. The last question was easy to answer, “Of course, we are all gay now, remember? No more women. However, I make the questions here. You won’t be harmed in any way. I just to want to know you a little better before I send you to the procedure.”

“What procedure is th-”

“Stop,” I interrupted Max, “Remember that I said that I am interrogating you now. 

I reached in closer and smelled his perfume. It was a common, cheap musk scent, but it was perfect for a man like him. 

He didn’t object my approach. Actually, he seemed quite interested in me. I could see his pupils dilating. Not to brag, but I was one good-looking man. 

If the reports about him being a closeted gay were true, then I could easily have him under my control. My own, sweet little blondie was going to be mine. He would make the perfect wife-man!

I whispered to his cute, small years, “We are making some experiments with you today. For the continuation of mankind, we need to find a way to make men give birth to babies. Hopefully, that will be just temporary once woman babies start coming out, but I wouldn’t hold my breath. We might be doomed to have just men on this planet.”

I saw surprise on his face and before he could say anything, I explained, “You will have a womb transplanted inside you. It’s a womb made in the laboratory and it needs a host. You will be it.”

Having lived on that crazy world ever since the disappearance of all the women, I sensed that he began to understand the situation. He looked down on his crotch and asked, “You will my cock be removed?”

I looked at his small manshaft and said, “Yeah, but you won’t miss it, right? We selected you because your cock is too small. We are sparing the men with bigger dicks. They are the ones who usually are on the top when it comes to gay sex.”

Max could only nod in agreement. Even though he never had sex in his life, I imagined that he looked at himself as a bottom. 

With that out of the way, it was time to send him to the scientists. I hope that the cute little twink will survive the womb transplant and all the other things that come with it so that I can impregnate him.

“Now that you understand what you are doing here,” I said looking down on him, “I’m sending you to the laboratory. Don’t mind the weird scientists. They look odd, but they know their job. They are the best in the country.”

He looked at me with watering eyes, “I hope that I can save mankind.”

I untied his hands and legs before I took him downstairs. There was no need anymore to keep him tied since he understood his importance to the future of humanity.

I did notice he looked sad for being turned into a woman, but Max was an idealistic and prone to self-sacrifices.

After having lived his whole life as a generic man who worked in a store in a poor neighborhood, he was ready to be the hero for the first time in his life.

The procedure was going to take all night long, so I went to my quarters to get a good night’s sleep. I took off my clothes and once again admired myself in the mirror.

The atmospheric orange light highlighted my best attributes. My hand caressed my rounded pecs and I pinched my nipples.

I always did that ritual before I went to bed. It was good to know I was still in perfect shape. Once Max was out of the lab and – hopefully – still alive, I was going to have my way with him.

I woke up and dressed myself. I put my army boots and uniform on before I headed to the lab downstairs.

My heart pounded faster when I reached the door and knocked on it. Was he alive or dead? That was the question of the century.

My happiness and the continuation of humankind depended on that young man.

One the lab scientists opened the door for me. His face looked distorted and burned of heat. 

“So?” I asked. I was doing my best to look professional, but the fact was that I could barely wait for the results.

“IT WORKED!” the scientist screamed in front of me. His eyes were full of energy for the first time in his life. I could only grin in happiness as the man put his hands on my shoulders and shook me back and forth.

I kept my composure and let the man get back to his usual self. Once he managed to calm himself down, he said, “It took us longer than expected, but I can say that the procedure was a full success. You will see that the results were better than expected.”

The scientist walked me to where young Max was. He was fully awake and sitting on a table. 

He didn’t look like a man anymore and, in fact, it was more accurate to refer to him as a “she” from then on. He still had his short hair and his baby face, but now Max had wider hips, a bigger butt and two melon-sized breasts on him.

He truly looked like a woman now. We could finally give birth to humans again. I grinned in happiness once again.

Max said, “I’m so happy this worked, but I feel odd. These breasts are huge and feel uncomfortable.”

The scientist moved his hand one over the other frantically and said, “Oh sweet little boy, you will get used to your new features soon. It’s normal to feel uncomfortable now, but remember that the future of the human race rests on your shoulders, or should I say: womb.”

As I realized that the conversation was taking a weird direction, I decided to take command of it and I said, “In fact, I think I will help you get used to your breasts and big butt now, Max. Come on, follow me to my quarters. I will give you proper clothes.”

Max still had his clothes from yesterday on. They were way too short for his big butt and breasts.

I could hardly contain my erection. My cock was throbbing. It had been so long since the last time I fucked a woman.

I was going to be luckiest guy on Earth. I was going to fuck a woman.

Other than the womb, vagina and breasts, Max still looked like a man. His baby face could make him look like a proper woman if he let his hair grow or used a wig, though.

My tongue ran from one end of my mouth to the other. I salivated the woman that came out of that lab. He- no, she was one good-looking bitch!

We reached my bedroom and I closed the door behind me. Then, I opened one of the drawers and picked some of the clothes my wife used to wear.

I brought them to my quarters in the military camp to remember her scent. The pieces fit perfectly on Max. My erection only grew harder.

I helped Max with putting on her new clothing. I could feel the warmth emanating from her lean body. Sometimes, I looked in her eyes and she tried to look away from me.

I was experienced enough to know that she wanted me. Her pupils still dilated every time she looked at me. Her reluctance to look straight in my eyes was a sign of her infatuation with me.

I crouched down as I helped Max fitting in the skirt. I looked up and saw her glistening pussy. It was beautiful and untouched. I realized that Max went from being a virgin man to a virgin woman.

Damn, what a turn of events she went through!

My hand caressed her hairy legs. She was going to have to shave them, I thought.

Still, that was an odd, yet perfect combination for me: baby face with some stubs (Max was clearly unable to grow a full beard), hairy legs and arms, big breasts and butt. Was that truly the future of humanity?

My mind raced back and forth between the implications of that question.

While Max was a bit reluctant to look in my eyes, I noticed that she needed just one last push to give in to my desire for her.

I took off her shoes and played with her manly thumbs. Then, I put one of her foot fingers in my mouth and I began to savor it. Max didn’t object.

She looked down at what I was doing. I kept on sucking her delicious finger. Her manly foot was just too good not to suck!

Max didn’t need to say a word. I understood she wanted me. I kept on sucking her soft finger. I sucked all of her fingers.

Max reached for his manshaft, but she realized it was not there anymore. She looked sad. I imagined she wanted to jack herself off right then and there. 

“You can start practicing with your beautiful cunt now,” I reminded her.

Surprise crossed her face at the idea I presented. Her hand went for her pussy quickly and she began to play with it.

“It’s not the same as stroking my cock, but it still arouses me,” she said with happiness on her face.

I took my mouth off her feet and ran my tongue on her hairy legs. The skin was soft and delicious. She moaned as I did that.

I caressed her thighs. They were lean and white. My hand found her pussy and I helped her finger it. 

She shut her eyes and I moved my face closer to hers. She was surprised when she felt the soft touch of my lips on her. She put her hands on my head and she embraced my passionate kiss.

Her lips were very soft and wet. I felt her tongue on mine. Even though Max was a virgin, she knew how to kiss. 

I put my hand on her shoulders and carried her to the bed, our mouths were still kissing. 

I wanted her just for me. I wanted to monopolize her tender butt.

Thoughts like those impregnated my mind. Max was the thing closest to a woman I have seen in years.

I caressed one her buttcheeks with one of my hands. They were soft at the touch. I noticed that she was hairless there. The scientists did a fine job indeed.

My other hand went for her big breasts. I caressed each one of them. They felt warmer than the rest of her body. I wondered if she was already producing milk.

Max’s hand went for my butt and she massaged it with confidence. Then, she unbuttoned my pants and pulled it down.

With that done, she used her hands to take off my military shirt. She looked at my torso and her tongue ran from one end of her mouth to the other. She drooled at the sight of my rounded pecs and abs.

She caressed my torso and felt the warmth of my armpits. I kept on kissing her tender lips.

I reached for her butt once again and pressed it. My finger found her vagina another time and I ran it over the geometry. She moaned deep and loud.

I took off my boots and Max took advantage of that free time to get herself undressed. 

“I don’t want this fabric getting in the way,” she said, her voice still sounded manly as ever.

I got on top of her and began to suck her big juicy titties. 

“Oh yes daddy, fuck me harder please!”

I could only get even more motivated with what she was saying. I sucked her titties harder and caressed her breasts with my big hands. It had been so long since the last time I did that!

I imagined how weird it must have been for Max to feel aroused by a man sucking on his big man titties. I wondered what it really felt like, but then I pushed those thoughts away; I didn’t want to become a woman.

Max put his legs behind my back and pushed me closer. My face was buried deep in between her tender breasts.

I kissed her once again and caressed her short hair. It felt wiry and thick. I felt the odor of mint toothpaste coming from his mouth and the smell impregnated my lungs.

Max was moaning like a bitch and I even told her that, “You know, for someone who was a man no more than a couple of hours ago, you really moan like a street slut.”

Max could only smile. A nice, genuine smile highlighted her cute cheeks.

I moved my head closer to her crotch and began to suck her moisty pussy. I didn’t forget her other orifice and sucked that as well.

Max moaned and groaned, “Yes yes yes, please. I want more of that.”

I obeyed the beautiful woman-man like a little pet dog. My tongue danced and raced all over the soft skin of her pussy. It felt a bit different than my wife’s, but I didn’t care.

I was overjoyed with the fact that I was fucking a pussy once again!

Max put her hands on my head and guided it throughout the process. I let her dictate my rhythm. Her legs pressed against my athletic back and my face was buried deep inside her pulsating flower.

The aroma from her was still musky, but I noticed something different in the air, something womanly. The new hormones and other biology factors were already doing the rest of the work. Soon, she would be looking like a true woman, I imagined.

The experience was nothing like I had in my life before. I had sex with men and women, but no sex was like the one I was having with Max. 

Max was tender, cute, fragile, shy, incapable of doing harm to anyone and his movements showed how little self-esteem she had. 

I licked his manly abs from bottom to top. Max groaned louder.

I reached for her breasts and sucked them once again, then I proceeded to kiss her sweet lips another time.

I positioned myself on top of her, my hip just above her head. Max grabbed my cock and put it into her mouth.

She started to suck it slow and nice. This time, it was my turn to groan and moan.

I closed my eyes as I began to feel the pleasure overflowing from my body. Max was a good cocksucker.

“Yeah yes yeah, keep sucking my big cock, you slut,” I said and she laughed.

She resumed sucking my big man tool. I began to pound her hungry mouth.

My balls hit her chin continuously. She grabbed my testicles and began to massage my large sack.

I moaned and groaned with the touch of her soft hands. Max had the hands of a true woman.

I was about to cum all over her mouth and I said, “I’m going to cum all over your face, bitch!”

She released my throbbing cock and I unloaded my creamy man milk on her face. I painted her lips, cheeks and forehead.

She did what she could to lick and swallow the juicy honey, and then we kissed another time. I felt the distinctive salt of my own cum on her lips.

We stopped kissing and she looked into my eyes, “I want you to eat my ass.”

How could I have said no to such a sweet little thing? She positioned herself on all fours and I guided my still cumming cock into her pussy.

I didn’t care if she could make me sick with an STD or not, I just wanted to pound her tender ass into oblivion.

My balls hit her ass continuously. Max groaned and moaned louder than ever. Her pussy was perfect; it fit around my big man tool perfectly.

Her pussy was warm, really warm. I moaned in pleasure as well. I wanted to impregnate and marry her.

My hand danced around her delicate ass. I found her second orifice and fingered that with three of my fingers. She moaned and groaned even louder than ever.

We were sweating a lot. I must have forgotten to turn on the AC, but I didn’t care about that at the moment. I wanted to eat her energetic butt.

I increased the pace and my cock started to throb uncontrollably for the second time. I felt the surge of cum coming towards the orifice of my mushroom cockhead before it covered the inside walls of her juicy pussy.

I groaned in pleasure as I reached my climax. Max was also unloading her glistening womanly-cum onto my big cock.

I put my hand on the back of her head and caressed her hair another time. Once again, I admired how frizzy and thick her manly hair was.

She moved around her own axis and looked at me before she said, “That was good. I want to do it another time.”

I kissed her pink manly lips and asked, “Do you want to marry me?”

She smiled in happiness and said confidently, ‘Of course, my love! I will marry you and live with you forever.”

I kissed her once again.

Max became the hope for humankind. The experiment performed on her was a successful breakthrough. Countless men all the over the world took it and started making more babies.

Women was finally present in the world again.

​
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​​​Chapter 3B – Moon Belly
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We parked the van just outside of Adam’s house. He lived far from the campus and by himself. The place was desolate and even the closest neighbors were too far to hear the sound of our footsteps approaching his house.

I approached the front door and knocked on it. I knew that Adam was studying in his room just a couple of minutes ago. However, he didn’t come to greet us when we knocked on the door.

He might not have heard the knocks, so I decided to knock on the door another time. No answer again.

Was he sleeping? I asked myself.

I knew I couldn’t stay there like an idiot waiting for him to open the door, so I commanded my soldiers to get the equipment to deal with the problem.

Opening it was effortless. We walked in and Adam still had no idea we were coming for him, I imagined.

The interior of the house looked mundane. There were some photos of his family here and there, some frames with his best achievements in school and the usual stuff for a man of his age.

My soldiers were a couple of feet behind me when I heard a loud noise. I looked back and they weren’t there anymore.

There was a wide hole on the floor. I walked towards it and looked down. I couldn’t see my soldiers. They fell through the whole.

It was a trap.

The little fucker knew we were coming for him. It clicked for me: he was an Engineering student in a very respected local college, the report said he was very intelligent and that he was part of a very specialized research group.

Adam was probably the smart and paranoid type. He must have built that trap years ago to deal with criminals.

We looked like criminals. We weren’t wearing the military uniform because we didn’t want the population finding out what we were doing.

I got furious when I realized what was going on. We all underestimated the guy. We should have been more careful.

I decided not to scream at the hole hoping to get an answer from my soldiers. I needed to take the situation seriously. Adam was probably thinking that I had fallen through it as well.

Well, I was going to give him a nice surprise.

Having thought about the present situation, I opened every door in the house and explored every room. Adam was not home.

I tried to find if there was a hidden passage leading underground, but I couldn’t find anything. I was furious that the little fucker had tricked me that easily.

He managed to trap a full squad of elite soldiers with a simple hole in the ground. He was probably in a panic room or something like that.

There was only one way to get to him and save my companions: to jump into the hole. I just hoped that there weren
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